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NOTICE 


TO 


THE  PRESENT  EDITION. 


Iv  the  Dedication  of  tlie  Life  of  Burns  by  Dr.  Currie  to  his  friend  Cap» 
tain  Graham  Moore,  the  learned  Doctor  tliiis  expresses  himself  as  to  his 
Editorial  office: — "  The  tas!c  u-a-5  bcs;.'t  with  considerable  dilHculties,  and 
«*  men  of  establislied  reputation  naturally  declined  an  undertaking,  to  the 
•*  performance  of  which  it  was  scarcely  to  be  hoped  that  fi^encral  approba- 
**  tion  could  be  obtained  by  any  e?:ertion  of  juJpncntor  temper.  To  such 
**  an  office  my  place  of  residence,  my  accustomed  studies,  and  my  occu- 
**  pations,  were  certainly  little  suited.  l]ut  the  partiality  of  Mr.  SjTne 
«*  thought  me,  in  other  respects,  not  unqualified ;  and  his  solicitations, 
•*  joined  to  those  of  our  excellent  friend  and  relation,  Mrs.  Dunlcjp,  and  of 
^  other  friends  of  the  family  of  the  poet,  I  have  not  been  able  to  resist," 

These  sentences  contain  singular  avowals.  They  are  somehow  apt  to 
suggest,  what  we  have  all  heard  before,  that  some  are  born  to  honour, 
while  others  have  honours  thrust  upon  them.  The  Doctor's  squcamishness 
in  favour  of  persons  of  catahlis/ied  reputation^  who  might  be  chary  of  a  tick- 
lish and  impracticable,  if  not  an  odious  task,  is  in  ludicrous  contrast  with  the 
facts  as  they  have  since  fallen  out.  Have  we  not  seen  the  master-spirits 
of  the  age,  Scott,  Byron,  Campbell,  honouring  in  Burns  a  kindred,  if  not  a 
fuperior  genius,  and,  like  passionate  devotees,  doing  him  homage?  They 
have  all  vohuitarily  written  of  him ;  and  their  recorded  opinions  evince  no 
feelings  of  shyness,  but  the  reverse  :  they  not  only  honour,  but  write  as  if 
honoured  by  their  theme.  But  let  us  leave  the  subject,  by  merely  pointing 
attention  to  the  Doctor's  mode  of  treatinc:  it.  as  a  decisive  test  of  the  evil 
days  and  evil  tongues  amidst  v.hich  the  poet  had  ihllen,  and  of  the  exis- 
tence of  that  deplorable  party-spirit,  during  which  the  facts  involving  his 
character  as  a  man,  and  his  reputation  as  a  poet,  could  neitlicr  be  cor- 
rectly stated,  nor  fairly  estimated. 

It  is  true,  Dr.  Currie's  Life  contained  invaluable  materials.  The  poet's 
auto-biographical  letter  to  Dr.  iMoore, — indeed  the  whole  of  his  letters, — 
the  letters  of  his  brother  Gilbert, — of  Professor  Dugald  Stewart, — of  Mr. 
Murdoch  and  of  Mr.  Syrae,  and  the  other  contributors,  are  invaluable  ma- 
terials. They  form  trulv  the  very  backbone  of  the  poet's  life,  as  edited  by 
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Dr.  Currie.  ThejT  must  ever  be  regarded  As  precious  relicii ;  and  howeVef 
largely  they  may  be  used  as  a  part  of  a  biographical  work,  they  ought  also 
to  be  presented  in  the  separate  f«nn,  entire ;  for,  taken  in  connection  with 
the  general  correspondence,  they  will  be  found  to  be  curiously  illustrative 
of  tlie  then  state  of  society  in  Scotland,  and  moreover  to  contain  manifold 
and  undoubted  proofs  of  the  diffusion  and  actual  existence,  amongst  Scots- 
men of  all  degrees,  of  that  literary  talent,  which  had  only  been  inferred, 
hypothetically,  from  tlie  nature  of  her  elementary  institutions. 

We  have  no  wish  to  detract  from  the  high  reputation  of  Dr.  Currie. 
It  will  however  be  remarked,  that  the  biographical  part  of  his  labours, 
•a  stated  by  himself,  involve  little  beyond  the  office  of  rcdacieur, — He 
was  not  upon  tlie  spot,  but  living  in  England,  and  he  was  engaged  with 
professional  avocations.  If  truth  lies  at  the  bottom  of  the  well,  he  had  nei- 
ther the  time  nor  the  means  to  fish  it  up.  Accordingly,  it  is  not  pretended 
that  he  proceeded  upon  his  own  views,  formed,  on  any  single  occasion,  afler 
a  painful  or  pains-taking  scrutiny ;  or  tliat,  in  giving  a  picture  of  the  man 
and  the  poet,  he  did  more  tlian  present  to  the  public  what  had  come  to 
him  entirely  at  second-hand,  and  upon  the  authority  of  others ;  however 
tunted  or  perverted  the  matter  might  have  been,  from  the  then  general- 
Ijr  diseased  state  of  the  public  mind.  The  Life  of  the  poet,  compiled  under 
such  circumstances,  was  necessarily  defective, — nay  it  did  him  positive  in- 
justice in  various  respects,  particularly  as  to  his  personal  habits  and  moral 
diaractcr.  These  were  represented  with  exaggerated  and  hideous  features, 
unwarranted  by  truth,  and  having  their  chief  origin  in  the  malignant  viru- 
lence of  party  strife. 

The  want  of  a  Life  of  Bums,  more  correctly  drawn,  was  long  felt.  This 
is  evident  from  the  nature  of  the  notices  bestowed,  in  the  periodicals  of 
the  time,  upon  the  successive  works  of  Walker  and  Irving,  who  each  of 
them  attempted  the  task  of  his  biographer  ;  and  upon  the  publications  of 
Cromek,  who  in  his  *'  Ilcliques,"  and  *'  Select  Scottish  Songs,"  brought  to 
light  much  interesting  and  original  matter.  But  these  attempts  only  whet- 
ted and  kept  alive  the  general  feeling,  which  was  not  gratified  in  its  full 
extent  untd  nearly  thirty  years  af^er  the  publication  of  Dr.  Currie's  work* 
It  was  not  until  1827  that  a  historian,  worthy  of  the  poet,  appeared  in  the 
person  of  Mr.  John  Lockhart,  the  son-in-law  of  Sir  Walter  Scott,  and  (ra- 
ther a  discordant  title),  Editor  of  the  London  Quarterly  Review.  He  in 
that  year  published  a  Life  of  Bums,  both  in  the  separate  form,  and  as  a  part 
of  that  excellent  repertory  known  by  the  title  of  Constable's  Miscellany. 

It  is  only  necessary  to  read  Mr.  Lockhart's  Life  of  Bums,  to  be  satisfied 
of  his  qualifications  for  the  task,  and  that  he  has  succeeded  in  putting 
them,  after  an  upright  and  conscientious  manner,  to  the  proper  use.  It 
oertainly  appears  odd,  that  a  high  Tory  functionary  should  stand  out  the 
champion  o£  the  Bard  who  sung, 

"  A  man*i  a  man  for  a'  that  :** 

and  who,  because  of  his  democratic  tendencies,  not  only  missed  of  public 
patronage,  but  moreover  had  long  to  sustain  every  humiliation  and  indirect 
persecution  the  local  satellites  of  intolerance  could  fling  upon  him*  But  the 
ispse  of  time,  and  the  spread  of  intelligence,  have  done  much  to  remove 
prejudices  and  soften  asperities ;  to  say  nothing  of  that  independence  of 
mind  which  always  adheres  to  true  genius,  and  which  the  circumstances 
in  the  poet's  history  naturally  roused  and  excited  in  a  kindred  spirit.  Mr. 
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Lockhari,  it  w31  farther  be  observed,  besides  ha?in^  tetnpiled  his  work  fM* 
der  circumstances  of  a  general  nature  much  more  favourable  to  accimta 
delineation,  likewise  set  about  the  task  in  a  more  philosophical  nwoMf 
than  the  preceding  biographers.  He  judged  for  himself ;  he  took  neither 
facts  nor  opinions  at  second-hand ;  but  inquired,  studied,  comparefl»  and 
where  doubtful,  extricated  the  facts  in  the  most  judicious  and  careful  maa 
ner.  It  may  be  said,  that  titat  portion  of  the  poet's  mantle  which  invealad 
his  sturdiness  oT  temper,  has  fallen  upon  the  biographer,  who»  as  the  fort 
did,  always  thinks  and  speaks  for  himself. 

lliese  being  our  sentiments  of  Mr.  Lockhart's  Life  of  Bums,  we  hava 
preferred  it  as  by  far  the  most  suitable  biographical  accompaniment  of  the 
present  edition  of  his  works.  It  has  been  our  study  to  insert,  in  this  edi- 
tion, every  thing  hitherto  published,  and  fit  to  be  jiublished,  ot'  which 
Bums  was  the  author.  The  reader  will  fmd  here  all  that  is  contained 
in  Dr.  Currie's  edition  of  1800,  with  the  pieces  brought  to  light  by  all  thr 
respectable  authors  who  have  since  written  or  published  of  Bums. — ^Thp 
following  general  heads  will  show  the  nature  and  extent  of  tlie  preoenf 
work. 

1.  The  Life  by  Lockliort. 

5.  The  Poems,  as  published  in  the  Kilmarnock  and  first  Edinburgh  editioa* 

with  the  poet's  own  prefaces  to  these  editions,  ond  also  as  published 
in  Dr.  Currie's  edition  of  1800;  having  superadded  the  pieces  aince 
brought  forward  by  Walker,  Ir\'ing,  M orison,  l^iul,  and  Cromek. 

8.  Essay  (by  Dr.  Curric),  on  Scottish  Poetry,  including  the  Poetfy  oC 
Bums. 

4.  Select  Scottish  Songs  iiol  Bums's,  upwards  of  200  in  number,  and  manjr 
€i&  them  having  his  Annotations,  Historical  and  Critical,  prefixed. 

6.  Buras*s  Scn^St  collected  from  Johnson's  Musical  Museum,  the  laiger 

work  ^  Thomson,  and  from  the  publications  of  Cromek,  CunninghaiQ^ 
and  Chalmers,  nearly  200  in  number. 

6.  The  Correspondence,  including  all  the  Letters  published  by  Dr.  Curric^ 
besides  a  number  subsequently  recovered,  published  by  Cromek  and 
othera. 

The  whole  forming  the  best  picture  of  the  man  and  the  poet,  and  the  onljr 
complete  edition  of  his  writings,  in  ont  work,  hitherto  offered  to  the  public. 
Besides  a  portrait  of  the  poet,  executed  by  an  able  artist,  long  familiar  with 
the  original  picture  by  Nasmyth,  there  is  also  here  presented,  (on  entire 
novelty),  a  &c*simile  of  the  poet's  handwriting.  It  was  at  one  time  mat- 
ter of  surprise  that  the  Ploughman  should  have  been  a  man  of  geniua  and 
n  poet.  If  any  such  curious  persons  still  exist,  they  will  of  course  be  lOse*  : 
wiae  surprised  to  find  that  he  was  so  good  a  penman. 
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From  the  same—"  Thine  am  1  my  Faithful  Fair" 
—to  the  *•  Quaher't  Wife."  which  is  Just  the 
Gaelic  Air  **  Liggeram  cosh," ..«...«.«».» ...»  410 

Frtnn  Mr.  Thomsun — in  answer ■ 410 

From  the  Poet— Sung  to  *'  My  Jo  Ja  ct,*,..  ,  .^«  410 

From  Mr.  Thomson— proposed  confeicnoe— Re* 
marks  on  Drawings  and  Sonc«. .,.»*. ..«,^  410 

From  the  Poet— ramc  suUects— Plcyel— *a  tUtenu 
—whereby  hinderance  oi  iheWork— Song  "  The 
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From  the  Post- thanks  for  Ritaon—Sonff  of  Chlo- 
ri»— LoTe,  Conjugal  and  Platonic—"  Chloc^— 
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ROBERT  BURNS. 


CHAPTER  I. 

r 

CosrkXTfu — Tk€  Poet 9  Birth,  1769— C/Vctfmjfoffrej  and  peculiar  CkMracUr  4jf  km 

amd  Molher-^HardMhipa  of  hit  Early  Yeara — Sovrces,  auch  at  thejf  wert,  ofhi§  MetdtJL 

Improremfnt — Comnuncelh  Love  and  Poetry  at  16. 


**  My  father  was  a  (aimer  upon  the  Carrick  Border, 
And  soberly  he  brought  me  up  in  decency  and  order. 
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Robert  Burks  was  bom  on  the  25th  of  January  1759.  in  a  ckj-lHdC 
cottage,  about  two  miles  to  the  south  of  the  town  of  Ayr,  and  in  Uie  im* 
mediate  vicinity  of  the  Kirk  of  Alloway,  and  the  **  Auld  Brig  o'  Doon.** 
About  a  week  afterwards,  part  of  the  frail  dwelling,  which  his  father  had 
constructed  with  his  own  hands,  gave  way  at  midnight;. and  the  infant 
poet  and  his  mother  were  carried  through  the  storm,  to  the  shelter  of  a 
neighbouring  hovel.  The  father,  William  JBumes  or  Bumnts,  (for  ao  he 
spelt  his  name),  was  the  son  of  a  farmer  in  Kincardineshire,  whence  he  re* 
moved  at  19  years  of  age,  in  consequence  of  domestic  embanrassmenta. 
The  farm  on  which  the  family  lived,  formed  part  of  the  estate  forfeited, 
in  consequence  of  the  rebellion  of  1715,  by  the  noble  house  of  Keith 
Marischall ;  and  the  poet  took  pleasure  in  saying,  that  his  humble  ancea- 
tors  shared  the  principles  and  the  fall  of  their  chiefs.  Indeed*  after  Wil« 
liam  Burnes  settled  in  the  west  of  Scotland,  there  prevailed  a  vague  no- 
tion that  he  himself  had  been  out  in  the  insurrection  of  1746-6 ;  but  thongh 
Robert  would  fain  have  interpreted  his  father's  silence  in  favour  <^  a  taJb 
which  flattered  his  imagination,  his  brother  Gilbert  always  treated  it  aa  a 
mere  fiction,  and  such  it  was.  Gilbert  found  among  his  fiither's  piqpers  a 
certificate  of  the  minister  of  his  native  parish,  testifying  that  **  the  bearer, 
Willixun  Burnes,  had  no  hand  in  the  late  wicked  rebellion."  It  is  easy  ta 
auppose  that  when  any  obscure  northern  stranger  fixed  himaelf  in  thoae 
days  in  the  Low  Country,  such  rumours  were  hkelj  enough  to  he  circtt* 
hUed  concerning  bint 
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William  Burned  laboured  for  some  years  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Edin- 
burgh as  a  gardener,  and  then  found  his  way  into  Ayrshire.  At  the  time 
when  Robert  was  bom,  he  was  gardener  and  overseer  to  a  gentleman  of 
small  estate,  Mr.  Ferguson  of  Doonholm ;  but  resided  on  a  few  acres  of 
land,  which  he  had  on  lease  from  another  proprietor,  and  where  he  had 
originally  intended  to  establish  himself  as  a  nurseryman.  He  married 
Agnes  Brown  in  December  1757,  and  the  poet  was  their  first-bom.  Wil- 
liam Bumes  seems  to  have  been,  in  his  humble  station,  a  man  eminently 
entitled  to  respect.  He  had  received  the  ordinary  learning  of  a  Scottish 
parish  school,  and  profited  largely  both  by  that  and  by  his  own  experience 
m  the  world.  *<  I  liave  met  with  few,"  (said  tlie  poet,  afler  he  had  him- 
self seen  a  good  deal  of  mankind),  **  wlio  understood  fncn,  their  manners, 
and  their  ways,  equal  to  my  &ther."  He  was  a  strictly  religious  man. 
There  exists  in  his  handwriting  a  little  manual  of  theology,  in  the  form 
of  a  dialogue,  which  he  drew  up  for  the  use  of  his  chil^n,  and  from 
which  it  appears  that  he  had  adopted  more  of  the  Arminian  than  of  the 
Calvinistic  doctrine  ;  a  circumstance  not  to  be  wondered  at,  when  we  con- 
uder  that  he  had  been  educated  in  a  district  which  was  never  numbered 
«mong  the  strongholds  of  the  Presbyterian  church.  The  affectionate  re- 
verence with  which  his  children  ever  regarded  him,  is  attested  by  all  who 
have  described  him  as  he  appeared  in  his  domestic  circle ;  but  there  needs 
no  evidence  beside  that  of  the  poet  himself,  who  has  painted,  in  colours 
that  will  never  fade,  *'  the  saint,  the  father,  and  the  husband,**  of  The 
CMoar't  Satwrday  Night. 

Agnes  Brown,  the  wife  of  this  good  man,  is  described  as  ''  a  very  sagaci- 
ous woman,  without  any  appearance  of  forwardness,  or  awkwardness  of  man- 
ner;" and  it  seems  that,  in  features,  and,  as  he  grew  up,  in  general  address, 
the  poet  resembled  her  more  than  his  father.  She  had  an  inexhaustible  store 
of  ballads  and  traditionary  tales,  and  appears  to  have  nourished  his  infant 
imagination  by  this  means,  while  her  husband  paid  more  attention  to  «  the 
weightier  matters  of  the  law.'*  These  worthy  people  laboured  hard  for 
the  support  of  an  increasing  family.  William  was  occupied  with  Mr.  Fer- 
guson's service,  and  Agnes  contrived  to  manage  a  small  dairy  as  well  as 
her  children.  But  though  their  honesty  and  diligence  merited  better  things, 
their  condition  continued  to  be  very  uncomfortable  ;  and  our  poet,  (in  his 
letter  to  Dr.  Moore),  accounts  distinctly  for  his  being  bom  and  bred  **  a 
very  poor  man's  son,"  by  the  remark,  that  **  stubborn  ungainly  integrity, 
and  headlong  ungovernable  irascibility,  arc  disqualifying  circumstances." 

These  defects  of  temper  did  not,  however,  obscure  the  sterling  worth 
of  William  Bumes  in  die  eyes  of  jNIr.  Ferguson  ;  who,  when  his  garde- 
ner expressed  a  wish  to  try  his  for  tuncon  a  farm  of  his,  tlien  vacant,  and 
confessed  at  the  same  time  his  inability  to  meet  the  charges  o^  stocking  it, 
at  once  advanced  £100  towards  the  removal  of  the  dilficulty.  Bumes  ac- 
cordingly removed  to  this  farm  (tliat  of  Mount  Olipli&nt,  in  the  parish  of 
Ayr)  at  Whitsuntide  1766,  when  his  eldest  son  was  between  six  and  seven 
years  of  age.  But  the  soil  proved  to  be  of  the  most  ungrateful  descrip- 
ticm ;  and  Mr.  Ferguson  dying,  and  his  afluirs  falling  into  tlie  hands  of  a 
ItturshyZicftyr,  (who  afterwards  sat  for  his  picture  in  tlie  Ttra  Dogs\  Bumes 
was  glad  to  give  up  his  bargain  at  the  qnd  of  six  years.  He  then  removed 
about  ten  miles  to  a  larger  and  better  farm,  that  of  Lochlea,  in  the  parish 
of  Taibdlton.  But  here,  afler  a  short  interval  of  prosperity,  some  unfbr^ 
tunate  misunderstanding  took  place  as  to  the  conditions  of  the  lease ;  th« 
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dispute  W^  deferred  to  arbitration  ;  and,  after  three  years  of  suspense,  the 
result  involved  Bumes  in  ruin.  The  worthy  man  lived  to  know  of  this  de» 
cision  ;  but  death  saved  him  from  witnessing  its  necessary  consequences. 
He  died  of  consumption  on  the  13th  February  1784.  Severe  labour,  and 
hopes  only  renewed  to  be  baffled,  had  at  last  exhausted  a  robust  but  irri* 
table  structure  and  temperament  of  body  and  of  mind. 

In  the  midst  of  the  harassing  struggles  which  found  this  termination^ 
William  Bumes  appears  to  have  used  his  utmost  exertions  for  promoting  ^ 
the  mental  improvement  of  his  children — a  duty  rarely  neglected  by  Scot- 
tish parents,  however  humble  their  station,  and  scanty  their  means  maj 
be.  Robert  was  sent,  in  his  sixth  year,  to  a  small  school  at  Allowar 
Miln,  about  a  mile  from  the  house  in  which  he  was  born  ;  but  Campbell, 
tlie  teacher,  being  in  the  course  of  a  few  months  removed  to  another 
situation,  Bumes  and  four  or  five  of  his  neighbours  engaged  Mr.  John 
Murdoch  to  supply  his  place,  lodging  him  by  tums  in  their  own  housefly 
and  ensuring  to  him  a  small  payment  of  money  quarterly.  Robert  Bums, 
and  Gilbert  his  next  brother,  were  the  aptest  and  the  favourite  pupils  of 
this  worthy  man,  who  survived  till  very  lately,  and  who  has,  in  a  letter 
published  at  length  by  Currie,  detailed,  with  honest  pride,  the  part  which 
he  had  in  the  early  education  of  our  poet.  He  became  the  frequent  in- 
mate and  confidential  friend  of  the  family,  and  speaks  with  enthusiasm  of, 
the  virtues  of  William  Bumes,  and  of  the  peaceful  and  happy  life  of  his 
humble  abode. 

**  He  was  (says  Murdoch)  a  tender  and  affectionate  father ;  he  took  plea« 
sure  in  leading  his  children  in  the  path  of  virtue  ;  not  in  driving  them,  as 
some  parents  do,  to  the  performance  of  duties  to  which  they  themselves  are 
averse.  He  took  care  to  find  fault  but  very  seldom  ;  and  therefore,  when 
he  did  rebuke,  he  was  listened  to  with  a  kind  of  reverential  awe.  A  look 
of  disapprobation  was  felt ;  a  reproof  was  severely  so :  and  a  stripe  with 
the  tawz^  even  on  the  skirt  of  tlie  coat,  gave  heart-felt  pain,  produced  a 
loud  lamentation,  and  brought  forth  a  flood  of  tears. 

"  He  had  the  art  of  gaining  the  esteem  and  good-will  of  those  that  were 
labourers  under  him.  I  think  I  never  saw  him  angry  but  twice  :  the  one 
time  it  was  with  the  foreman  of  the  band,  for  not  reaping  the  field  as  he 
was  desired ;  and  the  other  time,  it  was  with  an  old  man,  for  using  smutty 
inuendos  and  double  cntetidres.''-^—^*  In  this  mean  cottage,  of  which  I  my- 
self was  at  times  an  inhabitant,  I  really  believe  there  dwelt  a  larger  por- 
tion of  content  than  in  any  palace  in  Europe.  T/te  Cottars  Saturday  Night 
will  give  some  idea  of  the  temper  and  manners  that  prevailed  there." 

The  boys,  under  the  joint  tuition  of  Murdoch  and  their  father,  made  ra- 
pid progress  in  reading,  spelling,  and  writing ;  they  committed  psalms  and 
hymns  to  memory  with  extraordinary  ease — the  teacher  taking  care  (as  he 
tells  us)  that  they  shoidd  understand  the  exact  meaning  of  each  word  in 
the  sentence  ere  they  tried  to  get  it  by  heart.  "  As  soon,"  says  he,  "  as 
they  were  capable  of  it,  I  taught  them  to  turn  verse  into  its  natural  prose 
order ;  sometimes  to  substitute  synonymous  expressions  for  poetical  words ; 
and  to  supply  all  the  ellipses.  Robert  and  Gilbert  were  generally  at  the 
upper  end  of  the  class,  even  when  ranged  with  boys  by  far  tlieir  seniors. 
The  books  most  commonly  used  in  the  school  were  the  Spelling  Book. 
the  New  TesiamerU^  the  BibUy  Mason's  Collection  of  Prose  and  Verse,  and 
JPisker's  Englislt  Grammar.*'-^^*  Gilbert  always  appeard  to  me  to  possess  a 
liTely  imaginationi  and  to  be  more  of  the  wit;  than  Rcbert    I  at« 
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tempted  to  teach  them  a  h'ttle  church-music.  Here  they  were  left  far  be« 
liiml  by  all  the  rest  of  the  school.  Robertas  ear,  in  particular,  was  remark- 
ably  dull,  and  his  voice  untunable.  It  was  long  before  I  could  get  them 
to  distinguish  one  tune  from  anotlier.  Robert's  countenance  was  general- 
ly grave  and  expressive  of  a  serious,  contemplative,  and  thoughtful  mind. 
Gilbert's  face  said,  Mirths  with  thee  I  mean  to  live ;  and  certainly,  if  any 
person  who  knew  the  two  boys,  had  been  asked  which  of  them  was  the 
^Biost  likely  to  court  the  Muses,  he  vi^ould  never  have  guessed  that  Robert 
kad  a  propensity  of  tliat  kind." 

"  At  those  years,"  says  the  poet  himself,  in  1787,  "  I  was  by  no  means 
a  favourite  wiUi  anybody.  I  was  a  good  deal  noted  for  a  retentive  memory, 
a  stubborn  sturdy  something  in  my  disposition,  and  an  enthusiastic  idiot 
piety.  I  say  idiot  piety,  because  I  was  then  but  a  child.  Though  it  cost 
the  schoolmaster  some  thrashings,  I  made  an  excellent  English  scholar ; 
aod  by  the  time  I  was  ten  or  eleven  years  of  age,  I  was  a  critic  in  substan- 
tivesy  verbs,  and  particles.  In  my  infant  and  boyish  days,  too,  I  owed 
much  to  an  old  woman  who  resided  in  the  family,  remarkable  for  her 
Ignorance*  credulity,  and  superstition.  She  had,  I  suppose,  the  largest 
collection  in  the  country  of  tales  and  songs  concerning  devils,  ghosts,  fairies, 
brownies,  witches,  warlocks,  spunkies,  kelpies,  elf-candles,  dead-lights, 
vraiths,  apparitions,  cantraips,  giants,  enchanted  towers,  dragons,  and  other 
trumpery.  This  cultivated  the  latent  seeds  of  poetry ;  but  had  so  strong 
an  effect  on  my  imagination,  that  to  this  hour,  ia  my  nocturnal  rambles,  I 
jometimes  keep  a  sharp  look-out  in  suspicious  places ;  and  though  nobody 
can  be  more  sceptical  than  I  am  in  such  matters,  yet  it  oflen  takes  an  ef- 
£xrt  of  philosophy  to  shake  off  these  idle  terrors.  The  earliest  composition 
that  I  recollect  taking  pleasure  in,  was  lite  Vision  ofMirza^  and  a  hymn 
of  Addison's>  beginning,  How  are  tliy  servants  blest,  O  Lord  f  I  particular- 
ly remember  one  half-stanza,  which  was  music  to  my  boyish  ear — 

**  For  though  on  dreadful  whirk  wc  hung 
High  on  the  broken  wave — '* 

I  met  with  these  pieces  in  Masons  English  Collection,  one  of  my  school- 
books.  The  two  first  boolcs  I  ever  read  in  private,  and  which  gave  me 
Biore  pleasure  than  any  two  books  I  ever  read  since,  wore,  Tbe  Life  of  Han- 
ftibalf  and  The  History  of  Sir  WiUiam  Wallace.  Hannibd  gave  my  young 
ideas  such  a  turn,  that  I  used  to  strut  in  raptures  up  and  down  afler  the 
recruiting  drum  and  bagpipe,  and  wish  myself  tall  enough  to  be  a  soldier  ; 
while  the  story  of  Wallace  poured  a  tide  of  Scottish  prejudice  into  my 
veins,  which  will  boil  along  there  till  the  flood-gates  of  life  shut  in  eternal 
rest." 

Murdoch  continued  his  instructions  until  the  family  had  been  about  two 
years  at  Mount  Oliphant — when  he  lefl  for  a  time  that  part  of  the  country. 
**  There  being  no  school  near  us,"  says  Gilbert  Burns,  ••  and  our  little  ser- 
"vices  being  already  useful  on  the  farm,  my  father  undertook  to  teach  us  arith- 
metic in  the  winter  evenings  by  candle  hght — and  in  this  way  my  two  elder 
sisters  received  all  the  education  they  ever  received."  Gilbert  tells  an  anec- 
dote which  must  not  be  omitted  here,  since  it  furnishes  an  early  instance 
of  the  liveliness  of  his  brother's  imagination.  Murdoch,  being  on  a  visit 
to  the  family,  read  aloud  one  evening  part  of  the  tragedy  of  Titu%Andro- 
picus-— the  circle  listened  with  the  deepest  interest  until  he  came  to  Act 
ly  sf;,  5|  where  J^avinia  19  introduced  **  with  her  handf  cuf  pfl^  ^od  ber 
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tonigue  cut  out**  At  this  the  children  entreated,  with  one  voice,  in  an 
Hgooy  of  distress,  that  their  friend  would  read  no  more.  "  If  ye  will  not 
he«r  the  play  out,**  said  William  Bumes,  "  it  need  not  be  lefl  with  you.** 
— «« If  it  be  left,**  cries  Robert,  «  I  will  bum  it."  His  father  was  about 
to  diide  him  for  this  return  to  Murdoch*s  kindness — but  the  good  young 
man  interfere.d,  saying  he  liked  to  see  so  much  sensibility,  and  left  'J%e 
School  far  Lace  in  place  of  his  truculent  tragedy.  At  this  time  Robert 
was  nine  years  of  age.  <<  Nothing,"  continues  Gilbert  Bums,  •<  could  bo 
more  retired  than  our  general  manner  of  living  at  Mount  Oliphant ;  we 
rarely  saw  any  body  but  the  members  of  our  own  family.  There  were  no 
boys  of  our  own  age,  or  near  it,  in  the  neighbourhood.  Indeed  the  greatest 
part  of  the  land  in  the  vicinity  was  at  that  time  possessed  by  shopkeepers, 
and  people  of  that  stamp,  who  had  retired  from  business,  or  who  kept  tlieir 
form  in  the  TM>untry,  at  the  same  time  that  they  followed  business  in  town. 
My  &ther  was  for  some  time  almost  the  only  com{)anion  we  had.  He  con* 
▼ersed  fomiliarly  on  all  subjects  with  us,  as  if  we  had  been  men ;  and  was 
at  great  pains,  while  we  accompanied  him  in  the  labours  of  the  farm,  to 
lead  the  conversation  to  such  subjects  as  might  tend  to  increase  our  know- 
ledge, or  confirm  us  in  virtuous  habits.  He  borrowed  Salmons  Gtogra^ 
plaoal  Grammar  for  us,  and  endeavoured  to  make  us  acquainted  with  the 
utuation  and  history  of  the  different  countries  in  the  world ;  while,  from  a 
book-flociety  in  Ayr,  he  ]>rocured  for  us  the  reading  of  DerhanCs  Pkynco 
and  Atirth  Theoloffi/,  and  Rayn  Wisdom  of  God  in  the  Creation^  to  give  us 
some  idea  of  astronomy  and  natural  history.  Robert  read  all  tliese  books 
with  an  avidity  and  industry  scarcely  to  be  equalled.  My  father  had  beea 
a  subscriber  to  Stachhowics  IlisforT/  of  the  BiUe,  From  this  Robert  coU 
lected  a  competent  knowledge  of  ancient  history ;  for  tio  book  uxu  so  vo^ 
humnoMS  as  to  slacken  his  industry^  or  so  antiquated  as  to  damp  his  researches,*' 
A  collection  of  letters  by  eminent  English  authors,  is  mentioned  as  having 
fallen  into  Burns*s  hands  much  about  the  same  time,  and  greatly  delight^ 
him. 

When  Bums  was  about  thirteen  or  fourteen  years  old,  his  father  sent 
him  and  Gilbert  "  week  about,  during  a  summer  quarter,'*  to  the  parish 
school  of  Dalrymple,  two  or  three  miles  distant  from  Mount  Oliphant,  for 
the  improvement  of  their  penmanship.  The  good  man  could  not  pay  two 
fees ;.  or  his  two  boys  could  not  be  spared  at  the  same  time  from  the  la* 
bour  of  the  farai !  **  We  lived  very  poorly,"  says  the  poet.  <<  I  was  a  dex- 
terous ploughman  for  my  age  ;  and  the  next  eldest  to  me  was  a  brother, 
{Gilbert),  ilmo  could  drive  the  plough  very  well,  and  help  me  to  thrash  the 
com.  A  novel  writer  might  perhaps  have  viewed  these  scenes  with  some 
aatisfiiction,  but  so  did  not  I.  Mv  indignation  yet  boils  at  the  recollection 
ef  the  scoundrel  factor's  insolent  letters,  which  used  to  set  us  all  in  tears.** 
Gilbert  Bums  gives  his  brother *s  situation  at  this  period  in  greater  detail 
— -**  To  the  bune tings  of  misfortune,'*  says  he,  **  we  could  only  oppose 
hard  labour  and  the  most  rigid  economy.  We  lived  very  sparingly.  For 
several  years  butcher's  meat  was  a  stranger  in  the  house,  while  all  the 
members  of  the  fiunily  exerted  themselves  to  the  utmost  of  their  strength 
and  rather  beyond  it,  in  the  labours  of  the  farm.  My  brother,  at  the  age 
of  thirteen,  assisted  in  thrashing  the  crop  of  com,  and  at  fifteen  was  the 
principal  labourer  on  the  farm,  for  we  had  no  hired  servant,  male  or  female* 
llie  anguiffh  of  mind  we  felt  at  our  tender  years,  under  these  straits  and 
dificaltiesi  was  very  great.    To  think  of  our  father  growing  old  (for  ha  was 
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DOW  above  fifly),  broken  down  with  the  long-continued  fatigues  of  his  life« 
with  a  wife  and  five  other  children,  and  in  a  declining  state  of  circumstances, 
these  reflections  produced  in  my  brother's  mind  and  mine  sensations  of  the 
deepest  distress.  I  doubt  not  but  the  hard  labour  and  sorrow  of  this  pe- 
riod of  his  life,  was  in  a  great  measure  the  cause  of  that  depression  of  spirits 
with  which  Robert  was  so  oden  afflicted  through  his  whole  life  afterwards* 
At  this  time  he  was  almost  constantly  afilicted  in  the  evenings  with  a  dull 
headach,  which,  at  a  future  period  of  his  life,  was  exchanged  for  a  palpita- 
tion of  ^e  heart,  and  a  threatening  of  fainting  and  suffocation  in  his  bed,  in 
the  night-time." 

Tlie  year  afler  this,  Burns  was  able  to  gain  tliree  weeks  of  respite,  one 
before,  and  two  aflcr  the  harvest,  from  tiie  labours  which  were  thus  strain- 
ing his  youthful  strength.  His  tutor  Murdoch  was  now  established  in  the 
town  of  Ayr,  and  the  boy  spent  one  of  these  weeks  in  revising  the  English 
grammar  with  him ;  the  other  two  were  given  to  French.  He  laboured 
enthusiastically  in  the  new  pursuit,  and  came  home  at  the  end  of  a  fort- 
night with  a  dictionary  and  a  Telemaque,  of  which  he  made  such  use  at  his 
leisure  hours,  by  himself,  that  in  a  short  time  (if  we  may  believe  Gilbert) 
he  was  able  to  imderstand  any  ordinary  book  of  French  prose.  His  pro- 
gress, whatever  it  really  amounted  to,  was  looked  on  as  sometliing  of  a 
prodigy ;  and  a  writing-master  in  Ayr,  a  friend  of  Murdoch,  insisted  that 
Robert  Burns  must  next  attempt  ihe  rudiments  of  the  Latin  tongue.  He 
did  so,  but  witli  little  perseverance,  wc  may  be  sure,  since  tlie  results  were 
of  no  sort  of  value.  Burns's  Latin  consisted  of  a  few  scraps  of  hackneyed 
quotations,  such  as  many  that  never  looked  into  Uuddiman*s  Rudiments 
can  apply,  on  occasion,  quite  as  skilfully  as  he  ever  appears  to  have  done. 
The  matter  is  one  of  no  importance ;  we  might  perhaps  safely  dismiss  it 
with  parodying  what  Ben  Jcnson  en  id  of  Shakspeare ;  he  had  little 
French,  and  no  Latin.  He  had  read,  however,  and  read  well,  ere  his  six- 
teenth year  el^sed,  no  contcm])tible  amount  of  the  literature  of  his  own 
country.  In  addition  to  the  books  wliicli  have  already  been  mentioned,  he 
tells  us  that,  ere  the  family  quitted  Mount  Oliphant,  he  had  read  "  the 
Spectator^  some  plays  of  Shakspeare,  Pope,  (the  Homer  included),  Tull 
and  Dickson  on  Agriculture,  Locke  on  the  Human  Understanding,  Jus- 
tice's JBritish  Gardener's  Directory,  Boyle's  Lectures,  Taylor's  Scripture 
Doctrine  of  Original  Sin,  A  Select  Collection  of  English  Songs,  Hervey's 
Meditations"  (a  book  which  has  ever  been  very  popular  among  the  Scottish 
peasantry),  "  and  the  Works  of  Allan  Ramsay  ;"  and  Gilbert  adds  to  this 
list  Pamela^  (the  first  novel  either  of  the  brotbers  read),  two  stray  vo- 
lumes of  Peregrine  Pickle,  two  of  Count  Fathom,  and  a  single  volume  of 
**  some  English  historian,"  containing  the  reigns  of  James  L,  and  his  son. 
The  ^*  Collection  of  Songs,"  says  Burns,  was  my  vade  mecum,  I  pored 
over  them,  driving  my  cart,  or  walking  to  labour,  song  by  song,  verse  by 
verse ;  carefully  noticing  the  true,  tender,  or  sublime,  from  affectation  or 
fustian  ;  and  I  am  convinced  I  owe  to  this  practice  much  of  my  critic-crafl, 
such  as  it  is." 

He  derived,  during  this  period,  considerable  advantages  from  the  vicinity 
of  Mount  Oliphant  to  the  town  of  Ayr — a  place  then,  and  still,  distinguish- 
ed by  the  residence  of  many  respectable  gentlemen's  families,  and  a  con- 
sequent elegance  of  society  and  manners,  not  common  in  remote  provin- 
cisJ  situations.  To  his  friend,  Mr.  Murdoch^  he  no  doubt  owed,  in  the  first 
iiistancei  whatever  attentions  he  received  there  from  people  older  as  well 
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as  higher  than  himaelf :  some  such  persons  appear  tohaV6  taken  a  pleasure 
in  lending  him  books,  and  surely  no  kindness  could  have  been  more  useful 
to  him  than  this.  As  for  his  coevals,  he  himself  says,  very  justly,  '*  It  is 
not  commonly  at  that  green  age  that  our  young  gentry  have  a  just  sense 
of  the  distance  between  them  and  their  ragged  pla3rfellow8.  ify  young 
superiors,"  he  proceeds,  **  never  insulted  the  doiUerh/  appearance  of  my 
plough-boy  carcass,  the  two  extremes  of  which  were  often  exposed  to  all 
the  inclemencies  of  all  the  seasons.  They  would  give  me  stray  volumes 
of  books :  among  them,  even  then,  I  could  pick  up  some  observation ;  and 
one,  whose  heart  I  am  sure  not  even  the  Munny  Begum  scenes  have  tainted, 
helped  me  to  a  little  French.  Parting  with  these,  my  young  friends  and 
benefactors,  as  they  occasionally  went  off  for  the  East  or  West  Indies,  was  of- 
ten to  me  a  sore  aiHiction, — ^but  I  was  soon  called  to  more  serious  evils."^ 
(Letter  to  Moore).  The  condition  of  the  family  during  the  last  two  years 
of  their  residence  at  Mount  Qliphant,  when  the  struggle  which  ended  in 
their  removal  was  rapidly  approaching  its  crisis,  has  been  already  describe 
ed  ;  nor  need  we  dwell  again  on  the  untimely  burden  of  sorrow,  as  well  as 
toil,  which  fell  to  the  share  of  the  youthful  poet,  and  which  would  have 
broken  altogether  any  mind  wherein  feelings  like  his  had  existed,  without 
strength  like  his  to  control  theni.  The  removal  of  the  family  to  Lochlea, 
in  the  parish  of  Tarbolton,  look  place  when  Burns  was  in  his  sixteenth  year. 
He  had  some  time  before  this  made  his  first  attempt  in  verse,  and  the  occa- 
sion is  thus  described  by  himself  in  his  letter  to  Moore.  '*  This  kind  of  life^- 
the  cheerless  gloom  of  a  hermit,  with  the  unceasing  moil  of  a  galley-slave, 
brought  me  to  my  sixteenth  year ;  a  little  before  which  period  I  first  commit- 
ted the  sin  of  Rhyme.  You  kno;v  our  coimtry  custom  of  coupling  a  man  and 
woman  together  as  partners  in  the  labours  of  harvest.  In  my  hfleenth  au- 
tumn my  partner  was  a  bewitcliing  creature,  a  year  younger  than  myself. 
My  scarcity  of  Ilnglish  denies  me  tho  power  of  doing  her  justice  in  that 
language ;  but  you  know  the  Scottish  idiom — she  was  a  bonnie,  sweet,  sonde 
lass.  In  short,  she.  altogether  unwittingly  to  herself,  initiated  me  in  that 
delicious  passion,  which,  in  spite  cf  acid  disappointment,  gin-horse  pru- 
dence, and  book-worm  philosophy,  1  hold  to  be  the  first  of  human  joy8»  our 
dearest  blessing  here  below  !  How  she  caught  the  contagion,  I  cannot  tell : 
you  medical  people  talk  much  of  infection  from  breathing  the  same  air,  the 
touch,  &c. ;  but  I  never  expressly  said  I  loved  her.  Indeed,  I  did  not  know 
myself  why  I  liked  so  much  to  loiter  behind  with  her,  when  returning  in 
the  evening  from  our  labours ;  why  the  tones  of  her  voice  made  my  heart- 
strings thrill  like  an  i^olian  harp ;  and  particularly  why  my  pulse  beat  such 
a  funous  ratan,  when  1  looked  and  fingered  over  her  little  hand,  to  pick  out 
the  cruel  nettle-stings  and  thistles.  Among  her  other  love-inspiring  qua- 
lities, she  sung  sweetly ;  and  it  was  her  favourite  reel,  to  which  I  attempted 
giving  an  embodied  vehicle  in  rhyme.  I  was  not  so  presumptuous  as  to 
imagine  that  I  could  make  verses  like  printed  ones,  composed  by  men  who 
had  Greek  and  Latin ;  but  my  girl  sung  a  song,  which  was  said  to  be  com- 
posed by  a  small  country  laird's  son,  on  one  of  his  father's  maids,  with  whom 
be  was  in  love ;  and  I  saw  no  reason  why  I  might  not  rhyme  as  well  as  he ; 
for,  excepting  that  he  could  smear  sheep,  and  cast  peats,  his  father  living 
in  the  moorlands,  he  had  no  more  scholar-crafl  than  myself. 

**  Thus  with  me  began  love  and  poetry ;  which  at  times  have  been  my 
only,  and  till  within  the  last  twelve  monthsi  have  been  my  highest  enjoy- 
ment** 
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Tk$  fftrUeftt  of  tke  poet's  productions  is  the  little  ballad, 

^^  O  once  I  laved  a  booaj  has. 

Burns  himself  characterises  it  as  ''a  very  puerile  and  silly  performance  ;"* 
yet  it  contains  here  and  there  lines  of  which  he  need  hardly  have  been 
aahamed  at  any  period  of  his  life : — 

'^  She  dresses  aye  sae  clean  and  neat, 
Baith  decent  and  genteel. 
And  then  there*ii  something  in  her  gait 
Oars  onj  dress  look  weeL" 

<<  Silly  and  puerile  as  it  is,**  said  the  poet,  long  afterwards,  ''I  am  al- 
ways pleased  with  this  song,  as  it  recalls  to  my  mind  those  happy  days 
when  my  heart  was  jret  honest,  and  ray  tongue  sincere...!  composed  it  in  a 
wild  enUiusiasm  of  passion,  and  to  this  hour  I  never  recollect  it  but  my 
liaart  melts,  my  blood  sallies,  at  the  remembrance."  (MS.  Memorandum 
book,  August  1783.) 

In  his  first  epistle  to  Lapraik  (1785)  he  says — 

*^  Amaist  as  soon  as  I  could  speU, 
I  to  the  crambo-jingle  fell, 

Tho*  rude  and  rough  ; 
Yet  crooning  to  a  body's  sell 

Does  wcel  eneugh." 

And  in  some  nobler  verses,  entitled  <<  On  my  Early  Days,"  we  have  the 
ibllowing  passage : — 

**  I  mind  it  weel  in  early  date. 
When  I  was  beardless,  young  and  blate, 

And  first  could  thrash  the  bam, 
Or  haud  a  yokin*  o*  the  pleugh, 
An'  tho'  fbrfbughten  sair  eneugh, 

Yet  unco  proud  to  learn — 
AVhen  first  amang  the  yellow  com 
.'  A  man  I  reckoned  was, 

An'  wi'  the  lave  ilk  merry  mom 

Could  rank  my  rig  and  lass- 
Still  shearing  and  clearing 

The  tither  stookit  raw, 
Wi'  claivers  and  haivers 

Wearing  the  day  awa — 
E'en  then  a  wish,  I  mind  its  power, 
A  wish  that  to  my  latest  hour 

Shall  strongly  heave  my  breast : 
That  I  for  poor  auld  Scotland's  i^ke. 
Some  useful  plan  or  book  could  make. 

Or  sing  a  sang,  at  least : 
The  rough  bur-tmstle  spreading  wide 

Amang  the  bearded  bear, 
I  tum'd  the  weeder-clips  aside. 

And  spared  the  symbol  dear/ 


>* 


He  is  hardly  to  be  envied  who  can  contemplate  without  emotion,  this 
exquisite  picture  of  young  na'ture  and  young  genius.  It  was  amidst  such 
scenes  that  this  extraordinary  being  felt  those  first  indefinite  stirrings  of 
immortal  ambition,  which  he  has  himself  shadowed  out  under  the  magnifi- 
cent image  of  <<  the  blind  gropbgs  of  Homcr*s  Cyclops,  around  the  walls 
of  his  cave.** 


CHAPTER  II. 

CoVTijrrt— — .TVtMi  17  to  Iti^-^ Robert  and  Gilbert  Btons  work  to  their  Father,  om  Labourwrif 
at  atated  Wage9-~At  Rural  Work  the  Poet  feared  no  Competitor —  Thi»  period  not  narked 
hjf  wmA  Mental  Improvement— 'At  JDaneing- School — Progress  in  Love  and  Poetry — AM 
Sekaoi  at  Khrkonoalds — Bad  Company^^At  ZrvtM^^Flaxdressiny^^ Becomes  there  Mtm 
Ur  of  a  B^Btehdm*  Onb. 


^^  O  enviable  early  days. 
When  dancing  thoughtless  pleasure's  maze, 

To  care  and  piilt  unknown  ! 
How  ill  exchan^^  Tor  riper  times, 
To  feel  the  follies  or  the  crimes 

Of  others— or  my  own  !*' 

As  has  been  already  mentioned,  William  Burnes  now  quitted  Mount 
Oliphant  for  Lochlea,  in  the  parish  of  Tarbolton,  where,  for  some  little 
vp%ce^  fortune  appeared  to  smile  on  his  industry  and  frugality.  Robert 
and  Gilbert  were  employed  by  their  father  as  regular  labourers — he  allow* 
ing  them  £7  of  wages  each  per  annum ;  from  which  sum,  however,  the 
Yalue  of  any  home*made  clothes  received  by  the  youths  was  exactly  de- 
ducted. Robert  Bums's  person,  inured  to  daily  toil,  and  continually  expos- 
ed to  every  variety  of  weather,  presented,  before  the  usual  time,  every  cha- 
racteristic of  robust  and  vigorous  manhood.  He  says  himself,  that  he  never 
feared  a  competitor  in  any  species  of  rur^il  exertion  ;  and  Gilbert  Bums, 
m  man  of  uncommon  bodily  strength,  adds,  that  neither  he,  nor  any  labourer 
he  ever  saw  at  work,  was  equal  to  the  youthful  poet,  either  in  the  com 
field,  or  the  severer  tasks  of  the  thrashing-floor.  Gilbert  says,  that  Ro- 
bert's literary  zeal  slackened  considerably  aflcr  their  removal  to  Tarbolton. 
He  was  separated  from  his  acquaintances  of  the  to^^n  of  Ayr,  and  proba- 
bly missed  not  only  the  stimulus  of  their  conversation,  but  the  kindness 
that  had  furnished  him  with  his  supply,  such  as  it  was,  of  books^  But  the 
main  'source  of  his  change  of  habits  about  this  period  was,  it  is  confessed 
on  all  hands,  the  precocious  fervour  of  one  of  his  own  turbulent  passions. 

"  In  my  seventeenth  year,"  says  Bums,  '*  to  give  my  manners  a  brush,  I 
went  to  a  country  dancing-school. — My  father  had  an  unaccountable  anti- 
pathy against  these  meetings  ;  and  my  going  was,  what  to  this  moment  I 
repent,  in  opposition  to  his  wishes.  My  father  was  subject  to  strong  pas- 
sions ;  from  that  instance  of  disobedience  in  me,  he  took  a  sort  of  dislike 
to  roe,  which  I  believe  was  one  cause  of  the  dissipation  which  marked  raj 
succeeding  years.  I  say  dissipation,  comparatively  with  the  strictness, 
and  sobriety,  and  regularity  of  Presbyterian  country  life ;  for  though  the 
Will-o'-Wisp  meteors  of  thoughtless  whim  were  almost  the  sole  lights  of 
my  path,  yet  early  ingrained  piety  and  virtue  kept  me  for  several  years 
afterwards  within  the  line  of  innocence.  I'he  great  misfortune  of  my  life 
was  to  want  an  aim.  1  saw  my  father  s  situation  entailed  on  me  perpetual 
labour.    The  only  two  openings  by  which  I  could  enter  the  temple  oi  For- . 
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tune,  were  the  gate  of  nigardly  economy,  or  tlie  path  of  little  chicaning 
bargain-making.  The  firjst  is  so  contracted  an  aperture,  1  could  never 
squeeze  myself  into  it ; — the  last  I  always  hated — there  was  contamination 
in  the  very  entrance  !  ITius  abandoned  of  aim  or  view  in  life,  with  a 
strong  appetite  for  sociability,  as  well  from  native  hilarity,  as  from  a  pride 
of  observation  and  remark ;  a  constitutional  melancholy  or  hypochondria- 
cism  that  made  me  fly  solitude  ;  add  to  these  incentives  to  social  life,  my 
reputation  for  bookish  knowledge,  a  certain  wild  logical  talent,  and  a 
strength  of  thought,  something  like  the  rudiments  of  good  sense  ;  and  it 
will  not  seem  surprising  that  1  was  generally  a  welcome  guest  where  I  vi- 
sited, or  any  great  wonder  that,  always  where  two  or  three  met  together, 
there  was  I  among  them.  But  Hir  beyond  all  other  impulses  of  my  heart, 
was  uniyniclii tut  pour  CadorcAlc  tfioifie  du  gairc  hnmain,  Sly  heart  was  com- 
pletely tinder,  and  was  eternally  lighted  up  by  some  goddess  or  other ; 
and  as  in  every  other  warfare  in  this  world  my  fortune  was  various,  some- 
times I  was  received  with  favour,  and  sometimes  I  was  mortified  with  a 
repulse.  At  the  plough,  scythe,  or  reap-hook,  I  feared  no  competitor,  and 
thus  I  set  absolute  want  at  defiance  ;  and  as  I  never  cared  farther  for  my 
labours  than  while  I  was  in  actual  exercise,  I  spent  the  evenings  in  the 
way  after  my  own  heart.  A  country  lad  seldom  carries  on  a  love  adven- 
ture without  an  assisting  confidant.  I  possessed  a  curiosity,  zeal,  aiid  in- 
trepid dexterity,  that  recommended  me  as  a  proper  second  on  these  occa- 
sions, and  I  dare  say^  I  felt  as  much  pleasure  in  being  in  the  secret  of 
half  the  loves  of  the  parish  of  Tarbolton,  as  ever  did  statesman  in  knowing 
the  intrigues  of  half  the  courts  of  Europe." 

In  regard  to  the  same  critical  period  of  Burns's  life,  his  excellent  brother 
writes  as  follows  : — **  I  vronder  how  Robert  could  attribute  to  our  father  that 
lasting  resentment  of  his  going  to  a  dancing-school  against  his  will,  of  which 
he  was  incapable.  I  believe  tlie  truth  was,  that  about  this  time  he  began 
to  see  the  dangerous  impetuosity  of  my  brother's  passions,  as  well  as  his 
not  being  amenable  to  counsel,  which  often  irritated  my  father,  and  which 
he  would  naturally  think  a  dancin[;- school  was  not  likely  to  correct.  But 
he  was  proud  of  Robert's  genius,  which  he  bestowed  more  expense  on 
cultivating  than  on  the  rest  of  the  family — and  he  was  equally  delighted 
with  his  warmth  of  heart,  and  conversational  powers.  He  had  indeed  that 
dislike  of  dancing-schools  which  Robert  mentions  ;  but  so  far  overcame  it 
during  Robert's  first  month  of  attendance,  that  he  permitted  the  rest  of 
the  family  that  were  fit  for  it,  to  accompany  him  during  the  second  month. 
Jlobert  excelled  in  dancing,  and  was  for  some  time  distractedly  fond  of  it. 
And  thus  the  seven  years  we  lived  in  Tarbolton  parish  (extending  from  the 
seventeenth  to  tlic  twenty-fourth  of  my  brother's  age)  were  not  marked  by 
much  literary  improvement ;  but,  during  this  time,  the  foundation  was  laid 
of  certain  h2d)its  in  my  brother's  character,  which  afterwards  became  but 
too  prominent,  and  which  malice  and  envy  have  taken  delight  to  enlarge 
on.  Though,  when  young,  he  was  bashful  and  awkward  in  his  intercourse 
with  women,  yet  when  he  approached  manhood,  his  attachment  to  their 
society  became  very  strong,  and  he  was  constantly  the  victim  of  some 
fiur  enslaver.  The  symptoms  of  his  passion  were  often  such  as  nearly  to 
equal  those  of  the  celebrated  Sappho.  I  never  indeed  knew  that  he 
fainted^  sunk,  and  died  aioay  ;  but  the  agitations  of  his  mind  and  body 
exceeded  any  thing  of  tlie  kind  I  ever  knew  in  real  life.  He  had  always  a 
particular  jealousy  of  people  who  were  richer  than  himself;  or  who  had 


LIFE  OF  ROBERT  BURNS.  xi 

more  consequence  in  life.  His  love,  therefore,  rarely  settled  on  persons 
bf  this  description.  When  he  selected  any  one  out  of  the  sovereignty  of 
his  good  pleasure  to  whom  he  should  pay  his  particular  attention,  ^e  was 
instantly  invested  with  a  sufficient  stock  of  charms,  out  of  the  plentiful 
•tores  of  his  own  imagination ;  and  there  was  oflen  a  great  dissimilitude 
between  his  fair  captivator,  as  she  appeared  to  others,  and  as  she  seemed 
when  invested  with  the  attributes  he  gave  her.  '  One  generally  reigned 
paramount  in  his  affections ;  but  as  Yorlck's  affections  flowed  out  toward 

Madame  de  L at  the  reraise  door,  while  the  eternal  vows  of  Eliza  were 

upon  him,  so  Robert  was  frequently  encountering  other  attractions,  which 
formed  so  many  under-plots  in  the  drama  of  his  love." 

Tlius  occupied  with  labour,  love,  and  dancing,  the  youth  "  witliout  an 
aim*'  found  leisure  occasionally  to  clothe  the  sufficiently  various  moods  of 
his  mind  in  rhymes.  It  was  as  early  as  seventeen,  (he  tells  us),*  tliat  he 
wrote  some  stanzas  which  begin  bcautifidly : 

"  I  drcamM  I  lay  where  flowers  were  springing 
Gailv  in  the' sunny  beana  ; 
Listening  to  (he  vnld  birds  singing, 

By  a  fallen  crystal  stream. 
Straight  the  sky  srcvr  black  and  daring, 
Thro*  the  wtjoos  the  whirlwinds  rave, 
.    Trees  with  aged  arms  were  warring, 
O'er  the  swelling  drnmlic  wave. 
Such  was  life's  d»<.citl"ul  morning,**  &c. 

On  comparing  these  verses  with  those  on  "  Handsome  Nell,"  tlie  ad*  ' 
▼ance  achieved  by  the  young  bard  in  the  course  of  two  short  years,  must 
be  regarded  with  admiration ;  nor  should  a  minor  circumstance  be  entirely 
overlooked,  that  in  the  piece  which  we  have  just  been  quoting,  there  occurs 
but  one  Scotch  word.  It  was  about  this  time,  also,  that  he  wrote  a  ballad  of 
much  less  ambitious  vein,  whicli,  years  after,  he  says,  he  used  to  con  over 
with  delight,  because  of  the  faithfulness  with  which  it  recalled  to  him  the 
circumstances  and  feelings  of  his  opening  manhood. 

— "  My  father  was  a  farmer  upon  the  Carrick  Border, 
And  carefully  he  brought  me  up  in  decency  and  order. 
And  bade  mc  act  a  manly  part,  tho*  1  had  ne'er  a  farthing ; 
For  without  an  honest  manly  heart,  no  mun  was  worth  regarding. 

Then  out  into  tlie  world  my  course  I  did  determine ; 
TAo'  to  he  rich  xcas  not  my  trix/t,  yd  to  hr  great  wot  charming  / 
My  talents  tlicy  were  not  llie  zront^  nor  yet  my  education  ; 
Resolved  was  1  at  least  to  try  to  mend  my  situation. 

No  help,  nor  hope,  nor  view  had  I,  nor  person  to  befriend  me ; 
So  I  must  toil,  and  sweat,  and  broil,  and  labour  to  sustain  me. 
To  plough  and  sow,  to  reap  and  mow,  my  father  bred  me  earlv ; 
For  one,  he  said,  to  labour  bred,  was  a  match  for  fortune  fainy. 

Thus  all  obscure,  unknown  and  poor,  thro*  life  Fm  doomed  to  wander ; 
Til]  down  my  weary  bones  1  lay,  in  everbsting  slumber. 
No  view,  nor  care,  but  shun  whate'er  might  breed  me  pain  or  torxow ; 
1  live  to-day,  as  wdTs  I  may,  regardless  of  to-morrow,    &c 

These  are  the  only  two  of  his  very  early  productions  in  which  we  have 
nothing  expressly  about  love.  The  rest  were  composed  to  celebrate  the 
cfaArms  of  those  rural  beauties'who  followed  each  other  in  the  dominion  of 

•  Rdiques^p.  242. 
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titi  fiuicy-— or  shared  the  capricious  throne  between  them ;  and  we  mar 
euOy  helmwef  that  one  who  possessed,  with  his  other  qualifications,  suck 
flowers  of  flattering,  feared  competitors  as  little  in  the  diversions  of  his 
evenings  as  in  the  toils  of  his  day. 

The  rural  lover,  in  those  districts,  pursues  his  tender  vocation  in  a  stjle^ 
the  especial  fascination  of  which  town-bred  swains  may  find  it  some* 
what  difficult  to  comprehend.  Afler  the  labours  of  the  day  are  over,  nart 
▼ery  often  after  he  is  supposed  by  the  inmates  of  his  own  fireside  to  be  in 
Ills  bed,  the  happy  youth  tliinks  little  of  walking  many  long  Scotch  miles 
to  the  residence  of  his  mistress,  who,  upon  the  signal  of  a  tap  at  her  win* 
dow,«  comes  forth  to  spend  a  soft  hour  or  two  beneath  the  harvest  moon, 
or,  if  the  weather  be  severe,  (a  circumstance  which  never  prevents  the 
journey  from  being  accomplished),  amidst  the  sheaves  of  her  father's  banu 
This  **  chappin'  out,**  as  they  call  it,  is  a  custom  of  which  parents  com- 
monly wink  at,  if  they  do  not  openly  approve,  the  observance  ;  and  the 
consequences  are  far,  very  far,  more  frequently  quite  harmless,  than  per- 
sons not  familiar  with  the  peculiar  manners  and  feelings  of  our  peasantry 
may  find  it  easy  to  believe.  Excursions  of  this  class  form  the  theme  of 
almost^l  the  songs  which  Bums  is  known  to  have  produced  about  this  pe- 
riod,—and  such  of  these  juvenile  |>erformance8  as  have  been  preserved, 
are,  without  exception,  beautiful.  They  show  how  powerfully  his  bojrish 
fancy  had  been  affected  by  the  old  rural  minstrelsy  of  his  own  country, 
and  how  easily  his  native  taste  caught  the  secret  of  its  charm.  The  truth 
and  simplicity  of  nature  breathe  in  every  line — the  images  are  always  just, 
often  originally  happy — and  the  growing  refinement  of*  his  ear  and  judg^ 
ment,  may  be  tracecf  in  tlie  terser  language  and  more  mellow  flow  of  eadi 
•ttccessive  ballad. 

The  best  of  the  songs  written  at  this  time  is  that  begumingr-* 

*'  It  was  upon  a  liominaR  night. 

When  com  rigs  are  bonnie. 
Beneath  the  inoon*s  unclouded  light, 

I  held  awa  to  Annie. 
The  time  flew  by  wi*  tentless  heed, 

Till,  'tween  tne  late  and  early, 
AVi*  sma*  pcnuiaston  she  agreed 

To  tee  me  thro*  Uie  barley.** 

We  may  let  tlie  poet  carry  on  his  own  story.  *'  A  circumstance,*'  says 
he,  *'  which  made  some  alteration  on  my  mind  and  manners,  was,  that  I 
spent  my  nineteenth  summer  on  a  smuggling  coast,  a  good  distance  from 
liome,  at  a  noted  school  (Kirkoswald*s)  to  learn  mensuration,  surveying, 
dialling,  &c^  in  which  I  made  a  good  progress.  But  I  made  a  greater  pro« 
gress  in  the  knowledge  of  mankind.  The  contraband  triEide  was  at  that 
time  very  successful,  and  it  somethnes  happened  to  me  to  fiill  in  with  those 
who  carried  it  on.  Scenes  of  swaggering  riot  and  roaring  dissipation  were 
till  this  time  new  to  nic ;  but  1  was  no  enemy  to  social  life.  Here,  though 
I  leamt  to  fill  my  glass,  and  to  mix  without  fear  in  a  drunken  squabble,  yet 
I  went  on  with  a  high  hand  with  my  geometry,  till  the  sun  entered  Virgo, 
m  month  which  is  always  a  carnival  in  my  bosom,  when  a  charming  fildU^ 
who  lived  next  door  to  the  school,  overset  my  trigonometry,  and  set  me 
off  at  m  tangent  from  the  sphere  of  my  studies.  I,  however,  struggled  on 
with  my  'UM'  and  cfhmnes  for  a  few  days  more ;  but  stepping  into  the  gar« 
den  one  charming  noon  to  take  the  sun's  altitude,  there  I  met  my  angelp 
h'ke  ■ 
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^^  Pronerpint,  jMheibff  flowers, 
Hendf  a  fiSrtr  flSver.** 

*<  It  was  in  vain  to  think  of  doing  any  more  good  at  schooL  The  remain- 
ing week  I  staidf  I  did  nothing  but  craze  the  faculties  of  my  soul  about 
her,  or  steal  out  to  meet  her ;  and  the  two  last  nights  of  my  stay  in  the 
country^  had  sleep  been  a  mortal  sin,  the  image  of  this  modest  and  iono- 
cent  giri  had  kept  me  guiltless.  I  returned  home  very  considerably  improvecL 
My  reading  wai  enlarged  with  the  very  important  addition  of  Thomaon*! 
and  Shtmatone's  Works ;  I  had  seen  human  nature  in  a  new  phasis ;  and  I 
engaged  several  of  my  school-fellows  to  keep  up  a  literary  correspondence 
with  me.  This  improved  me  in  composition.  I  had  met  with  a  collection 
of  letters  by  the  wits  of  Queen  Anne's  reign,  and  I  pored  over  them  most 
devoutly  ;  I  kept  copies  of  any  of  my  own  letters  that  pleased  me ;  and  a 
comparison  between  them  and  the  composition  of  most  of  my  correqxMi'* 
dents  flattered  my  vanity.  I  carried  this  whim  so  far,  that  though  I  had  ' 
not  three  &rthings  worth  of  business  in  the  world,  yet  almost  every  post 
brought  ne  ai  numy  letters  as  if  I  had  been  a  broad  plodding  son  of  day- 
book and  ledger.  My  life  flowed  on  much  in  the  same  course  till  my 
twenty-third  year.  Vive  famour,  ei  vive  la  hagaidUy  were  my  sole  princi- 
ples oi'  action.  The  addition  oi*  two  more  authors  to  my  library  gave  me 
great  pleasure;  Sterne  and  Mackenzie — TrUtrtun  Shaidy  usnA  The  Man 
of  Ftiimg  ■—  were  my  bosom  favourites.  Poesy  was  still  a  darling  walk  for 
my  mind ;  but  it  was  only  indulged  in  according  to  the  humour  of  the  hour. 
I  had  usually  half  a  dozen  or  more  pieces  on  hand ;  I  took  up  one  or  other, 
as  it  suited  the  momentary  tone  of  the  mind,  and  dismissed  the  work  aa 
it  bordered  on  fatigue.  My  passions,  once  lighted  up,  raged  like  so  many 
devils,  till  they  found  vent  in  rhyme ;  and  then  the  conning  over  my  veraes, 
like  a  spell,  soothed  all  into  quiet." 

Of  the  rhymes  of  those  days,  few,  when  he  wrote  hb  letter  to  Moore,  had 
appeared  in  print.  JVinfer,  a  dirge,  an  admirab|y  versified  piece,  is  of  their 
number  ;  The  Death  of  Poor  MaiUe,  Mailie*s  Elegy ,  and  John  BarkyeonC; 
and  one  charming  song,  inspired  by  the  Nymph  of  Kirkoswald*f|  whose  at- 
tractions put  an  end  to  his  trigonometry. 


*^  Now  wcidin  winds,  and  slaughtering  guns, 

Briag'Autumn^s  pleasant  weadier ; 
The  mooicock  spring  on  whtrring  win^ 

Amang  the  bkKxning  lieathcr.  .  .  • 
— PegsT  dear,  the  evening's  dear, 

Thidc  flics  the  shimmin|[  swallow ; 
The  skjr  b  bine,  the  fidUb  in  view. 

All  iading  green  and  yellow ; 
Come  let  us  stray  our  gladsome  way,**  Ilc. 

John  Sarl^eom  is  a  clever  old  ballad,  very  cteverlv  new-modeOtd  and 
extended;  but  the  Death  and  Elegy  of  Poor  MaHe  deserve  more  atte»« 
tion.  The  expiring  animal's  admonitions  touching  the  education  c€  the 
*<  poor  toop  lamb,  her  son  and  heir,"  and  the  ''  yowie,  silly  thing/*  her 
daughter,  are  from  the  same  peculiar  vein  of  sly  homely  wit,  embedded 
upon  fimcy,  which  he  afterwards  dug  with  a  bolder  hand  m  the  Twa  Dogs^ 
and  perhaps  to  its  utmost  depth,  in  his  Death  and  Doctor  Hornbook.  It 
need  acarcelybe  added,  that  Poor  Mailie  was  a  real  personage,  though  she 
did  not  actually  die  until  some  time  after  her  last  words  were  written.  She 
had  bwn  pur^aK^by  Buma  id  a  fro)iC|  and  b^ame  exceedingly  attacbe4 
tobifpcrMit 
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^  Tlno*  an  the  town  ihe  trotted  by  him  • 
A  lan^  half-mfle  she  could  descry  him  ; 
Wi*  kindly  bleat,  when  she  did  vpr  him, 

She  ran  wi*  speea: 
A  friend  miir  faithfu*  ne>r  came  nigh  him, 

llian  Mailie  dead.^ 

These  little  pieces  arc  in  a  much  broader  dialect  than  any  of  their  pre** 
decei^ors.  His  merriment  and  satire  were,  from  the  beginning,  Scotch. 
Notwithstanding  the  luxurious  tone  of  some  of  Bums*s  pieces  produced  in 
those  times,  we  are  assured  by  himself  (and  his  brother  unhesitatingly  con- 
firms the  statement)  that  no  positive  vice  mingled  in  any  of  his  loves,  until 
after  he  had  reached  his  twenty- third  year.  He  has  already  told  us,  that 
his  short  residence  *'  away  from  home"  at  Kirkoswald*s,  where  he  mixed 
in  the  society  of  seafaring  men  and  smugglers,  produced  an  unfavourable 
alteration  on  some  of  his  habits  ;  but  in  1781-2  he  spent  six  months  at 
Irvine ;  and  it  is  from  this  period  that  Iiis  brother  dates  a  serious  change. 

"  As  his  numerous  connexions,"  says  Gilbert,  "  were  governed  by  the 
strictest  rules  of  virtue  and  modesty,  (from  which  he  never  deviated  till 
his  twenty-third  year),  he  became  anxious  to  be  in  a  situation  to  marry. 
This  was  not  likely  to  be  the  case  while  he  remained  a  farmer,  as  the  stock- 
ing of  a  farm  required  a  sum  of  money  he  saw  no  probability  of  being  mas- 
ter of  for  a  great  \vhile. .  He  and  I  had  for  several  years  taken  land  of  our 
father,  for  the  purpose  of  raising  flax  on  our  own  account ;  and  in  tJie 
course  of  selling  it,  Robert  began  to  think  of  turning  flax-dresser,  both  as 
being  suitable  to  his  grand  view  of  settling  in  life,  and  as  subservient  to 
the  flax-raising."  Burns,  accordingly,  went  to  a  half-brother  of  his  mo- 
ther's, by  name  Peacock,  a  flax-dresser  in  Irvine,  M'ith  the  view  of  learn- 
ing this  new  trade,  and  for  some  time  he  applied  hirpself  diligently  ;  but 
misfortune  after  misfortune  attended  him.  The  shop  accidentally  caught 
fire  during  the  carousal  of  a  new-year \s-day*s  morning,  and  Robert  **  was 
left,  like  a  true  poet,  not  worth  a  sixpence." — *'  1  was  obliged,"  says  he, 
**  to  give  up  this  scheme  ;  the  clouds  of  misfortune  were  gathering  thick 
round  my  father's  head  ;  and  what  was  worst  of  all,  he  was  visibly  far  gone 
in  a  consumption ;  and,  to  crown  my  distresses,  a  belle  Jille  whom  I  adored, 
and  who  had  pledged  her  soul  to  meet  me  in  the  field  of  matrimony,  jilted 
me,  with  peculiar  circumstances  of  mortification.  The  finishing  evil  that 
brought  up  the  rear  of  this  infernal  file,  was,  my  constitutional  melancholy 
being  increased  to  such  a  degree,  that  for  three  months  1  was  in  a  state 
of  mind  scarcely  to  be  envied  by  the  hopeless  wretches  who  have  got 
their  mittimus — Depart  from  me,  ye  cursed^  The  following  letter,  addressed 
by  Bums  to  his  father,  three  days  before  the  unfortimate  fire  took  place, 
will  show  abundantly  Uiat  the  gloom  of  his  spirits  had  little  need  of  that 
aggravation.  When  we  consider  by  whom,  to  whom,  and  under  what  cir- 
cumstanceSy  it  was  written,  the  letter  is  every  way  a  remarkable  one  : —  ^ 

<<  Honoured  Sir, 
**  I  HAVE  purposely  delayed  writing,  in  the  hope  tliat  I  should  have 
the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  on  New-year*s  day ;  but  work  comes  so  hard 
iq[xm  us,  that  I  do  not  choose  to  be  ai>sent  on  that  account,  as  well  as  for 
aome  other  little  reasons,  which  I  shall  tell  you  at  meeting.  My  health  is 
nearly  the  same  as  when  you  were  here,  only  my  sleep  is  a  little  sounder; 
and,  on  the  whole,  I  am  rather  better  than  otherwise,  though  I  mend  by 
Tery  alow  degrees.    The  -weakness  of  my  nerves  has  so  diebilitated  my 
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tBindf  tliat  1  dare  neither  review  past  wants>  nor  look  forward  bto  futurity ; 
for  the  least  anxiety  or  perturbation  in  my  breast  produces  most  unhappy 
elects  on  my  whole  frame.  Sometimes,  indeed,  when  for  an  hour  or  two 
my  spirits  are  alighteued,  I  glimmer  a  little  into  futurity ;  but  my  principal, 
and  indeed  my  only  pleasurable  employment,  is  looking  backwards  and  for- 
wards in  a  moral  and  religious  way.  I  am  quite  transported  at  the  thought, 
thiit  ere  long,  perhaps  very  soon,  I  shall  bid  an  eternal  adieu  to  all  the 
pains  and  uneasiness,  and  disquietudes  of  this  weary  life ;  for  I  assure  you 
I  am  heartily  tired  of  it ;  and,  if  I  do  not  very  much  deceive  myself,  I 
could  contentedly  and  gladly  resign  it. 

^  The  soul,  uneasy,  mnd  confined  at  home. 
Rests  and  expatiates  in  a  life  to  come.* 

**  It  is  for  this  reason  I  am  more  pleased  with  the  15th,  16th,  and  17th 
Terses  of  the'7th  chapter  of  Revelations,  than  with  any  ten  times  as  many 
Terses  in  the  whole  Bible,  and  would  not  exchange  the  noble  enthusiasm 
with  whidi  they  inspire  me  for  all  that  this  world  has  to  offer.  As  for  this 
world,  I  despair  of  ever  making  a  figure  in  it.  I  am  not  formed  for  the 
bustle  of  the  busy,  nor  the  flutter  of  the  gay.  1  shall  never  again  be  cap* 
aUe  of  entering  into  such  scenes.  Indeed,  1  am  altogether  unconcerned 
at  the  thoughts  of  this  life.  I  foresee  that  poverty  and  obscurity  probably 
await  me,  and  I  am  in  some  measure  prepared,  and  daily  preparing,  to  meet 
them.  I  have  but  just  time  and  paper  to  return  you  my  grateful  thanks 
for  the  lessons  of  virtue  and  piety  you  have  given  me,  which  were  too  much 
neglected  at  the  time  of  giving  them,  but  which  I  hope  have  been  remem- 
hmd  ere  it  is  yet  too  late.  Present  my  dutiful  respects  to  my  mother, 
and  my  compliments  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Muir;  and,  with  wishing  you  a 
merry  New-year's-day,  I  shall  conclude. 

*      <<  1  am,  honoured  Sir,  your  dutiful  son, 

"  Robert  Burks/' 


P.  S. — My  meal  is  nearly  out ;  but  I  am  going  to  borrow,  till  I  get 
more.'' 


The  verses  of  Scripture  here  alluded  to,  are  as  follows  i-^ 

*^  15.  Therefore  are  they  befofc  the  throne  of  God,  and  serve  him  da/  and  night  in  hit  tenu 
]))e;  and  he  that  sitteth  on  the  tlironc  shall  dwell  among  them. 

**  IS.  They  shall  hunger  no  more,  neither  thirst  any  more ;  neither  shall  the  sun  lis;ht  on 
tlicm,  nor  any  heat. 

*^  17.  For  tlie  Lamb  that  U  in  the  midvt  of  the  throne  shall  feed  them,  and  shall  lend  them 
vato  Irving  fountains  of  waters ;  and  Gud  shall  wipe  away  all  tears  from  their  eyes.'* 

**  This  letter,"  says  Dr.  Currie,  "  \\Tittcn  several  years  before  the  publi- 
cation of  his  Poems,  when  his  name  was  as  obscure  as  his  condition  was 
humble,  displays  the  pliilosophic  melancholy  which  so  generally  forms  the 
poetical  temperament,  and  that  buoyant  and  ambitious  spirit  which  indi* 
a  mind  conscious  of  its  strength.  At  Irvine,  Bums  at  this  time  pos- 
a  single  room  for  his  lodgings,  rented,  perhaps,  at  tlie  rate  of  a  shil- 
Siig  a-week.  He  passed  his  days  in  constant  labour  as  a  flax-dresser,  and 
his  food  consisted  chiefly  of  oat-nieal,  sent  to  him  from  his  father's  family. 
The  store  of  this  humble,  though  wholesome  nutriment,  it  appears,  was 
neariy  exhausted,  and  he  was  about  to  borrow  till  he  should  obtain  a  sup- 
ply. Yet  even  in  this  situation,  his  active  imagination  had  formed  to  itself 
pictures  of  eminence  and  distinction.     His  despair  of  making  a  figure  in 
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the  world,  ihavri  how  ardently  he  wished  for  honourable  finne ;  and  hit 
eontempt  of  life,  founded  on  this  despair,  is  the  genuine  expreanon  of  a 
jroathfu)  and  generous  mind.  In  such  a  state  of  reflection,  and  €i  stiimng, 
the  imagination  of  Bums  naturally  passed  the  dark  boundaries  of  our  earthhr 
horizon,  and  rested  on  those  beautiful  representations  of  a  better  worid, 
where  there  is  neither  thirst,  nor  hunger,  nor  sorrow,  and  where  happiness 
shall  be  in  jproportion  to  the  capacity  of  happiness.**— -Zijf%^  p.  102. 

Unhaf^ily  for  himself  and  for  the  world,  it  was  not  always  In  the  recol- 
lections of  his  virtuous  home  and  the  study  of  his  Bible,  that  Bums  sot^it 
.for  consolation  amidst  the  heavy  distresses  which  "  his  youth  was  heir  to." 
Irvine  is  a  small  sea-port ;  and  here,  as  at  Kirkoswald's,  the  adventurous 
spirits  of  a  smuggling  coast,  with  all  their  jovial  habits,  were  to  be  met 
with  in  abundance.  <'  He  contracted  some  acquaintance,"  says  Gilbert, 
^  of  a  freer  manner  of  thinking  and  living  than  he  had  been  used  to,  whose 
•ociety  prepared  him  for  overleaping  the  bounds  of  rigid  virtue,  which  had 
lulhcrto  restrained  him." 

One  of  the  nndst  intimate  companions  of  Boms,  while  he  remained  at 
Irvine,  seems  to  have  been  David  Sillar,  to  whom  the  Epidk  i»  D&^ 
M^  a  BroAer  Poet,  was  subsequently  addressed.  Sillar  was  at  this  time  a 
poor  schoolmaster  in  Irvine,  enjoying  considerable  reputation  as  a  writer 
cf  local  verses :  and,  according  to  all  accounts,  extremely  jovial  in  his  1^ 
and  conversation. 

Bums  himself  tlms  sums  up  tlie  results  of  his  residence  at  Irvine  ^-* 
^  From  this  adventure  I  learned  somethi|ng  of  a  town  life  ;  but  the  princi- 
pal thing  which  gave  my  mind  a  turn,  was  a  friendship  I  formed  with  a 
young  fellow,  a  very  noble  character,  but  a  hapless  son  of  misfortune.  He 
was  file  son  €^  a  simple  mechanic  ;  but  a  great  man  in  the  neighbourhood, 
taking  him  under  his  patronage,  gave  him  a  genteel  education,  with  a  view 
of  bettering  his  situation  in  life.  The  patron  dying  just  as  he  was  ready  to 
launch  out  into  the  world,  the  poor  fellow  in  despair  went  to  sea;  where, 
after  a  variety  of  good  and  ill  fortune,  a  little  before  I  was  acquainted  with 
turn,  he  had  been  set  ashore  by  an  American  privateer,  on  the  wild  coast  of 

Connaught,  stripped  of  every  thing His  mind  was  fraught  with 

independence,  magnanimity,  and  every  manly  virtue.  I  loved  and  admir- 
ed him  to  a  degree  of  enthusiasm,  and  of  course  strove  to  imitate  him.  In 
aome  measure  I  succeeded  ;  (  had  pride  before,  but  he  taught  it  to  flow  in 
proper  channels.  His  knowledge  of  the  world  was  vastly  superior  to  mine ; 
and  I  w2ls  all  attention  to  learn.  He  was  the  only  man  1  ever  saw  who  was 
a  greater  fool  than  myself,  where  women  was  the  presiding  star ;  but  he 
spoke  of  illicit  love  with  the  levity  of  a  sailor — which  hitherto  I  had  regard- 
ed with  horror.  Here  hut  fricndihip  did  me  a  mischief,"  Professor  Walker, 
when  preparing  to  write  his  Sketch  of  the  Poet's  life,  was  informed  by  an 
aged  inhabitant  of  Irvine,  that  Bums's  chief  delight  while  there  was  in  dis- 
cossing  religious  topics,  particularly  in  those  circles  which  usually  gather 
in  a  Scotch  churchyard  aflcr  service.  The  senior  added,  that  Bums  com- 
monly took  the  high  Calvinistic  side  in  such  debates;  and  concluded  with 
a  boast,  that  *'  tlie  lad'*  was  indebted  to  himself  in  u  great  measure  for 
the  gradual  adoption  of  *'  more  liberal  opinions."  It  was  during  the  aame 
period*  that  the  }>oet  was  first  initiated  in  the  mysteries  of  free  masonry, 
*^  which  was,*'  says  his  brother,  *'  his  first  introduction  to  the  life  of  abooQ 
companion."     He  was  introduced  to  St.  Mary's  Lodge  of  Tarfoolton  by 
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John  Banken,  a  very  dissipated  man  of  considerable  talents,  lo  whom  he 
tftenrards  indited  a  poetiod  epistle,  which  will  be  noticed  in  its  place. 

*^  Rhyme,**  Bums  says,  <<  I  had  givea up  ;'*  (ongoing  to  Irvine)  <<  but 
meeting  with  Ferguson's  Scottish  Poetng^  I  strung  anew  my  wildly  sound- 
log  lyre  with  emulating  vigour."  Neither  flax-dressing  nor  the  -tavern 
could  keep  him  long  from  his  proper  vocation.  But  it  was  probably  this 
accidental  meeting  with  Ferguson,  tliat  in  a  great  measure  finally  deter- 
mined the  Scottish  character  of  Bums's  poetry ;  and  indeed,  but  for  the 
lasting  sense  of  this  obligation,  and  some  natural  sympathy  with  the  personal 
misfortunes  of  Ferguson's  life,  it  would  be  difficult  to  account  for  the  very 
hi^  terms  in  which  Bums  always  mentions  his  productions. 

Shortly  before  Bums  went  to  Irvine,  he,  his  brother  Gilbert,  and  some 
seven  or  eight  young  men  besides,  all  of  the  parish  of  Tarbolton,  had  form- 
ed themselves  into  a  society,  which  they  called  the  Bachelor's  Club ;  and 
which  met  one  evening  in  every  month  for  the  purposes  of  mutual  enter- 
tainment and  improvement.  That  their  cups  were  but  modestly  filled  is 
evident ;  for  the  rules  of  the  ^lub  did  not  permit  any  member  to  spend 
more  than  threepence  at  a  sitting.  A  question  was  announced  for  dis- 
cussion at  the  dose  of  each  meeting ;  and  at  the  next  they  came  prepared 
to  deliver  their  sentiments  upon  the  subject-matter  thus  proposed.  Bums 
drew  up  the  regulations,  and  evidently  was  the  principal  person.  He  in- 
troduced his  friend  Sillar  during  his  stay  at  Irvine,  and  the  meetings  ap- 
pear to  have  continued  as  long  as  the  family  remained  in  Tarbolton.  Of 
the  sort  of  questions  discussed,  we  may  form  some  notion  from  the  minute 
of  one  evening,  still  extant  in  Bums's  hand-writing. — Question  foe  Hal- 
LOWEBN,  (Nov.  11),  1780.—"  Suppose  a  young  man^  bred  a  farmer^  hui 
uriihoui  anyfoTtum^  lias  it  in  his  power  to  marry  either  of  two  wotneu,  tJie  ons 
a  ^tf7  4^  large  fortune,  but  neither  handsome  in  penoti,  nor  agreeable  in  con* 
vermUion^  but  who  can  manage  tJte  Jumsehold  affairs  of  a  farm  locU  enough  ; 
tke  other  ffOian  a  girl  every  way  agreeable  in  person,  conversation,  aiui  behavi^ 
OMTf  but  without  any  fortune :  which  of  thetn  shall  he  cltoose  9"  Bums,  as 
may  be  guessed,  took  the  imprudent  side  in  this  discussion. 

**  On  one  solitary  occasion,"  says  he,  "  we  resolved  to  meet  at  Tarbol- 
ton in  July,  on  the  race-night,  and  have  a  dance  in  honour  of  our  society. 
Accordingly^  we  did  meet,  each  one  with  a  partner,  and  spent  the  evening 
in  such  innocence  and  merriment,  such  cheerfulness  and  good  humour,  that 
every  brother  will  long  remember  it  with  delight."  There  can  be  no  doubt 
that  Bums  would  not  have  patronized  this  sober  association  so  long,  unless 
he  had  experienced  at  its  assemblies  tlie  pleasure  of  a  stimulated  mind ; 
and  as  litue,  that  to  die  habit  of  arranging  his  tlioughts,  and  expressing 
them  in  somewhat  of  a  formal  shape,  thus  early  cultivated,  we  ought  to  at- 
tribute much  of  that  conversational  skill  which,  when  he  first  mingled  witli 
the  upper  world,  was  generally  considered  as  the  most  remarkable  o^  all  his 
persoiud  accomplishments. — Bums's  associates  of  the  Bachelors  Club, 
must  have  been  young  men  possessed  of  talents  and  acquirements,  other- 
wise such  minds  as  his  and  Gilbert's  could  not  have  persisted  in  measuring 
themselves  against  theirs  ;  and  we  may  believe  that  the  periodical  display 
of  the  poet's  own  vigour  and  resources,  at  these  club-meetings,  and  (more 
frequently  than  his  brother  approved)  at  the  Free  Mason  Lodges  of  Inrine 
and  Tarbolton,  extended  his  rural  reputation ;  and,  by  degrees,  prepared 
pfffUff^  not  immediately  included  in  his  own  circle,  for  the  extraordinary 
iiiHii  I  MJnn  which  his  poetical  efforts  were  ere  long  to  create  all  over  **  thf 
CvTickborder,*'  ^ 
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David  Sillar  gives  an  account  of  the  beginning  of  his  &ith  ^quainttnetf 
with  Burns,  and  introduction  into  this  Bachelor's  Club,  which  will  ahrayi  be 
read  with  much  interest — "  Mr.  Robert  Bums  was  some  time  in  the  parish 
of  Tarbolton  prior  to  my  acquaintance  with  him.  His  social  disposition 
easily  procured  him  acquaintance ;  but  a  certain  satirical  seasoning  with 
which  he  and  all  poetical  geniuses  are  in  some  degree  influenced,  while  it 
set  the  rustic  circle  in  a  roar,  was  not  unaccompanied  with  its  kindred  at- 
tendant, suspicious  fear.  I  recollect  hearing  his  neighbours  observe,  he  had 
a  great  deal  to  say  for  himself,  and  that  they  suspected  his  principles.  He 
wore  the  only  tied  hair  in  the  parish ;  and  in  the  church,  his  plaid,  whidi 
was  of  a  particular  colour,  I  think  fillemot,  he  wrapped  in  a  particular 
manner  round  his  shoulders.  These  surmises,  and  his  exterior,  had  such 
a  raagnetical  influence  on  my  curiosity,  as  made  me  particularly  solicitoua 
of  his  acquaintance.  Whether  my  acquaintance  with  Gilbert  was  casual 
or  premeditated,  I  am  not  now  certain.  By  him  I  was  introduced,  not 
only  to  his  brother,  but  to  the  whole  of  that  family,  where,  in  a  short  time, 
I  became  a  frequent,  and  I  believe,  not  unwelcome  visitant.  Afier  the 
commencement  of  my  acquaintance  with  the  bard,  we  frequently  met 
upon  Sundays  at  church,  when,  between  sermons,  instead  of  going  with 
our  friends  or  lasses  to  the  inn,  we  often  took  a  walk  in  the  fields.  In  these 
walks,  I  have  frequently  been  struck  with  his  facility  in  addressing  the  fiur 
sex ;  and  many  times,  when  I  have  been  bashfully  anxious  how  to  express 
myself^  he  would  have  entered  into  conversation  with  them  with  the  great- 
est ease  and  freedom  ;  and  it  was  generally,  a  death*blow  to  our  conversa- 
tion, however  agreeable,  to  meet  a  female  acquaintance.  Some  of  the  few 
opportunities  of  a  noontide  walk  that  a  country  life  allows  her  laborious 
sons,  he  spent  on  the  banks  of  the  river,  or  in  the  woods,  in  the  neigh* 
bourhood  of  Stair,  a  situation  peculiarly  adapted  to  the  genius  of  a  rural 
bard.  Some  book  (generally  one  of  those  mentioned  in  his  letter  to  Mr. 
Murdoch)  he  always  carried  and  read,  when  not  otherwise  employed.  It 
was  likewise  his  custom  to  read  at  table.  In  one  of  my  visits  to  Lochlea, 
in  time  of  a  sowen  supper,  he  was  so  intent  on  reading,  I  think  Tristram 
Shandy,  that  his  spoon  falling  out  of  his  hand,  made  him  exclaim,  in  a 
tone  scarcely  imitable,  *  Alas,  poor  Yorick  !*  Such  was  Bums,  and  such 
were  his  associates,  when,  in  May  1781,  I  was  admitted  a  member  of 
tlie  Bachelor's  Club.** 

The  misfortunes  of  William  Burnes  thickened  apace,  as  has  already  been 
seen,  and  were  approaching  their  crisis  at  the  time  when  Robert  came 
home  from  his  flax- dressing  experiment  at  Irvine.  The  good  old  man 
died  soon  afler  ;  and  among  other  evils  which  he  thus  escaped,  was  an  af- 
fliction that  would,  in  his  eyes,  have  been  severe.  The  poet  had  not,  as 
he  confesses,  come  unscathed  out  of  the  society  of  those  persons  of  **  li- 
beral opinions"  with  whom  he  consorted  in  Irvine  ;  and  he  expressly 
attributes  to  their  lessons,  the  scrape  into  which  he  fell  soon  after  **  he 
put  hb  hand  to  plough  again.'*  He  was  compelled,  according  to  the  then 
all  but  universal  custom  of  rural  parishes  in  Scotland,  to  do  penance  in 
church,  before  the  congregation,  in  consequence  of  the  birth  of  an  illegi- 
timate child  ;  and  whatever  may  be  thought  of  the  propriety  of  such  ex- 
hibitions, there  can  be  no  difference  of  opinion  as  to  the  culpable  levity 
with  which  he  describes  the  nature  of  his  offence,  and  the  still  more  re- 
prehensible bitterness  with  which,  in  his  Epistle  to  Ranken,  he  inveighs 
Itgainst  the  clergyman,  who,  in  rebuking  him,  only  performed  what  was 
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then  a  regular  part  of  the  clerical  duty,  and  a  part  of  it  that  could  never 
have  been  at  all  agreeable  to  the  worthy  man  whom  he  satirizes  under 
the  appellation  of  <'  Daddie  Auld."  The  Poet's  Welcome  to  an  lUegiOmaie 
Child  was  composed  on  the  same  occasion — a  piece  in  which  some  very 
manly  feelings  are  expressed,  along  with  others  which  can  give  no  one 
pleasure  to  contemplate.  There  is  a  song  in  honour  of  the  same  occasion, 
or  a  similar  one  about  the  same  period.  The  rantin'  Dog  the  Daddie  o'^-^ 
which  exhibits  the  poet  as  glorying,  and  only  glorying  in  his  shame. 

When  I  consider  his  tender  affection  for  tlie  surviving  members  of  his 
own  family,  and  the  reverence  with  which  he  ever  regarded  the  memory  of 
the  &ther  whom  he  had  so  recently  buried,  I  cannot  believe  that  Bums  has 
thought  fit  to  record  in  verse  all  the  feelings  which  this  exposure  excited 
in  his  bosom.  **  To  wave  (in  his  own  language)  the  quantum  of  the  sin,*' 
he  who,  two  years  aflerwards,  wrote  The  Cottars  Saturday  Night,  had  not, 
we  may  be  sure,  hardened  his  heart  to  the  thought  of  bringing  additional 
sorrow  and  unexpected  shame  to  the  fireside  of  a  widowed  mother.  But 
his  fidse  pride  recoiled  from  letting  his  jovial  associates  guess  how  little  he 
was  aUe  to  drown  the  whispers  of  the  skU  smcdl  voice  ;  and  the  fermenting 
iMttemess  of  a  mind  ill  at  ease  within  itself,  escaped  (as  may  be  too  oflen 
traced  in  the  history  of  satirists)  in  the  shape  of  angry,  sarcasms  against 
others,  who,  whatever  their  private  errors  might  be,  had  at  least  done  him 
Bo  wrong. 

It  is  impossible  not  to  smile  at  one  item  of  consolation  which  Bums  pro- 
poses to  himself  on  this  occasion  : —       * 

«« .—^  The  nuur  thej  tilk,  Fm  kend  the  better  t 

£*en  let  them  clash  r 

This  it  indeed  a  singular  manifestation  of  «  the  last  Infirmity  of  noble 
tninds." 


CHAPTER  m. 


CoxTZKTt. —  Tht  Sroihen,  Robert  and  Gilbert^  htwnu  ienanis  of  MottpJU^TMr  imeutaai 
labour  and  moderate  habits — The  farm  cold  and  unfertile-^Nvi  pro§perou9-^»Th§  MuM 
anti'odvinistical —  The  port  thence  involved  deeply  in  local  polemiee,  and  ckitrpmi  with  he» 
regy — Curiovg  aceouut  <f  these  disfmtes — Early  poems  prompted  by  them — Origin  of  and 
remarhs  npon  the  poeCs  principal  pieces — Love  leads  him  far  astray-^  A  crisU^-^  The  jail  at 
the  West  Indies^  The  altemaiive. 


t  **  The  star  that  rules  my  lucklen  loC 

Has  fated  mc  the  russet  coat. 
And  damoM  my  fortune  to  the  f^toaX ; 

But  in  reauit, 
Has  blessM  me  wi*  a  random  snot 

C  country  wit.** 

Three  months  before  the  death  of  William  Bumes,  Robert  ind  Gilbert 
took  the  farm  of  M ossglel,  in  the  neighbouring  parish  of  Mauchline,  with 
the  view  of  providing  a  shelter  for  their  parents,  in  the  storm  which  they 
had  seen  gradually  thickening,  and  knew  must  soon  burst ;  and  to  this 
place  the  whole  family  removed  on  William's  death.  Tlie  farm-  consisted 
of  119  acres,  and  the  rent  was  £90.  "  It  was  stocked  by  the  property, 
and  individual  savings  of  the  whole  family,  (says  Gilbert),  and  was  a  joint 
concern  among  us.  Every  member  of  the  family  was  allowed  ordinary 
wages  for  the  labour  he  performed  on  the  farm.  My  brother's  allowance 
and  mine  was  £7  per  annum  each  ;  and  during  the  whole  time  this  family 
concern  lasted,  which  was  four  years,  as  well  as  during  the  preceding  pe- 
riod at  Lochlea,  Robert's  expenses  never,  in  any  one  year,  exceeded  his 
slender  income." 

"  I  entered  on  this  farm,"  says  tlie  poet,  "  with  a  full  resolution,  come^ 
goy  I  will  be  teise^  I  read  farming  books,  I  calculated  crops,  I  attended 
markets  ;  and,  in  short,  in  spite  of  the  devif,  and  tfie  world,  and  the  /leshf 
I  believe  I  should  have  been  a  wise  man  ;  but  the  first  year,  from  unfor- 
tunately buying  bad  seed,  the  second,  from  a  late  harvest,  we  lost  half 
our  crops.  This  overset  all  my  wisdom,  and  I  returned,  like  the  dog  to  hU 
vomit,  and  the  sow  ih<tt  was  washed  to  her  wallowing  in  the  mire.'* 

"  At  the  time  that  o«r  poet  took  the  resolution  of  becoming  wise,  he 

procured,"  says  Gilbert,  "  a  little  book  of  blank  paper,  with  the  purpose, 

expressed  on  the  first  page,  of  making  farming  memorandums.     These 

farming  menwrandujns  are  curious  enough,"  Gilbert  slyly  adds,  "  and  a 

specimen  may  gratify  the  reader."— Specimens  accordingly  he  gives  ;  as. 

"  O  whv  tlie  deuce  should  I  repine, 
Ana  be  an  ill  foreboder  ? 


Vm  twenty-three,  and  five  foot  nine,-i« 
i*U  go  and  be  a  soil^i**  &c« 
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^^  O  kave  norellt,  ye  Mauchline  beUet, 

Ye*i«  safer  at  your  fpiiinixig  wheel ; 
Such  witching  books  are  baited  hooks 

For  rakish  rooks—like  Rob  MossgieL 
Your  fine  Tom  Jodmbs  and  Orandisons, 

Thev  make  your  youthiiil  fancies  reel^ 
They  neat  your  veins,  and  fire  your  brains. 

And  then  yc*re  prey  for  Rob  AlosKgiel,**  Sic  &c. 

Tlie  four  years  during  which  Bums  resided  on  this  cold  and  ungrateful 
fium  of  Mossgiely  were  the  most  important  of  his  life.  It  was  then  that 
hk  genius  developed  its  highest  energies  ;  on  the  works  produced  in  these 
years  his  fame  was  first  established,  and  must  eyer  continue  mainly  to  rest: 
It  was  then  also  that  his  personal  character  came  out  in  all  its  brightest  lights, 
and  in  all  but  its  darkest  shadows ;  and  indeed  from  tlie  commencement 
of  this  period,  the  history  of  the  man  may  be  traced,  step  by  step,  in  his 
own  immortal  writings.  Burns  now  began  to  know  that  nature  had  meant 
him  for  a  poet ;  and  diligently,  though  as  yet  in  secret,  he  laboured  in 
what  he  felt  to  be  his  destined  vocation.  Gilbert  continued  for  some  time 
to  be  his  chief,  oflen  indeed  his  only  confidant ;  and  any  thing  more  inte- 
resting and  delightful  than  this  excellent  man's  account  of  the  manner  in 
which  the  poems  included  in  tlie  first  of  his  brotIier*s  publications  were 
composed,  is  certainly  not  to  be  found  in  the  annals  of  literary  history. 

The  reader  has  already  seen,  that  long  before  the  earliest  of  them  was 
known  beyond  the  domestic  circle,  the  strength  of  Burns*s  understanding, 
and  the  keenness  of  his  wit,  as  displayed  in  his  ordinary  conversation,  and 
more  particularly  at  masonic  meetings  and  debating  clubs,  (of  which  he 
^Nrmed  one  in  Mauchline,  on  the  Tarbolton  model,  immediately  on  his  re- 
moval to  Mossgiel),  had  made  his  name  known  to  some  considerable  extent 
in  the  country  about  Tarbolton,  Mauchline,  and  Irvine  ;  and  this  prepared 
the  way  for  his  poetry.  Professor  Walker  gives  an  anecdote  on  this  head; 
which  must  not  be  omitted.  Burns  already  numbered  several  clergymen 
among  his  acquaintances.  One  of  these  gentlemen  told  the  Professor,  that 
after  entering  on  the  clerical  profession,  he  had  repeatedly  met  Burns  in 
company,  •*  where,"  said  he,  "  the  acuteness  and  originality  displayed  by 
him,  the  depth  of  his  discernment,  the  force  of  his  expressions,  and  the 
authoritative  energy  'of  his  understanding,  had  created  a  sense  of  his 
power,  of  the  extent  of  which  I  was  unconscious,  till  it  was  revealed  to 
me  by  accident  On  the  occasion  of  my  second  appearance  in  the  pulpit^ 
I  came  with  an  assured  and  tranquil  mind,  and  though  a  few  persons  of 
education  were  present,  advanced  some  length  in  the  service  with  my  con- 
fidence and  self-possession  unimpaired ;  but  when  I  saw  Bums,  who  was 
of  a  different  parish,  unexpectedly  enter  the  church,  I  was  affected  with 
a  tremor  and  embarrassment,  which  suddenly  apprised  me  of  the  impression 
which  my  mind,  unknown  to  itself,  had  previously  received."  The  Pro- 
fessor adds»  that  the  person  who  had  thus  unconsciously  been  measuring 
Jie  stature  of  the  intellectual  giant,  was  not  only  a  man  of  good  talents 
and  education,  but  **  remarkable  for  a  more  than  ordinary  portion  of  con  • 
stitutional  firmness." 

Every  Scotch  peasant  who  makes  any  pretension  to  understanding,  is  a 
theological  critic — and  Burns,  no  doubt,  had  long  ere  this  time  distinguish- 
ed himself  considerably  among  those  hard-headed  groups  that  may  usually 
be  seen  gathered  together  in  the  church-yard  afler  the  sermon  is  over.  It 
KUijbe  guessed  tha|  from  tlie  time  of  his  residence  at  Irvine,  his  stric- 
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turcs  were  too  often  delivered  in  no  reverend  vein.  ^'  Polemical  divinity/ 
8ays  he  to  Dr.  Moore,  in  1787,  **  about  this  time,  was  putting  the  coun- 
try halfmad,  and  I,  ambitious  of  shining  in  conversation -[larties  on  Sun- 
days, at  funerals,  &x.,  used  to  puzzle  Calvinism  with  so  much  heat  and  in* 
discretion,  that  I  raised  a  hue-and-cry  of  heresy  against  me,  which  has  not 
ceased  to  tliis  hour.** 

To  understand  Burns's  situation  at  this  time,  at  once  patronized  by  a 
number  of  clerg3rmen,  and  attended  with  *<  a  hue-and-cry  of  licrcsvy"  w^ 
must  remember  his  own  words,  ^  that  (wlemical  divinity  was  putting  tlic 
country  half  mad.**  Of  both  the  two  parties  which,  ever  since  the  revolu- 
tjon  of  1G88,  have  pretty  equally  divided  the  Church  of  Scotland,  it  so 
happened  that  some  of  the  most  zealous  and  conspicuous  leaders  and  par- 
tizons  were  thus  opposed  to  each  other,  in  constant  warfare,  in  this  porti- 
cular  district ;  and  their  feuds  being  of  course  taken  up  among  their  con- 
gregations, and  spleen  and  prejudice  at  work,  even  more  furiously  in  the 
cottage  than  in  tite  manse,  he  who,  to  the  annoyance  of  the  one  sot  of  belli- 
gerents, could  talk  like  Burns,  might  count  pretty  surely,  with  whatever 
alloy  his  wit  happened  to  be  mingled,  on  the  applause  and  countenance  of 
the  enemy.  And  it  is  needless  to  add,  they  were  the  less  scrupulous  sect 
of  tlie  two  that  enjoyed  the  co-operation,  such  as  it  was  then,  and  far  more 
important,  as  in  the  sequel  it  came  to  be,  of  our  poet. 

William  Burnes,  as  we  have  already  seen,  though  a  most  exemplary  and 
devout  man,  entertained  opinions  very  dLfFerent  from  those  which  common- 
ly obtained  among  the  rigid  Calvanists  of  his  district.  The  worthy  and 
pious  old  man  himself,  therefore,  had  not  improbably  infused  into  his  son's 
mind  its  first  prejudice  against  these  )x*rsons.  The  jovial  spirits  with  whom 
Burns  associated  at  Irvine,  and  afterwards,  were  of  course  habitual  dcriders 
of  the  manners,  as  well  as  the  tenets  of  the 

*'  Orthodox,  orthodox,  wha  believe  in  John  Knox.** 

We  have  already  observed  the  effect  of  the  young  poet's  own  first  collision, 
with  the  ruling  powers  of  presbyterian  discipline  ;  but  it  was  in  the  very 
act  of  settling  at  Mossgiel  that  Burns  formed  the  connexion,  which,  more 
than  any  circumstance  besides,  influenced  him  as  to  tlie  matter  now  in 

Sucstion.  Tlie  farm  belonged  to  the  estate  of  the  Earl  of  Loudoun,  but 
ie  brothers  held  it  on  d  sub-lease  from  Mr.  Gavin  Hamilton,  writer  (t.  e. 
attorney)  in  Mauchline,  a  man,  by  every  account,  of  engaging  roahners, 
open,  kind,  generous,  and  high-spirited,  between  whom  and  Robert  Bums, 
a  close  and  intimate  friendship  was  ere  long  formed.  Just  about  this  time 
it  happened  that  Hamilton  was  at  open  feud  with  Mr.  Auld,  the  minister 
of  Mauchline,  (the  same  who  had  already  rebuked  the  poet),  and  the  ruling 
ciders  of  the  parish,  in  consequence  of  certain  irregularities  in  his  personal 
conduct  and  deportment,  which,  according  to  the  usual  strict  notions  ot 
kirk  discipline,  were  considered  as  fairly  demanding  the  vigorous  interfer- 
ence of  these  authorities.  Tlie  notice  of  this  person,  his  own  landlord,  and, 
as  it  would  seem,  one  of  the  principal  inhabitants  of  the  village  of  Maudn 
line  at  the  time,  must,  of  course,  have  been  very  flattering  to  our  polemical 
young  farmer.  He  espoused  Gavin  Haniilton*s  quarrel  wannly.  Hamilton 
was  naturally  enough  disposed  to  nii\  up  his  personal  affair  with  the  stand- 
ing controversies  whereon  Auld  was  at  variance  with  a  large  and  powerful 
body  of  his  brother  clergymen  ;  and  by  degrees  Mr.  Hamilton's  ardent/^m- 
Ic^cf  came  to  be  as  vchcnKntly  interested  in  the  church  [lolitics  of  Ayrshire» 
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as  he  could  have  been  in  politics  of  another  order,  had  he  happened  to  be 
a  freeman  of  some  open  borough,  and  his  patron  a  candidate  for  the  honour 
of  representing  it  in  St  Stephen's^  Mr.  Cromek  has  been  severely  criti- 
cised for  some  details  of  Mr.  Gavin  Hamilton's  dissensions  with  his  parish 
minister ;  but  perhaps  it  might  have  been  well  to  limit  the  censure  to  the 
tone  and  spirit  of  the  narrative,  since  there  is  no  doubt  that  these  petty 
squabUes  had  a  large  share  in  directing  the  early  energies  of  Bums*s  po- 
etical talents.  Even  in  the  west  of  Scotland,  such  matters  would  hardly 
excite  much  notice  now-a-days,  but  they  were  quite  enough  to  produce  a 
world  of  vexation  and  controversy  forty  years  ago ;  and  the  English  reader  to 
whom  all  such  details  are  denied,  will  certainly  never  be  abje  to  compre- 
hend either  the  merits  or  the  demerits  of  many  of  Burns*s  most  remarkable 
productions.  Since  I  have  touched  on  this  matter  at  all,  I  may  as  well 
add,  that  Hamilton'^  family,  though  professedly  adhering  to  the  Presbyte- 
rian Establishment,  had  always  lain  under  a  strong  suspicion  of  Episcopa- 
lianism.  Gavin's  grandfather  had  been  curate  of  Kirkoswald  in  the  troubl- 
ed times  that  preceded  the  Revolution,  and  incurred  great  and  lasting  po- 
pular hatred,-  in  consequence  of  being  supposed  to  have  had  a  principal 
hand  in  bringing  a  thousand  of  the  Highland  host  into  that  region  in  1677-8. 
The  district  was  commonly  said  not  to  have  entirely  recovered  the  effects 
of  that  savage  visitation  in  less  than  a  hundred  years  ;  and  the  descendants 
and  representatives  of  the  Covenanters,  whom  the  curate  of  Kirkoswald 
had  the  reputation  at  least  of  persecuting,  were  commonly  supposed  to  re- 
gard with  any  thing  rather  than  ready  good-will,  his  grandson,  the  witty 
writer  of  Mauchline.  A  well-nursed  prejudice  of  this  kind  was  likely^ 
enough  to  be  met  by  counter-spleen,  and  such  seems  to  have  been  the  trum 
of  the  case.  The  lapse  of  another  generation  has  sufficed  to  wipe  out  every 
trace  of  feuds,  that  were  still  abundantly  discernible,  in  the  days  when 
Ayrshire  first  began  to  ring  with  the  equally  zealous  applause  and  vituper- 
ation oii — 

"  Poet  Bums. 
And  his  priest-skelping  tuxnt.** 

It  is  impossible  to  look  back  now  to  the  civil  war,  which  then  raged 
among  the  churchmen  of  the  west  of  Scotland,  without  confessing,  that  on 
either  side  there  was  much  to  regret,  and  not  a  little  to  blame.  Proud 
and  haughty  spirits  were  unfortunately  opposed  to  each  other ;  and  in  the 
superabundant  display  of  zeal  as  to  doctrinal  points,  neither  party  seems 
to  have  niingled  much  of  the  charity  of  the  Christian  temper.  The  whole 
exhibition  was  unlovely — the  spectacle  of  such  indecent  violence  among 
the  leading  Ecclesiastics  of  the  district,  acted  most  unfavourably  on  many 
men's  minds^ — and  no  one  can  doubt  that  in  the  unsettled  state  of  Robert 
Bums's  principles,  the  effect  must  have  been  powerful  as  to  him. 

Macgill  and  Dalrymple,  the  two  ministers  of  the  town  of  Ayr,  had  long 
been  suspected  of  entertaining  heterodox  opinions  on  several  points,  par- 
ticularly the  doctrine  of  original  sin,  and  even  of  the  Trinity ;  and  the  for- 
mer at  length  published  an  Essay,  which  was  considered  as  demanding 
the  notice  of  the  Church-courts.  More  than  a  year  was  spent  m  the  disr 
cussions  which  arose  out  of  this ;  and  at  last  Dr.  Macgill  was  fain  to  ac- 
knowledge his  errors,  and  promise  that  he  would  take  an  early  opportunity 
of  i^pologizing  for  them  to  his  own  congregation  from  the  pulpit — which 
promii^  boweveri  he  ^ever  performed*    The  gentry  of  the  country  took, 
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finr  the  most  ]iart,  the  side  of  Macgill,  who  was  a  man  of  cold  unpopular 
nuumersy  but  of  unreproached  morsd  character,  and  possessed  of  some  ac- 
complishments, though  certainly  not  of  distinguished  talents.  The  bulk 
of  the  lower  orders  espoused,  with  far  more  fervid  zeal,  the  cause  of  those 
who  conducted  the  prosecution  against  this  erring  doctor.  Gavin  Hamil- 
tOD,  and  all  persons  of  his  stamp,  were  of  course  on  the  side  of  Macgill — 
Auld,  and  the  Mauchline  elders,  were  his  enemies.  Mr.  Robert  Aiken,  a 
writer  in  Ayr,  a  man  of  remarkable  talents,  particularly  in  public  speaking, 
had  the  principal  management  of  MacgilFs  cause  before  the  Presbjrtery, 
and,  I  believe,  also  before  the  Synod.  He  was  an  intimate  friend  of  Ha- 
milton, and  through  him  had  about  this  time  formed  an  acquaintance,  which 
soon  ripened  into  a  warm  friendship,  with  Burns.  Bums,  therefore,  was 
from  the  beginning  a  zealous,  as  in  the  end  he  was  perhaps  the  most  effective 
partizan,  of  the  side  on  which  Aiken  had  staked  so  much  of  his  reputation. 
Macgill,  Dalrymple,  and  their  brethren,  suspected,  with  more  or  less  jus- 
tice, of  leaning  to  heterodox  opinions,  are  the  New  Light  pastors  of  his 
earliest  satires.  The  prominent  antagonists  of  these  men,  and  chosen  cham- 
pions of  the  AuldlAglUj  in  Ayrshire,  it  must  now  be  admitted  on  all  hands, 
presented,  in  many  particulars  of  personal  conduct  and  demeanour,  as  broad 
a  mark  as  ever  tempted  the  shafbs  of  a  satirist  lliese  men  prided  them- 
selves on  being  the  legitimate  and  undegenerate  descendants  and  repre- 
sentatives of  the  haughty  Puritans,  who  chiefly  conducted  the  overthrow 
of  Popery  in  Scotland,  and  who  ruled  for  a  time,  and  would  fain  have  con- 
tinued to  rule,  over  both  king  and  people,  with  a  more  tyrannical  dominion 
than  ever  the  Catholic  priesthood  itself  had  been  able  to  exercise  amidst 
that  hi^-spirited  nation.  With  the  horrors  of  the  Papal  system  for  ever 
in  their  mouths,  these  men  were  in  &ct  as  bigoted  monks,  and  almost  as 
rdentless  inquisitors  in  their  hearts,  as  ever  wore  cowl  and  cord — austere 
and  ungracious  of  aspect,  coarse  and  repulsive  of  address  and  manners- 
very  Pharisees  as  to  the  lesser  matters  of  the  law,  and  many  of  them,  to  all 
outward  appearance  at  least,  overflowing  with  pharisaical^  self-conceit,  as 
well  as  monastic  bile.  That  admirable  qualities  lay  concealed  under  this 
ungainly  exterior,  and  mingled  with  and  cnecked  the  worst  of  these  gloomy 
passions,  no  candid  man  will  permit  himself  to  doubt  or  suspect  for  a  mo- 
ment ;  and  that  Bums  has  grossly  overcharged  his  portraits  of  them,  deep* 
•ning  shadows  that  were  of  themselves  sufficiently  dark,  and  excluding  al- 
together those  brighter,  and  perhaps  softer,  traits  of  character,  which  re- 
deemed the  originals  within  the  sympathies  of  many  of  the  worthiest  and 
best  of  men,  seems  equally  clear.  Their  bitterest  enemies  dared  not  at 
least  to  bring  against  them,  even  when  the  feud  was  at  its  height  of  fervour, 
chiM^s  of  l^t  heinous  sort,  which  they  fearlessly,  and  I  fear  Justly,  pre- 
ferred against  their  antagonists.  No  one  ever  accused  them  of  signing  the 
Articles,  administering  the  sacraments,  and  eating  the  bread  of  a  Church, 
whose  fundamental  doctrines  they  disbelieved,  and,  by  insinuation  at  least, 
disavowed. 

The  law  of  Church-patronage  was  another  subject  on  which  controversy 
ran  high  and  furious  in  the  district  at  the  same  period ;  the  actual  condi- 
tion of  things  on  this  head  being  upheld  by  all  the  men  of  the  New  Light, 
and  condemned  as  equally  at  variance  with  the  precepts  of  the  gospel,  and 
the  rights  of  freemen,  by  not  a  few  of  the  other  party,  and,  in  particular, 
by  certain  conspicuous  zealots  in  the  immediate  neighbourhood  of  Bums. 
While  thia  w^rnins  ragedi  there  broke  out  an  intestine  discwd  within  Ae 
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Mttnp  of  the  ftciion  which  he  loved  not.  Two  of  the  foremost  leaders  of 
the  Auld  Light  party  quarrelled  about  a  question  of  parish- boundaries  ; 
the  matter  was  taken  up  in  the  Presbyter j  of  Kilmarnock,  and  there,  in 
the  open  court,  to  which  the  announcement  of  the  discussion  had  drawn  a 
multitude  of  the  country  people,  and  Burns  among  the  rest,  the  reverend 
dirines,  hitherto  sworn  friends  and  associates,  lost  all  command  of  temper, 
and  abused  each  other  coram  popido^  with  a  fiery  virulence  of  personal  in- 
vective, such  as  has  long  been  banished  from  all  popular  assemblies,  where- 
in  the  laws  of  courtesy  arc  enforced  by  those  of  a  certain  unwritten  code. 
"  The  first  of  my  poetic  offspring  that  saw  the  light,"  says  Bums,  "  wag 
a  burlesque  lamentation  on  a  quarrel  between  two  reverend  Calvinists,  both 
of  them  dramatis  perionm  in  my  Ifofy  Fair.  I  had  a  notion  myself,  that 
the  piece  had  some  merit :  but  to  prevent  the  worst,  I  gave  a  copy  of  it  to 
a  friend  who  was  very  fond  of  such  things,  and  told  him  that  1  could  not 
guess  who  was  the  author  of  it,  but  that  I  thought  it  pretty  clever.  With 
a  certain  description  of  the  clergy,  a&  well  as  laity,  it  met  with  a  roar  of 
appknue."  This  was  The  Holy  Tuilzie,  or  Tioa  Herds,  The  two  herdg^ 
or  pastors,  were  Mr.  Moodie,  minister  of  Uiccartoun,  and  that  favourite  vic- 
tim of  Bums's,  John  Russell,  then  minister  of  Kilmarnock,  and  afterwards 
of  Stirling*— "  From  this  time,'*  Burns  says,  **  I  began  to  be  known  in  the 

country  as  a  maker  of  rhymes Holy  Willies  Prayer  next  made  its 

appearance,  and  alarmed  the  kirk-session  so  much,  that  they  held  several 
meetings  to  look  over  their  spiritual  artillery,  and  see  if  any  of  it  might 

be  pointed  against  profane  rhymers. Burns's  reverend  editor,  Mr.  Paul» 

presents  Holy  Willie's  Prayer  at  full  length,  although  not  inserted  in  Dr. 
Currie's edition,  and  calls  on  the  friends  of  religion  to  bless  the  memory  of 
the  poet  who  took  such  a  judicious  method  of  "  leading  the  liberal  mind  to 
a  rational  view  of  the  nature  of  prayer." — "  This/*  says  that  bold  com- 
mentator,  **  was  not  only  the  prayer  of  Holy  Willie,  but  it  is  merely  the 
metrical  version  of  every  prayer  that  is  offered  up  by  those  who  call  them- 
selvea  the  pure  reformed  church  of  Scotland.  In  the  course  of  his  read- 
ing and  polemical  warfare,  Bums  embraced  and  defended  the  opinions  of 
Taylor  of  Norwich,  Macgill,  and  that  school  of  Divines.  He  could  not 
reconcile  his  mind  to  that  picture  of  the  Being,  whose  very  essence  is 
love»  which  is  drawn  by  the  high  Calvinists  or  the  representatives  of  the 
Ccrenanters — ^namely,  that  he  is  disposed  to  grant  salvation  to  none  but 
a  few  of  their  sect ;  that  the  whole  Pagan  world,  the  disciples  of  Maho- 
met* the  Roman  Catholics,  the  Lutlicrans,  and  even  the  Calvinists  who 
differ  fh>m  them  in  certain  tenets,  must,  like  Korah,  Dathan  and  Abiram, 
descend  to  the  pit  of  perdition,  man,  woman,  and  child,  without  the  possi- 
iHlity  of  escape  ;  but  such  are  the  identical  doctrines  of  the  Camcroniana 
of  the  present  day,  and  such  was  Holy  Willie's  style  of  prayer.  The  hy- 
pocrisy and  dishonesty  of  the  man,  who  was  at  the  time  a  reputed  Saint, 
were  perceived  by  tlie  discerning  penetration  of  Bums,  and  to  expose 
them  he  considered  his  duty.  The  terrible  view  o£  the  Deity  exhibited 
in  that  able  production  is  precisely  the  same  view  which  is  given  of  him, 
in  different  words,  by  many  devout  preachers  at  present.  They  inculcate, 
that  tlie  greatest  sinner  is  the  greatest  favourite  of  heaven — that  a  reform- 
ed bawd  is  more  acceptable  to  the  Almighty  than  a  pure  virgin,  who  has 
hardly  ever  transgressed  even  in  thought — that  the  lost  sheep  alone  will  be 
saved,  and  that  the  ninety-and-nine  out  of  the  hundred  will  be  lefl  in  the 
to  perish  without  mercy — that  the  Saviour  of  the  world  lovea 
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the  elect,  not  from  any  lovely  qualities  which  they  posBess*  for  they  are 
hateful  in  his  sight,  but  **  he  loves  them  because  he  loves  them.**  Such 
are  the  sentiments  which  are  breathed  by  those  who  are  denominated  High 
Calvinists,  and  from  which  the  soul  of  a  poet  who  loves  mankind,  and  who 
has  not  studied  the  systen)  in  all  its  bearings,  recoils  with  horror.  •  •  •  The 
gloomy  forbidding  representation  which  they  give  of  the  Supreme  Being, 
has  a  tendency  to  produce  insanity,  and  lead  to  suicide.**  * 

This  Reverend  author  may  be  considered  as  expressing  in  the  above, 
and  in  other  passages  of  a  similar  tendency,  the  sentiments  with  which 
even  the  most  audacious  of  Bums*s  anti-calvinistic  satires  were  received 
among  the  Ayrshire  divines  of  the  New  Light ;  that  performances  so  blas- 
phemous should  have  been,  not'  only  pardoned,  but  applauded  by  minis- 
ters of  religion,  is  a  singular  circumstance,  which  may  go  far  to  make  the 
reader  comprehend  the  exaggerated  state  of  party  feeling  in  Bums*s  native 
county,  at  the  period  when  he  first  appealed  to  the  public  ear  :  nor  is  it 
fair  to  pronounce  sentence  upon  the  young  and  reckless  satirist,  without  tak- 
ing into  consideration  the  undeniable  fact — that  in  his  worst  offences  of 
this  kind,  he  was  encourapjed  and  abetted  by  those,  who,  to  say  nothing 
more  about  their  professional  character  and  authority,  were  almost  the 
only  persons  of  liberal  education  whose  society  he  had  any  opportunity  of 
approaching  at  the  period  in  question.  Had  Burns  received,  at  this  time, 
from  his  clerical  friends  and  patrons,  such  advice  as  was  tendered,  when 
rather  too  late,  by  a  lajnuan  who  v/cs  as  far  from  bigotry  on  religious  sub- 
jects as  any  man  in  the  world,  this  great  genius  might  have  made  his  first 
approaches  to  the  public  notice  in  a  very  different  character. — **  Let  your 
bright  talents," — (thus  wrote  the  excellent  John  Uomsay  of  Ochtertyre,  in 
October  1787), — •«  Let  those  bright  talents  which  the  Almighty  has  be- 
stowed on  you,  be  hencefortli  employed  to  the  noble  purpose  of  supporting 
the  cause  of  truth  and  virtue.  An  imagination  so  varied  and  forcible  as 
yours,  may  do  this  in  many  different  modes  ;  nor  is  it  necessary  to  be  al- 
ways serious,  which  you  have  been  to  good  purpose  ;  good  morals  may  be 
recommended  in  a  comedy,  or  even  in  a  song.  Great  allowances  are  due 
to  the  heat  and  inexperience  of  youth ; — and  few  poets  can  boast,  like 
Thomson,  of  never  having  written  a  line,  which,  dying,  they  would  wish  to 
blot  In  particular,  I  wish  you  to  keep  clear  of  the  thorny  walks  of  satire, 
which  makes  a  man  an  hundred  enemies  for  one  friend,  and  is  doubly  dan- 
gerous when  one  is  supposed  to  extend  the  slips  and  weaknesses  of  indi- 
viduals to  their  sect  or  party.  About  modes  of  faith,  serious  and  excellent 
men  have  alwoys  differed ;  and  there  are  certain  curious  questions,  which 
may  afford  scope  to  men  of  metaphysical  heads,  but  seldom  mend  the 
heart  or  temper.  Whilst  these  points  are  beyond  human  ken,  it  is  suffi- 
cient that  all  our  sects  concur  in  their  views  of  morak.  You  will  forgive 
me  for  these  hints." 

It  is  amusing  to  observe  how  soon  even  really  Bucolic  bards  learn  the 
tricks  of  their  trade  :  Burns  knew  already  what  lustre  a  compliment  gains 
from  being  set  in  sarcasm,  when  he  made  Willie  call  for  special  notice  of 

^^  Gaun  ITanniIton*8  deserti,    .... 

He  drinks,  and  k wears,  and  plays  ut  carts ; 
Yet  has  soe  mony  taken*  arts 

Wi*  great  and  sma*, 
Frac  Qod*s  ain  pricjtts  the  pcoplu*s  hearts 

He  steals  awa,**  ^c 

*  The  Her.  Hamilton  PauTs  Life  of  Boms,  pp.  40, 4L 
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Nor  11  his  other  patron,  Aiken,  introduced  with  inferior  skill,  as  having 
merited  Willie's  most  fervent  execration  by  his  "  glib-tongued*'  defiance  of 
the  heterodox  doctor  of  Ayr : 

*'  Lord  !  Tisit  them  whs  did  employ  him. 
And  for  thy  people's  lake  destroy  'em.*' 

.  Bums  owed  a  compliment  to  this  gentleman  for  a  well-timed  exercise  of 
hia  elocutionary  talents.  **  I  never  knew  there  was  any  merit  in  my  poems," 
said  he,  "  untU  Mr.  Aitkcn  read  them  into  repute." 

Encouraged  by  the  *'  roar  of  applause"  which  greeted  these  pieces,  thus 
orally  promulgated  and  recommended,  he  produced  in  succession  various 
satires  wherein  the  same  set  of  persons  were  lashed  ;  as  The  Ordinaiumf 
The  Kirh*s  Alarm^  &c.  &c. ;  and  last,  and  best  undoubtedly,  The  Ho^ 
Fmr^  in  which^  unlike  the  others  that  have  been  mentioned,  satire  keeps 
its  own  place,  and  is  subservient  to  the  poetry  of  Burns.  This  was,  in- 
deed, an  extraordinary  performance  ;  no  partizan  of  any  sect  could  whisper 
that  malice  had  formed  its  principal  inspiration,  or  that  its  chief  attraction 
lay  in  the  boldness  with  which  individuals,  entitled  and  accustomed  to  re- 
spect, were  held  up  to  ridicule  :  it  was  acknowledged  amidst  the  sternest 
mutter ings  of  wrath,  that  national  manners  were  once  more  in  the  hands 
of  a  national  poet.  The  Holy  Fairy  however,  created  admiration,  not  sur- 
prise, among  the  circle  of  domestic  friends  who  had  been  admitted  to  watch 
the  steps  of  his  progress  in  an  ai't  of  which,  beyond  that  circle,  little  or 
nothing  was  heard  until  the  youthful  poet  produced  at  length  a  satirical 
master-piece.  ♦  It  is  not  possible  to  reconcile  the  stiitcmcnts  of  Gilbert  and 
others,  as  to  some  of  the  minutia*  of  the  chronological  history  of  Bums*s 
previous  performances ;  but  there  can  be  no  doubt,  that  although  from 
choice  or  accident,  his  first  provincial  fame  was  that  of  a  satirist,  he  had» 
some  time  before  any  of  his  philippics  on  the  Auld  Light  Divines  made 
their  appearance,  exhibited  to  those  who  enjoyed  his  personal  confidencey 
a  range  of  imaginative  power  hardly  inferior  to  what  the  holy  Fair  itself  dis- 
plays ;  and,  at  least,  such  a  ral)idly  improving  skill  in  poetical  language 
and  versification,  as  must  have  prepared  them  for  witnessing,  without  won- 
der, even  the  most  perfect  specimens  of  his  art.  Gilbert  says,  that  **  among 
the  earliest  of  his  poems,"  was  the  Epistle  to  Davie^  (s.  e,  Mr.  David  Sillar), 
and  Mr.  Walker  believes  that  this  was  written  very  soon  ofler  the  death  of 
William  Bumes.  This  piece  is  in  the  very  intricate  and  difficult  measure 
of  the  Cherry  and  the  Slae  ;  and,  on  the  whole,  the  poet  moves  with  ease 
and  grace  in  his  very  unnecessary  trammels :  but  young  poets  are  careless 
beforehand  of  difficulties  which  would  startle  the  experienced ;  and  great 
poets  may  overcome  any  difficulties  if  they  once  grapple  with  them  ;  so 
that  I  should  rather  ground  my  distrust  of  Gilbert's  statement,  if  it  must 
be  literally  taken,  on  the  celebration  of  Jemi^  with  which  the  epistle  ter- 
minates :  and,  afler  all,  she  is  celebrated  in  the  concluding  stanzas,  which 
may  have  been  added  some  time  after  the  first  draught.  The  gloomy  cir- 
cumstances of  the  poet's  personal  condition,  as  described  in  this  piece, 
were  common,  it  cannot  be  doubted,  to  all  the  years  of  his  youthful  his* 
tory ;  so  that  no  particular  date  is  to  be  founded  upon  these  ;  and  if  this 
was  the  firstf  certainly  it  was  not  the  last  occasion,  on  which  Burns  ex- 
ercised his  fancy  in  the  colouring  of  the  very  worst  issue  that  could  attend 
a  life  of  unsuccessful  toil.  But  Gilbert's  recollections,  however  on  trivial 
points  inaccurate,  will  always  be  more  interesting  than  any  thing  that  could 
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be  pot  in  their  place.  **  Robert,"  says  he,  **  often  composed  without  any 
regular  plan,  when  any  thing  made  a  strone  impression  on  his  mind,  so 
as  to  rouse  it  to  poetic  exertion,  he  would  give  way  to  the  impulse,  and 
embody  the  thought  in  rhyme.  If  he  hit  on  two  or  three  stanzas  to  please 
him,  he  would  then  think  of  proper  introductory,  connecting,  and  conclude 
,ing  stanzas ;  hence  the  middle  of  a  poem  was  ofien  first  produced.  It  was, 
I  Slink,  in  summer  1784,  when  in  tne  interval  of  harder  labour,  he  and  I 
were  weeding  in  the  garden  (kail-yard),  that  he  repeated  to  me  the  prin« 
cipal  part  of  his  epistle  (to  Davie).  I  believe  the  first  idea  of  Robert's 
becoming  an  author  was  started  on  this  occasion.  I  was  much  pleased 
with  the  epistle,  and  said  to  him  I  was  of  opinion  it  would  bear  beinff 
printed,  and  that  it  would  be  well  received  by  people  of  taste ;  that  i 
Ihought  it  at  least  equal,  if  not  superior,  to  many  of  Allan  Ramsay's  epis- 
tles, and  that  the  merit  of  these,  and  much  other  Scotch  poetry,  seemed 
to  consist  principally  in  the  knack  of  the  expression — ^but  here,  there  was 
a  strain  of  interesting  sentiment,  and  the  Scotticism  of  the  language  scarce- 
ly seemed  affected,  but  appeared  to  be  the  natural  language  of  the  poet ; 
that,  besides,  there  was  certainly  some  novelty  in  a  poet  pointing  out  the 
consolations  that  were  in  store  for  him  when  he  should  go  a-begging.  Ro« 
bert  seemed  very  well  pleased  with  my  criticism,  and  he  talked  of  sending 
it  to  some  magazine ;  but  as  this  plan  afforded  no  opportunity  of  knowing 
how  it  would  take,  the  idea  was  dropped.  It  was,  I  think,  in  the  winter 
following,  as  we  were  going  together  with  carts  for  coal  to  the  family,  (and 
I  could  yet  point  out  the  particular  spot),  that  the  author  first  repeated  to 
me  the  Address  to  the  DeiL  Tlie  curious  idea  of  such  an  address  was  sug- 
gested to  him,  by  running  over  in  his  mind  the  many  ludicrous  accounts 
and  representations  we  have,  from  various  quarters,  of  this  august  person- 
age. Death  and  Doctor  Hornbook^  though  not  published  in  the  Kilmar- 
nock edition,  was  produced  early  in  the  year  17b5.  The  schoolmaster  of 
Tarbolton  parish,  to  eke^  up  the  scanty  subssitence  allowed  to  that  useful 
class  of  men,  had  set  up  a  shop  of  grocery  goods.  Having  accidentally 
fallen  in  with  some  medical  books,  and  become  most  hobby-horsically  at- 
tached to  the  study  of  medicine,  he  had  added  the  sale  of  a  few  medi- 
cines to  his  little  trade.  He  had  got  a  shop-bill  printed,  at  the  bottom  of 
which,  overlooking  his  own  incapacity,  he  had  advertised,  that  <'  Advice 
would  be  given  in  common  disorders  at  the  shop  gratis."  Robert  was  at  a 
mason-meeting  in  Tarbolton,  when  the  Dominie  unfortunately  made  too 
ostentatious  a  display  of  his  medical  skill.  As  he  parted  in  the  evening 
firom  this  mixture  of  pedantry  and  physic,  at  the  place  where  he  describes 
his  meeting  with  Death,  one  of  those  floating  ideas  of  apparitions,  he  men- 
tions in  his  letter  to  Dr.  Moore,  crossed  his  mind ;  this  set  him  to  work  for 
the  rest  of  the  way  home.  These  circumstances  he  related  when  he  re- 
peated the  verses  to  me  next  aflemoon,  as  I  was  holding  the'  ploueh,  and 
he  was  letting  the  water  off  the  field  beside  me.  The  JEptstU  to  John  Lap- 
raik  was  produced  exactly  on  the.  occasion  described  by  tlie  author.  He 
says  in  that  poem.  On  Fasten^'en  toe  had  a  rockin\  I  believe  he  has  omit- 
ted the  word  rocking  in  the  glossary.  It  is  a  term  derived  from  those 
primitive  times,  when  the  country-women  employed  their  spare  hours  in 
spinning  on  the  rock  or  distaff*.  This  simple  implement  is  a  very  portable 
one,  and  well  fitted  to  the  social  inclination  of  meeting  in  a  neighbour's 
bouse  ;  hence  the  phrase  ongoing  a-rocking,  or  unth  the  rock.  As  the  con- 
nexion die  phrase  bad  with  the  implement  was  forgotten  when'  the  rock 
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gtf 6  jJaoe  to  tlie  •pinning-wheely  the  phrase  came  to  be  luea  by  both 
8ei€i  on  social  occasions^  and  men  talk  of  going  with  their  rocks  as  well  as 
women.  It  was  at  one  of  these  rockingt  at  our  house,  when  wc  had  twelve 
or  fifteen  joung  people  with  their  rodu^  that  Lapraik's  song,  beffinnmg— 
'*  When  I  upon  thy  bosom  lean,"  was  sung,  and  we  were  informed  who  was. 
the  author.  Upon  this  Robert  wrote  his  first  epistle  to  Lapraik  ;  and  his 
second  in  reply  to  his  answer.  The  verses  to  the  Mouse  and  Mouniain 
Jkdty  were  composed  on  the  occasions  mentioned,  and  while  the  author 
was  holding  the  plough  ;  1  could  point  out  the  particular  spot  where  each 
was  composed.  Holding  the  plough  was  a  favourite  situation  with  Robert 
for  poetic  compositions,  and  some  of  his  best  verses  were  produced  while 
be  was  at  that  exercise.  Several  of  the  poems  were  produced  for  the  pur- 
pose of  bringing  forward  some  favourite  sentiment  (H  the  author.  He  used 
to  remark  to  me,  that  he  could  not  well  conceive  a  more  mortifying  picture 
of  human  life  than  a  roan  seeking  work.  In  casting  about  in  his  mind  how 
this  sentiment  might  be  brought  forward,  the  elegy,  Man  was  made  to 
Mowrn^  was  composed.  Robert  had  frequently  remarked  to  me,  that  he 
thought  there  was  something  peculiarly  venerable  in  the  phrase,  *<  Let  us 
worship  God,"  used  by  a  decent  sober  head  of  a  family  introducing  family 
worship.  To  this  sentiment  of  the  author  the  world  is  indebted  for  The  Cot' 
iar'M  Saturday  Night  The  hint  of  the  plan,  and  title  of  the  poem,  were  taken 
from  Ferguson's  Farmer^s  Ingle.  When  Robert  had  not  some  pleasure 
in  view,  in  which  I  was  not  thought  fit  to  participate,  we  used  frequently 
to  walk  together,  when  the  weather  was  favourable,  on  the  Sunday  afler« 
noons,  (those  precious  breathing-times  to  the  labouring  part  of  the  com* 
munity),  and  enjoyed  such  Sundays  as  would  make  one  regret  to  see  their 
number  abridged.  It  was  in  one  of  these  walks  that  I  first  had  the  pleasure 
of  hearing  the  author  repeat  The  Cottar* s  Saturdof/  Night,  I  do  not  recollect 
to  have  read  or  heard  any  thing  by  which  I  was  more  highly  electrffied. 
The  fifUi  and  six  stanzas,  and  the  eighteenth^  thrilled  with  peculiar  ecstacy 
through  my  soiil." 

The  poems  mentioned  by  Gilbert  Burns  in  the  above  extract,  are  among 
the  most  popular  of  his  brother's  performances  ;  and  tliere  may  be  a  time 
for  recurring  to  some  of  their  peculiar  merits  as  works  of  art  It  may  be 
mentioned  here,  that  John  Wilson,  alias  Dr.  Hornbook,  was  not  merely 
compelled  to  shut  up  shop  as  an  apothecary,  or  druggist  rather,  by  the  sa« 
tire  which  bears  liis  name ;  but  so  irresistible  was  the  tide  of  ridicule,  that 
his  pupils,  one  by  one,  deserted  him,  and  he  abandoned  his  schoolcrafl  also. 
Removing  to  Glasgow,  and  turning  himself  successfully  to  commercial 
pursuits.  Dr.  Hornbook  survived  the  local  storm  which  he  could  not  cffec* 
tually  withstand,  and  was  oflen  heard  in  his  latter  days,  when  waxing  cheer- 
ful and  communicative  over  a  bowl  of  punch,  *'  in  the  Saltmarket»"  to  bless 
the  lucky  hour  in  which  the  dominie  of  Tarbolton  provoked  the  castigation 
of  Robert  Bums.  In  those  days  the  Scotch  universities  did  not  turn  out 
doctors  of  physic  by  the  hundred ;  Mr.  Wilson's  was  probably  the  only 
medicine-chest  from  which  salts  and  senna  were  distributed  for  the  benefit 
of  a  considerable  circuit  of  parishes ;  and  his  advictf,  to  say  the  least  of  the 
matter,  was  perhaps  as  good  as  could  be  had,  for  love  or  money,  among  the 
wise  women  who  were  the  only  rivals  of  his  practice.  The  poem  which 
drofe  him  from  Ayrshire  was  not,  we  may  believe,  eitlier  expected  or  de« 
signed  to  produce  any  such  serious  efiect*  Poor  Hornbook  and  the  poet 
were  old  acquaintances,  and  in  some  sort  rival  wits  at  the  time  in  the  mt^ ' 
9oa  lodge. 
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In  Man  wu  made  to  Mourn,  whatever  might  be  the  casual  idea  that  set 
the  poet  to  work,  it  is  but  too  evident,  tliAt  he  wrote  from  the  habitual 
feelings  of  his  own  bosom.  The  indignation  with  which  he  through  )ife 
contemplated  the  inequality  of  human  condition,  and  particularly,  the  con- 
trast between  his  own  worldly  circumstances  and  intellectual  rank,  was 
never  more  bitterly,  nor  more  loftily,  expressed,  than  in  some  of  those 
stanzas  :«- 

**  See  youder  p6or  o^erUbour'd  wight^ 

So  abject,  mean,  and  vile, 
Who  b^  a  brother  of  the  earth 

To  give  him  leave  to  toil. 
And  see  his  lordly  feUow  worm 

The  poor  petition  ipum, 
Unminaful,  tlio*  a  weeping  wife  * 

And  helpless  (^spring  mourn. 

If  Tm  designM  yon  lordling's  ilave— 

By  Nature*s  laws  de8ign*a— 
Why  was  an  independent  wish 

E*er  planted  in  my  mind  ? 
If  not,  why  am  I  subject  to 

His  cruelty  and  scorn, 
Or  why  has  man  the  will  and  power 

To  make  his  fellow  mourn  ?^ 

**  I  had  an  old  grand-uncle,"  says  the  poet,  in  one  of  his  letters  to  Mrs. 
Dunlop,  **  with  whom  my  mother  lived  in  her  girlish  years ;  the  good  old 
man,  for  such  he  was,  was  blind  long  ere  he  died  ;  during  which  time  his 
highest  enjoyment  was  to  sit  down  and  cry,  while  my  mother  would  sing 
the  simple  old  song  of  The  Life  and  Age  ^ Man'* 

In  Man  was  made  to  Mourn,  Durns  appears  to  have  taken  many  hints 
from  this  ancient  ballad,  which  begins  tlius : 

'^  Upon  the  sixteen  hundred  year  of  God,  and  fifby-three, 
Frae  Christ  was  bom,  that  bought  us  dear,  as  wridngs  tettifie; 
On  January,  the  sixteenth  day,  as  I  did  lie  alone, 
With  many  a  sigh  and  sob  did  say^Ah  !  man  is  made  to  moan  !*** 

The  CotUare  Saturday  NigJu  is,  perhaps,  of  all  Bums*s  pieces,  the  one 
whose  exclusion  from  the  collection,  were  such  things  possible  now-a-days, 
would  be  the  most  injurious,  if  not  to  the  genius,  at  least  to  tlie  character, 
of  the  man.  In  spite  of  many  feeble  lines,  and  some  heavy  stanzas,  it  ap- 
pears to  me,  that  even  his  genius  would  suffer  more  in  estimation,  by  being 
contemplated  in  the  absence  of  this  poem,  than  of  any  other  single  perform- 
ance he  has  lefl  us.  Loflier  flights  he  certainly  has  made,  but  in  these  he 
remained  but  a  short  while  on  Uie  wing,  and  effort  is  too  oflen  perceptible  ; 
here  the  motion  is  easy,  gentle,  placidly  undulating.  There  is  more  of  the 
conscious  security  of  power,  than  in  any  other  of  his  serious  pieces  of  con- 
siderable length  ;  the  whole  has  the  appearance  of  coming  in  a  fiill  stream 
from  the  fountain  of  the  heart — a  stream  that  soothes  the  ear,  and  has  no 
glare  on  the  surface. 

It  is  delightful  to  turn  from  any  of  the  pieces  which  present  so  great  a 
genius  as  writhing  under  an  inevitable  burden,  to  this,  where  his  buoyant 
energy  seems  not  even  to  feel  the  pressure.  The  miseries  of  toil  and  pe- 
nury, who  shall  affect  to  treat  as  unreal  ?  Yet  they  shrunk  to  small  dimen- 
■ions  in  the  presence  of  a  spirit  thus  exalted  at  once,  and  soUened,  by  the 
pieties  of  virgin  love,  filial  reverence,  and  domestic  devotion. 

*  Cromek*8  Scottinh  Songs. 
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The  Ot>Uar*M  Saturday  Ntgkt  and  the  Holy  Fair  have  been  put  m  con- 
thMt,  and  much  marrel  made  that  they  should  have  sprung  from  thcf  lamo 
source.  "  The  annual  celebration  of  the  Sacrament  of  the  Lord's  Supper 
in  the  rural  parishes  of  Scotland,  has  much  in  it,"  says  the  unfortuzutte 
Heron,  <^  of  those  old  popish  festivals,  in  which  superstition,  traffic,  and 
amusement,  used  to  be  strangely  intermingled.  Burns  saw  and  seized  in 
it  <me  of  the  happiest  of  all  subjects  to  afford  scope  for  the  display  of  that 
strong  and  piercing  sagacity,  by  which  he  could  almost  intuitively  distin- 
guish  the  reasonable  from  the  absurd,  and  tlie  becoming  from  the  ri£culous ; 
of  that  picturesque  power  of  fancy  which  enabled  him  to  represent  scenes, 
and  persons,  and  groups,  and  looks,  and  attitudes,  and  gestures,  in  a  manner 
ahnost  as  lively  and  impressive,  even  in  words,  as  if  all  the  artifices  and  ener- 
gies of  the  pencil  had  been  employed ;  of  that  knowledge  which  he  had  ne- 
cessarily acquired  of  the  manners,  passions,  and  prejudices  of  the  rustics 
around  him — of  whatever  was  ridiculous,  no  less  than  whatever  was  affect- 
ingly  beautiful  in  rural  life."  This  is  very  good,  but  who  ever  disputed  the 
exquisite  graphic  trutli  of  the  poem  to  which  the  critic  refers?  The  ques- 
tion remains  as  it  stood ;  is  there  then  nothing  besides  a  strange  mixture 
of  superstition,  traffic,  and  amusement,  in  the  scene  which  such  an  annual 
celebration  in  a  rural  parish  of  Scotland  presents  ?  Does  nothing  of  what 
it  «  affiectingly  beautiful  in  rural  life,"  make  a  part  in  the  original  which 
was  before  the  poet's  eyes?  Were  "Superstition,"  •*  Hypocrisy,"  and 
**  Fun,'*  the  only  influences  which  he  might  justly  have  impersonated  ?  It 
would  be  hard,  I  think,  to  speak  so  even  of  the  old  popish  festivals  to  which 
Mr.  Heron  alludes  ;  it  would  be  hard,  surely,  to  say  it  of  any  festival  in 
which,  mingled  as  they  may  be  with  sanctimonious  pretenders,  and  sur- 
rounded with  giddy  groups  of  onlookers,  a  mighty  multitude  of  devout  men 
are  assembled  for  the  worship  of  God,  beneath  the  open  heaven,  and  above 
the  tombs  of  their  fathers. 

Let  us  beware,  however,  of  pushing  our  censure  of  a  young  poet,  mad 
with  the  inspiration  of  the  moment,  from  whatever  source  derived,  too  far. 
It  can  hardly  be  doubted  that  the  author  of  The  Cottar »  Saturday  Night 
had  felt,  in  his  time,  all  that  any  man  can  feel  in  the  contemplation  of  the 
most  sublime  of  the  religious  observances  of  his  country ;  and  as  little,  that 
had  he  taken  up  the  subject  of  this  rural  sacrament  in  a  solemn  mood,  he 
might  have  produced  a  piece  as  gravely  beautiful,  as  his  Hoty  Fair  is 
quaint,  graphic,  and  picturesque.  A  scene  of  family  worship,  on  the  other 
hand,  I  can  easily  imagine  to  have  come  from  his  hand  as  pregnant  with  the 
ludicrous  as  that  Holy  Fair  itself.  The  family  prayers  of  the  Saturday's 
night,  and  the  rural  celebration  of  the  Eucharist,  are  parts  of  the  same  sys- 
tem— ^the  system  which  has  made  the  people  of  Scotland  what  they  are-*- 
and  what,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  they  will  continue  to  be.  And  when  men  ask 
of  themselves  what  this  great  national  poet  really  thought  of  a  system  in 
which  minds  immeasurably  inferior  to  his  can  see  so  much  to  venerate,  it 
Is  surely  just  that  they  should  pay  most  attention  to  what  he  has  delivered 
under  Uie  gravest  sanction. 

The  Reverend  Hamilton  Paul  does  not  desert  his  post  on  occasion  of 
7%e  Holy  Fair;  he  defends  that  piece  as  manfully  as  Holy  JVHHe;  and» 
indeed,  expressly  applauds  Burns  for  having  endeavoured  to  explode  **  a* 
bmes  discountenanced  by  the  General  Assembly."  Hallowe*aii^  a  descrip« 
ttre  poem,  perhaps  even  more  exquisitely  wrought  than  the  Holy  FaJir^ 
mA  oonfaining  nothing  that  could  offend  the  feelings  of  anybody^  waa  pnn 
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AiMd  about  die  Mme  periocL  Bums's  art  had  ncm  readied  tti  dtnudt ; 
Kilt  it  ia  Ume  that  we  should  revert  more  particularlj  to  the  personal  hU« 
tonr  of  the  poet. 

He  seems  to  have  very  soon  perceived,  that  the  farm  of  Mossglel  eotiU 
at  the  best  furnish  no  more  than  the  bare  means  of  existence  to  io  lartfe 
a  fiunily ;  and  wearied  with  **  the  prospects  drear/'  fVom  which  he  omy 
escaped  in  occasional  intervals  of  social  merriment,  or  when  gay  flashes  ttf 
Solitary  fancy,  for  they  were  no  more,  threw  sunshine  on  every  thing,  he 
very  naturally  took  up  the  notion  of  quitting  Scotland  for  a  time,  and  try* 
ing  his  fortune  in  the  West  Indies,  where,  as  is  well  known,  the  manageft 
of  the  plantations  are,  in  the  great  majority  of  cases,  Scotchmen  of  Buma*a 
own  rank  and  condition.  His  letters  show,  thdt  on  two  or  three  different 
occasions,  long  before  his  poetry  had  excited  any  attention,  he  had  applied 
ibr,  and  nearly  obtained  appointments  of  this  sort,  through  the  intervention 
of  his  acquaintances  in  the  sea-port  of  Irvine.  Petty  accidents,  not  worth 
describing,  interfered  to  disappoint  him  from  time  to  time ;  but  at  last  a 
new  burst  of  misfortune  rendered  him  doubly  anxious  to  escape  from  hk 
native  land ;  and  but  for  an  accident,  his  arrangements  would  certainly 
have  been  completed.  But  we  must  not  come  quite  so  rapidly  to  the  last 
of  his  Ayrshire  love-stories.  How  many  lesser  romances  of  this  order  were 
evolved  and  completed  during  his  residence  at  Mossgiel,  it  is  needless  to 
inquire  ;  that  they  were  many,  his  songs  prove,  for  in  those  days  he  wrote 
no  love-songs  on  imaginary  Heroines.  Marjf  Moruon — Bekmd  yen  kills 
where  Stmehar  flows — On  Cessnock  bank  there  lives  a  lass — ^belong  to  this 
period ;  and  there  arc  three  or  four  inspired  by  Mary  Campbell---the  ob- 
ject of  by  far  the  deepest  passion  that  ever  Bums  knew,  and  which  he  has 
accordingly  immortalized  in  the  noblest  of  his  elegiacs.  In  introducing 
to  Mr.  Thomson's  notice  the  song, — 

"  Will  ?e  go  to  the  Indten,  my  Mary, 
And  leave  auld  Scoda*s  snore  ?— 
Will  ye  go  to  the  Indies,  my  Mary, 
Across  tlie  Atlantic's  roar  ?** 

Bums  says,  '<  tn  my  early  years,  when  I  was  thinking  of  going  to  the  Weft 
Indies,  I  took  this  farewell  of  a  dear  girl  ;*'  afterwards,  in  a  note  on—* 

*^  Ve  banks,  and  braes,  and  streams  around 
The  Castel  o*  Mootgomerie ; 
OiCen  be  your  woods,  and  fur  your  flowerSi 
Your  waters  never  drumlie.*' 

he  adds,-*<<  After  a  pretty  long  trial  of  die  most  ardent  reciprocal  afle^ 
tion,  we  met  by  appointment  on  the  second  Sunday  of  May,  in  a  sequester* 
ed  spot  by  the  bsinks  of  Ayr,  where  we  spent  a  day  in  taking  a  farwell  be^ 
fore  she  should  embark  for  the  West  Highlands,  to  arrange  matters  among 
her  friends  for  our  projected  change  of  life.  At  the  close  of  the  autumn 
following  she  crossed  the  sea  to  meet  me  at  Greenock,  where  she  hadi 
scarce  landed  when  she  was  seized  with  a  malignant  fever,  whidi  hurried 
my  dear  girl  to  her  grave  in  a  few  days,  before  I  could  even  hear  of  her  01* 
ness ;"  and  Mr.  Cromek,  speaking  of  the  same  ^<  day  of  parting  love,**  givii 
some  further  particulars.  '*  This  adieu,"  says  that  aealous  inquirer  into  thf 
details  of  Burns's  story,  «  was  performed  with  all  those  simple  andMriUiy 
ceremonialsi  which  rustic  sentiment  has  devised  t4T  fffrlong  f  ander  omffti  ffm 
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ahd  to  impose  we.  The  lovers  stood  on  each  side  of  a  small  purling  brook 
«— they  laved  their  hands  in  the  limpid  stream — and,  holding  a  Bible  be« 
tween  them,  pronounced  their  vows  to  be  faithful  to  each  other.  They 
parted— never  to  meet  again."  It  is  proper  to  add,  that  Mr.  Cromek*s  story 
has  recently  been  confirmed  very  strongly  by  the  accidental  discovery  of  a 
Bible  presented  by  Bums  to  Mcny  Campbell,  in  the  possession  of  her  still 
surviving  sister  at  Ardrossan.  Upon  the  boards  of  the  first  volume  is  in- 
acribed,  in  Bums's  hand-writing, — <<  And  ye  shall  not  swear  by  my  name 
falsely*— I  am  the  Lord." — Levit.  chap.  xix.  v.  12.  On  the  second  volume, 
^^**  Thou  shalt  not  forswear  thyself,  but  shalt  perform  unto  the  Lord  thine 
mUl"— -St  Matth.  chap,  v.,  v.  33.  And,  on  a  blank  leaf  of  either, — «  Ro- 
bert Bums,  Mossgiel."  How  lasting  was  the  poet*s  remembrance  of  this 
pure  love,  and  its  tragic  termination,  will  be  seen  hereafler.  Highland 
Mary  seems  to  have  died  ere  her  lover  had  made  any  of  his  more  serious 
attempts  in  poetry.  In  the  Epistle  to  Mr.  Sillar,  (as  we  have  already  hint- 
ed), the  very  earliest,  according  to  Gilbert,  of  Uiese  attempts,  the  poet 
oelebfBtes  "  his  Davie  and  his  Jean"  This  was  Jean  Armour,  a  young 
woman,  a  step,  if  any  thing,  above  Burns*s  own  rank  in  life,  the  daughter 
of  a  respectable  man,  a  master-mason,  in  the  village  of  Mauchline,  where 
^e  was  at  the  time  the  reigning  toast,  and  who  still  survives,  as  the  re- 
spected widow  of  our  poet.  There  are  numberless  allusions  to  her  maiden 
OTarms  in  the  best  pieces  which  he  produced  at  Mossgiel ;  amongst  others 
k  the  six  BeUes  of  Mauchline,  at  the  head  of  whom  she  is  placed. 

*'  In  Mauchline  there  dwells  tax  proper  your.e  belles. 
The  pride  of  the  phice  and  its  neighbourhood  a* ; 
Their  carriage  and  dress,  a  stranger  would  guess, 
In  Ijon'on  or  Paris  they'd  gotten  it  a* : 

"  Miss  I^Iillar  is  fine,  Miss  Markland*s  divine, 

Aliss  Smith  she'  has  wit,  and  Miss  Betty  is  brnw  ; 
There*s  beauty  and  fortune  to  get  wi'  Miss  Morton, 
But  Armour's  the  jewel  for  me  o'  them  a\" 

The  time  is  not  yet  come,  in  which  all  the  details  of  this  story  can  be  ex- 
pected.    Jean  Armour  found  herself  pregnant. 

Bums*s  worldly  circumstances  were  in  a  most  miserable  state  when  he 
was  informed  of  Miss  Armour's  condition  ;  and  the  first  announcement  of 
it  staggered  him  like  a  blow.  He  saw  nothing  for  it  but  to  ^y  the  country 
at  once ;  and,  in  a  note  to  James  Smith  of  Mauchline.  the  confidant  of  his 
amour,  he  thus  wrote  : — "  Against  two  things  I  am  fixed  as  fate — staying 
at  home,  and  owniiig  her  conjugally.  The  first,  by  Heaven,  I  will  not  do ! 
— the  last,  by  hell,  I  will  never  do  ! — A  good  God  bless  you,  and  make 

you  happy,  up  to  the  warmest  weeping  wish  of  parting  friendship , 

If  you  see  Jean,  tell  her  I  will  meet  her,  so  help  me  God,  in  my  hour  of 
need*"  The  lovers  met  accordingly  ;  and  the  result  of  the  meeting  was 
what  was  to  be  anticipated  from  the  tenderness  and  the  manliness  of  Burns*8 
feelings.  All  dread  of  personal  inconvenience  yielded  at  once  to  the  tears 
of  the  woman  he  loved,  and,  ere  they  parted,  he  gave  into  her  keeping  a 
written  acknowledgment  of  marriage.    This,  under  the  circumstances,  and 

Eroduced  by  a  person  in  Miss  Armour's  condition,  according  to  the  Scots 
iw,  was  to  be  accepted  as  legal  evidence  of  an  irregular  marriage  having 
really  taken  place  ;  it  being  of  course  understood  that  the  marriage  was  to 
be  formally  avowed  as  soon  as  the  consequences  of  their  imprudence  could 
no  longer  be  concealed  from  her  familv,    Th^  disclosure  was  deferred  tQ 

•  7  ' 
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the  last  moment,  and  it  was  received  by  the  father  of  Miss  Atmoitr  with 
equal  surprise  and  anger.  Bums,  confessing  himself  to  be  unequal  to  the 
maintenance  of  a  family,  proposed  to  go  immediately  to  Jamaica,  where  he 
hoped  to  find  better  fortunes.  He  offered,  if  this  were  rejected,  to  aban« 
don  his  farm,  which  was  by  this  time  a  hopeless  concern,  and  earn  bread, 
at  least  for  his  wife  and  children,  by  his  labour  at  home  ;  but  nothing  could 
appease  the  indignation  of  Armour.  By  what  arguments  he  prevailed  on 
his  daughter  to  take  so  strange  and  so  painful  a  step  we  know  not ;  but  the 
fact  is  certain,  that,  at  his  urgent  entreaty,  she  destroyed  the  document. 

It  was  under  such  extraordinary  circumstances  that  Miss  Armour  be- 
came the  mother  of  twins. — Bums  s  love  and  pride,  the  two  most  powerful 
feelings  of  his  mind,  had  been  equally  wounded.  His  anger  and  grief  to- 
gether drove  him,  according  to  every  account,  to  the  verge  of  absolute 
insanity ;  and  some  of  his  letters  on  this  occasion,  both  published  and  un- 
published, have  certainly  all  the  appearance  of  having  been  written  in  as 
deep  a  concentration  of  despair  as  ever  preceded  the  most  awful  of  human 
calamities.  His  first  thought  had  been,  as  we  have  seen,  to  fly  at  once 
from  the  scene  of  his  disgrace  and  misery ;  and  this  course  seemed  now  to 
be  absolutely  necessary.  He  was  summoned  to  find  security  for  the  main- 
tenance of  the  children  whom  he  was  prevented  from  legitimating ;  but 
the  man  who  had  in  his  desk  the  immortal  poems  to  whi(£  we  have  been 
referring  above,  either  disdained  to  ask,  or  tried  in  vain  to  find,  pecuniary 
assistance  in  his  hour  of  need ;  and  the  only  alternative  that  presented  it* 
aelf  to  his  view  was  America  or  a  jaiL 


CHAPTER  IV. 

CtoWaiiH-^TI*  Ptt  g%t$»  np  MoupUl  to  hit  Brother  Gilbert — TiUeudt  for  JanuuetUmt 
StAmrifiti§M  Sdithm  of  hit  Poema  tuggtnttd  to  tupply  meant  of  omtjit — Out  of  600  eopiu 
pwimltd  €i  XUmarmoek,  1786<— A  bringt  him  extended  reputation,  and  £20^Alto  many 
Mry  UrndfrUnd^  hut  no  patron — In  thett  circumstances,  Guaging  Jirtt  hinitd  to  him  ly 
Mf  oatig  fritmdtt  Hamilton  and  Aiken — Sayinpt  and  doingt  in  thejirst  gear  of  hitfame^-^ 
^■■I'm  tigain  In  vitm — PEm  detitted  from  becaute  of  encouragement  bg  J}r,  BkuUoek 
i^fmUitk  td  BdMmykf  vktnin  the  Poet  tojourns. 


^>He  law  misfortune*!  eauld  nor^-vett^ 
Liag  muttering  up  a  bitter  blast ; 
A  julet  brak  his  heart  at  but, 

111  may  >he  be ! 
So,  took  a  birth  afore  th^  mast. 

An*  owre  the  sea.** 

jAif  AicA  was  now  his  mark,  for  at  that  time  the  United  States  were 
sot  looked  to  as  the  place  of  refuge  they  have  since  become.  After  some 
little  time>  and  not  a  little  trouble,  the  situation  of  assistant-overseer  on 
the  estate  of  Dr.  Douglas  in  that  colony,  was  procured  for  him  by  one  of 
his  friends  in  the  town  of  Irvine.  Money  to  pay  for  his  passage,  however, 
he  bad  not;  and  it  at  last  occurred  to  him  that  the  few  pounds  requisite 
for  this  purpose,  might  be  raised  by  the  publication  of  some  of  the  finest 
poems  that  ever  delighted  mankind. 

His  landlord,  Gavin  Hamilton,  Mr.  Aiken,  and  other  friends,  encouraged 
him  warmly ;  and  after  some  hesitation,  he  at  length  resolved  to  hazard  an 
experiment  which  might  perhaps  better  his  circumstances  ;  and,  if  any  tole- 
rable number  of  subscribers  could  be  procured,  could  not  make  them  worse 
than  they  were  already.  His  rural  patrons  exerted  themselves  with  suc- 
cett  in  the  matter ;  and  so  many  copies  were  soon  subscribed  for,  that 
Bums  entered  into  terms  with  a  printer  in  Kilmarnock,  and  began  to  copy 
out  his  performances  for  the  press.  He  carried  his  MSS.  piecemeal  to  the 
jyrinter ;  and  encouraged  by  the  ray  of  light  which  unexpected  patronage 
had  begun  to  throw  on  his  affairs,  composed,  while  the  printing  was  in  pro- 
gress, some  of  the  best  poems  of  the  collection.  The  tale  of  the  Twa  jiogt^ 
for  instance,  with  which  the  volume  commenced,  is  known  to  have  been 
written  in  the  short  interval  between  the  publication  being  determined  on 
and  the  printing  begun.  His  own  account  of  the  business  to  Dr.  Moore  is 
jtt  follows : — 

^  I  gave  up  my  part  of  the  farm  to  my  brother :  in  truth,  it  was  only 
nominally  mine ;  and  made  what  little  preparation  was  in  my  power  for 
Jamaica.  But  before  leaving  my  native  land,  I  resolved  to  publish  my 
Poems.  I  weighed  my  productions  as  impartially  as  was  in  my  power :  I 
thought  they  had  merit ;  and  it  was  a  delicious  idea  that  I  should  be  called 
a  clever  fellow,  even  though  it  should  never  reach  my  ears — a  poor  negro- 
driTer— or,  perhaps,  a  victim  to  that  inhospitable  clime,  and  gone  to  the 
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world  of  spirits,  t  can  truly  say  that,  pattvre  inconnu  as  I  then  was,  I  had 
pretty  nearly  as  high  an  idea  of  myself  and  of  ray  works  as  I  have  at  this 
moment  when  the  public  has  decided  in  their  favour.  It  ever  was  my  opi« 
nion,  that  the  mistakes  and  blunders,  both  in  a  rational  and  religious  point 
of  view,  of  which  we  sec  thousands  daily  guilty,  are  owing  to  their  igno- 
rance of  themselves. — To  know  myself,  had  been  all  along  my  constant 
study.  I  weighed  myself  alone  ;  I  balanced  myself  with  others :  I  watch- 
ed every  means  of  information,  to  see  how  much  ground  I  occupied  as  a 
man  and  as  a  poet :  I  studied  assiduously  Nature's  design  in  my  formation— 
where  the  lights  and  shades  in  character  were  intended.  I  was  pretty  cmii* 
fident  my  poems  would  meet  with  some  applause ;  but,  at  the  worst,  the 
roar  of  the  Atlantic  would  deafen  tlie  voice  of  censure,  and  the  novelty  of 
West  Indian  scenes  make  me  forget  neglect.  I  threw  off  si3(  hundred  copies, 
for  which  I  got  subscriptions  for  about  three  hundred  and  fifty.*—- My  va* 
nity  was  highly  gratified  by  the  reception  I  met  with  from  the  public ;  and 
besides,  I  pocketed  nearly  £20.  This  sum  came  very  seasonably,  as  I  was 
thinking  of  indenting  myself,  for  want  of  money  to  procure  my  passage.  As 
soon  as  I  was  master  of  nine  guineas,  the  price  of  wafting  me  to  the  torrid 
zone,  1  took  a  steerage  passage  in  the  first  sliip  that  was  to  sail  from  the 

Clyde;  for 

^^  Hungry  ruin  had  me  in  the  wind.** 

*<  I  had  been  for  some  days  skulking  from  covert  to  covert,  under  all  the 
terrors  of  a  jail;  as  some  ill-advised  people  had  uncoupled  the  merciless 
pack  of  the  law  at  my  heels.  I  had  taken  the  last  fkcewell  of  my  fbw  friends ; 
my  chest  was  on  the  road  to  Greenock ;  I  had  composed  the  last  song  I 
should  ever  measure  in  Caledonia,  The  gloomy  night  is  gathering  Jhsit  when 
a  letter  fVom  Dr.  Blacklock  to  a  friend  of  mine,  overthrew  all  my  schemes* 
by  opening  new  prospects  to  my  poetic  ambition." 

To  the  above  rapid  narrative  of  the  poet,  we  may  annex  a  fbw  detailsy 
gathered  from  his  various  biographers  and  fVom  his  own  letters. — While 
the  Kilmarnock  edition  was  in  the  press,  it  appears  that  his  fViends  Hamil- 
ton and  Aiken  revolved  various  schemes  for  procuring  him  the  means  of 
remaining  in  Scotland  ;  and  having  studied  some  of  the  practical  branches 
of  mathematics,  as  we  have  seen,  and  in  particular  guaging^  it  occurred  to 
himself  that  a  situation  in  the  Excise  might  be  better  suited  to  him  than  any 
other  he  was  at  all  likely  to  obtain  by  the  intervention  of  such  patrons  as  Ii^^ 
poatessed.  He  appears  to  have  lingered  longer  after  the  pubkcation  of  thft 
poems  than  one  might  suppose  fVom  his  own  narrative,  in  the  hope  that 
these  gentlemen  might  at  length  succeed  in  their  efforts  in  his  behalf.  The 
poems  were  received  with  favour,  even  with  rapture,  in  the  county  of  Ayri 
and  ere  long  over  the  adjoining  counties.  "  Old  and  young,*'  thus  speaka 
Bobert  Heron,  **  high  and  low,  grave  and  gay,  learned  or  ignorant,  were 
alike  delighted,  agitated,  transported.  I  was  at  that  time  resident  in  Gal- 
loway, contiguous  to  Ayrshire,  and  I  can  well  remember  how  even  plough- 
boys  and  maid-servants  would  have  glady  bestowed  the  wages  they  earned 
the  most  hardly,  and  which  they  wanted  to  purchase  necessary  clothing, 
if  they  might  but  procure  the  Works  of  Bums." — The  poet  soon  foiuul 
that  his  person  also  had  become  an  object  of  general  curiosity,  and  that  a 
lively  interest  in  his  personal  fortunes  was  excited  among  some  of  the  gen* 

*  QUbert  Burnt  mtDUons,  Uut  •  tingle  indlridttji],  Mr.  WilliMB  ?vVf  mtrcbaDt  in 
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try  of  the  district^  when  the  details  of  his  story  reached  them,  as  it  wai 
pretty  sure  to  do,  along  with  his  modest  and  manly  pre&ce.  "^  Among 
others,  the  celebarted  FVofessor  Dugald  Stewart  of  Edinburgh,  and  his  ac- 
complished lady,  then  resident  at  their  beautiful  seat  of  Catrinet  b^an  to 
notice  him  with  much  polite  and  friendly  attention.  Dr.  Hugh  Blair,  who 
then  held  an  eminent  place  in  tlie  literary  society  of  Scotland,  happened 
te  be  paying  Mr.  Stewart  a  visit,  and  on  reading  TTie  Holy  Fairy  at  once 
pronounced  it  the  **  work  of  a  very  great  genius ;"  and  Mrs.  Stewart,  her- 
self a  poetess,  flattered  him  perhaps  still  more  highly  by  her  warm  com? 
mendations.  fiut«  above  all,  his  little  volume  happened  to  attract  the  no- 
tice of  Mrs.  Dunlop  of  Dunlop,  a  lady  of  high  birth  and  ample  fortune^ 
enthosiastically  attached  to  her  country,  and  interested  in  whatever  ap- 
peared to  concern  the  honour  of  Scotland.  This  excellent  woman,  whUe 
slowly  recovering  from  the  languor  of  an  illness,  laid  her  hand  acciden- 
taOy  on  the  new  production  of  the  provincial  press,  and  opened  the  volume 
at  The  Cotiar's  Saturday  Night.  «'  She  read  it  over,"  says  Gilbert,  "  with 
the  greatest  pleasure  and  surprise  ;  the  poet*s  description  of  the  simple 
cottagers  operated  on  her  mind  like  the  charm  of  a  powerful  exorcist,  re- 
pelling the  demon  ennui,  and  restoring  her  to  her  wonted  inward  harmony 
aqd  satisfaction.**  Mrs.  Dunlop  instantly  sent  an  express  to  Mossgiel,  dis- 
tant sixteen  miles  from  her  residence,  with  a  very  kind  letter  to  Burns,  re- 
questing him  to  supply  her,  if  he  could,  with  half-a-dozen  copies  of  the 
book,  and  to  call  at  Dunlop  as  soon  as  he  could  find  it  convenient.  Burns 
waa  fWmi  home,  but  he  acknowledged  the  favour  conferred  on  him  in  this 
very  interesting  letter : — 

«<  Madam,  Ayrshire^  1786. 

^  I  AM  truly  fforry  I  was  not  at  home  yesterday,  when  I  was  so  much 
honoured  with  your  order  for  my  copies,  and  incom{)arably  more  by  the 
handsome  compliments  you  are  pleased  to  pay  my  poetic  abilities.  I  am 
folly  persuaded  that  there  is  not  any  class  of  mankind  so  feelingly  alive  to 
the  titiUations  of  applause  as  the  sons  of  Parnassus  ;  nor  is  it  easy  to  con* 
ceive  how  the  heart  of  the  poor  bard  dances  with  rapture,  when  those 
whose  character  in  life  gives  them  a  right  to  be  polite  judges,  honour  him 
with  thm  qyprobation.  Had  you  been  thoroughly  acquainted  with  me. 
Madam,  ytm  could  not  have  touched  my  darling  heart-chord  more  sweetly 
than  by  noticing  my  attempts  to  celebrate  your  illustrious  ancestor,  the 
Satkmrefhis  Country, 

*^  Great  patriot  hero !  ill  requited  chief  !'* 

**  The  first  book  I  met  with  in  my  early  years,  which  I  perused  with 
pleasure,  icas  The  Ufe  of  Hannibal ;  the  next  was  The  History  of  Sir 
William  Wallace :  for  several  of  my  earlier  years  I  had  few  other  authors ; 
and  many  a  solitary  hour  have  I  stole  out,  afler  the  laborious  vocations  of 
the  day,  to  shed  a  tear  over  their  glorious  but  unfortunate  stories.  In 
those  boyish  days  I  remember  in  particular  being  struck  with  that  part  of 
WaUace's  story  where  these  Imes  occur — 

'^  S^ne  to  the  Leglan  wood,  when  it  was  late, 
^0  make  a  ulent  and  a  safe  retreat.** 

*  Sec  Prose  Camposhioni. 
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"  I  chose  a  fine  summer  Sunday,  the  only  day  my  ime  of  life  allowed, 
and  walked  half  a  dozen  of  miles  to  pay  my  respects  to  the  Leglan  wood, 
with  as  much  devout  cndisiasm  as  ever  pilgrim  did  to  Loretto ;  and  as  I 
explored  every  den  and  dell  where  I  coul^l  suppose  my  heroic  countryman 
to  have  lodged,  I  recoIlcQt  (for  even  then  I  was  a  rhymer),  that  my  heart 
glowed  with  a  wish  to  be  able  to  make  a  song  on  him  in  some  measure 
equal  to  his  merits.** 

Shortly  aflerwards  commenced  a  personal  acquaintance  with  this  ami* 
able  ai^d  intelligent  lady,  who  seems  to  have  filled  in  some  degree  the  place 
of  Sa^  Mentor  to  the  poet,  and  who  never  afterwards  ceased  to  be^iend 
him  to  the  utmost  of  her  power.  His  letters  to  Mrs.  Dunlop  form  a  very 
large  proportion  of  all  his  subsequent  correspondence,  and,  addressed  as 
they  were  to  a  person,  whose  sex,  age,  rank,  and  benevolence,  inspired  at 
once  profound  respect  and  a  graceful  confidence,  will  ever  remain  the  most 
pleasing  of  all  the  materials  of  our  poet's  biography. 

At  the  residences  of  these  new  acquaintances,  Bums  was  introduced  into 
society  of  a  class  which  he  had  not  before  approached ;  and  of  the  mannet 
in  which  he  stood  the  trial,  Mr.  Stewart  thus  writes  to  Dr.  Currie  :— 

"  His  manners  were  then,  as  they  continued  ever  afterwards,  simple, 
manly,  and  independent ;  strongly  expressive  of  conscious  geniua  and 
worth ;  but  without  any  tiling  that  indicated  forwardness,  arrogance,  or 
vanity.  He  took  his  share  in  conversation,  but  not  more  than  belonged  to 
him;  and  listened,  with  apparent  attention  and  deference,  on  sid>jecta 
where  his  want  of  education  deprived  him  of  the  means  of  information.  If 
there  had  been  a  little  more  of  gentleness  and  accommodation  in  his  tem- 
per, he  would,  I  think,  have  been  still  more  interesting ;  but  he  had  been 
accustomed  to  give  law  in  the  circle  of  his  ordinary  acquaintance ;  and  his 
dread  of  any  thing  approaching  to  meanness  or  servility,  rendered  his  man- 
ner somewhat  decided  and  hard.  Nothing,  perhaps,  was  more  remarkablo 
.  among  his  various  attainments  than  the  fluency,  and  precision,  and  origi- 
nality of  his  language,  when  he  spoke  in  company,  more  particularly  as  no 
aimed  at  purity  in  his  turn  of  expression,  and  avoided,  more  successfully 
than  most  Scotsmen,  the  peculiarities  of  Scottish  phraseology.  At  this  time» 
Bums*s  prospects  in  life  were  so  extremely  gloomy,  that  he  had  seriously 
formed  a  plan  for  going  out  to  Jamaica  in  a  very  humble  situation,  not» 
however,  without  lamenting  that  his  want  of  patronage  should  force  him 
to  think  of  a  project  so  repugnant  to  his  feelings,  when  his  ambition  aimed 
at  no  higher  an  object  than  the  station  of  an  exciseman  or  ganger  in  his 
own  country." 

The  provincial  applause  of  his  publication,  and  the  consequent  notice  of 
his  superiors,  however  flattering  such  things  must  have  been,  were  far  from 
administering  any  essential  relief  to  the  urgent  necessities  of  Burns*s  situa- 
tion. Very  shortly  after  his  first  visit  to  Catrine,  where  he  met  with  the 
yoimg  and  amiable  Basil  Lord  Daer,  whose  condescension  and  kindness  on 
the  occasion  he  celebrates  in  some  well-known  verses,  we  find  the  poet 
writing  to  his  friend,  Mr.  Aiken  of  Ayr,  in  the  following  sad  strain  >— **  I 
have  been  feeling  all  the  various  rotations  and  movements  within  respect- 
ing the  Excise.  There  are  many  things  plead  strongly  against  it ;  the  un- 
certainty of  getting  soon  into  business,  the  consequences  of  my  follies,  which 
may  perhaps  make  it  impracticable  for  me  to  stay  at  home ;  and  besides, 
I  have  for  some  time  been  pining  under  secret  wretchedness,  firom  causes 
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whidi  you  pretty  well  know — the  pang  of  disappointment,  the  sting  of 
pride«  with  some  wandering  stabs  of  remorse,  which  never  fail  to  settle  on 
my  vitals,  like  vultwes,  when  attention  is  not  called  away  by  society,  or 
the  vagaries  of  the  muse.  Even  in  the  hour  of  social  mirth,  my  gaiety  is 
the  madness  of  an  intoxicated  criminal  under  the  hands  of  the  executioner. 
All  these  reasons  urge  me  to  go  abroad  ;  and  to  all  these  reasons  I  have 
only  one  answer — the  feelings  of  a  father.  This,  in  the  present  mood  I  am 
in,  overbalances  every  thing  that  can  be  laid  in  the  scale  against  it.** 

He  proceeds  to  say,  that  he  claims  no  right  to  complain.  **  The  world 
has  in  general  been  kind  to  me,  fully  up  to  my  deserts.  I  was  for  some 
time  past  fast  getting  into  the  pining  distrustful  snarl  of  the  misanthrope. 
I  taw  myself  alone,  unfit  for  the  struggle  of  life,  shrinking  at  every  rising 
doud  in  the  chance*directed  atmosphere  of  fortune,  while,  all  defenceless, 
I  looked  about  in  vain  for  a  cover.  It  never  occurred  to  me,  at  least  never 
with  the  force  it  deserved,  that  this  world  is  a  busy  scene,  and  man  a  crea- 
ture destined  for  a  progressive  struggle  ;  and  that,  however  I  might  pos- 
sess a  warm  heart,  and  inoffensive  manners,  (which  last,  by  the  by,  was 
rather  more  than  I  could  well  boast),  still,  more  than  these  passive  quali- 
ties, there  was  something  to  be  dime.  When  all  my  schoolfellows  and 
yoatfaful  compeers  were  striking  off,  with  eager  hope  and  earnest  intent, 
oo  some  one  or  other  of  the  many  paths  of  busy  life,  I  was  **  standing  idle 
zn  the  market-place,**  or  only  lefl  the  chase  of  the  butterfly  from  flower  to 
flower,  to  hunt  fancy  from  whim  to  whim.  You  see.  Sir,  that  if  to  know 
one's  errors,  were  a  probability  of  me^iding  them,  I  stand  a  fair  chance ; 
but,  according  to  the  reverend  Westminster  divines,  though  conviction 
must  precede  conversion,  it  is  very  far  from  always  implying  it.** 

In  the  midst  of  all  the  distresses  of  this  period  of  suspense.  Bums  found 
tune,  as  he  tells  Mr.  Aiken,  for  some  ^  vagaries  of  the  muse  ;*'  and  one  or 
two  of  these  may  deserve  to  be  noticed  here,  as  throwing  light  on  his  per- 
sonal demeanour  during  this  first  summer  of  his  fame.  The  poems  appear- 
ed in  July,  and  one  of  the  first  persons  of  superior  condition  (Gilbert,  in- 
deed, says  ^  first)  who  courted  his  acquaintance  in  consequence  of  having 
read  them,  was  Mrs.  Stewart  of  Stair,  a  beautiful  and  accomplished  lady* 
Bums  presented  her  on  this  occasion  with  some  MSS.  songs ;  and  among 
the  rset,  with  one  in  which  her  own  charms  were  celdbrated  in  that  warm 
strain  of  compliment  which  our  poet  seems  to  have  all  along  considered 
tlie  most  proper  to  be  used  whenever  this  fair  lady  was  to  be  addressed  in 
ihyme* 

**  Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  among  thy  green  bnes, 
Flow  gently,  1*11  nng  thee  a  song  iq  thy  praise : 
My  Mary*B  asleep  by  thy  mnnnuring  stxeam. 
Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  disturb  not  her  dream. 
How  feasant  thy  banks  and  green  valleys  below, 
M'here  wild  in  tne  woodlands  the  primroses  blow ; 
There  oft,  as  mild  evening  sweeps  orer  the  lea. 
The  sweet-foeflted  birk  shades  my  Mary  and  me.** 

It  was  in  the  spring  of  the  same  year,  that  he  happened,  in  the  course 
of  an  evening  ramble  on  the  banks  of  the  Ayr,  to  meet  with  a  young  and 
lovely  unmarried  lady,  of  the  family  of  Alexander  of  Ballamyle,  of  whom, 
it  was  said,  her  personal  charms  corresponded  with  the  character  of  her 
mind.  The  incident  gave  rise  to  a  poem,  of -which  an  account  will  be 
found  in  the  following  Tetter  to  Miss  Alexander^  the  object  of  his  inspira- 
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<<  Madam,  Mossgid,  18M  Nw.  1786. 

«  Poets  are  such  outre  beings,  so  much  tlie  children  of  wayward  fancy 
juid  capricious  whim,  that  I  believe  the  world  generally  allows  them  a 
larger  latitude  in  the  laws  of  propriety,  than  the  sober  sons  of  judgment 
and  prudence.  I  mention  this  as  an  apology  for  the  liberties  that  a  name- 
less stranger  has  taken  with  you  in  the  enclosed  poem,  which  he  begs  leave 
to  present  you  with.  Whether  it  has  poetical  merit  any  way  worthy  of  the 
theme>  I  am  not  the  proper  judge  ;  but  it  is  the  best  my  abilities  can  pro- 
duce ;  and  what  to  a  good  heart  will  perhaps  be  a  superior  grace,  it  is 
equally  sincere  as  fer\'ent. 

*<  The  scenery  was  nearly  taken  from  real  life,  though  I  dare  say.  Ma- 
dam, you  do  not  recollect  it,  as  I  believe  you  scarcely  noticed  the  poetic 
rtveur  as  he  wandered  by  you.  I  had  roved  out  as  chance  directed  in  the 
favourite  haunts  of  my  muse,  on  the  banks  of  die  Ayr,  to  view  nature  in 
all  the  gaiety  of  the  vernal  year.  The  evening  sun  was  flaming  over  the 
distant  western  hills  ;  not  a  breath  stirred  the  crimson  opening  blossom,  or 
the  verdant  spreading  leaf.  It  was  a  golden  moment  for  a  poetic  heart.  I 
listened  to  die  feathered  warblers,  pouring  their  harmony  on  every  hand, 
with  a  congenial  kindred  regard,  and  frequently  turned  out  of  my  path, 
lest  I  should  disturb  their  litde  songs,  or  frighten  them  to  another  staUon. 
Surely,  said  I  to  myself,  he  must  be  a  wretch  indeed,  who,  regardless  of 
your  harmonious  endeavour  to  please  him,  can  eye  your  elusive  flights  to 
discover  your  secret  recesses,  and  to  rob  you  of  all  the  property  nature 
gives  you,  your  dearest  comforts,  your  helpless  nesdings.  Even  the  hoary 
nawthom-twig  that  shot  across  the  way,  what  heart  at  such  a  time  but 
must  have  been  interested  in  its  welfare,  and  wished  it  preserved  from 
the  rudely-browsing  catde,  or  the  withering  eastern  blast  ?  Such  was  the 
acene,  and  such  the  hour,  when  in  a  comer  of  my  prospect,  I  spied  one 
of  the  fairest  pieces  of  Nature's  workmanship  that  ever  crowned  a  poetic 
landscape,  or  met  a  poet's  eye,  diose  visionary  bards  excepted  who  hold 
commerce  with  aerial  beings  !  Had  Calumny  and  Villany  taken  my  walk, 
they  had  at  that  moment  sworn  eternal  peace  with  such  an  object. 

<*  What  an  hour  of  inspiration  for  a  poet !  It  would  have  raised  plain, 
dull,  historic  prose  into  metaphor  and  measure. 

*<  The  enclosed  song  was  die  work  of  my  return  home ;  and  perhaps  it 
but  poorly  answers  what  might  be  expected  from  such  a  scene. 


"  I  have  the  honour  to  be,"  &c. 


^^  *Twa8  even — the  dwey  fields  were  Kreen, 

On  every  blade  the  peails  hang  ;* 
The  Zephyr  wantonM  round  the  oeam. 

And  bore  its  fragrant  sweets  alang ; 
In  every  glen  the  mavis  sang. 

All  nature  listening  seemM  the  while. 
Except  where  green- wood  echoes  rang,    . 

Amang  the  braes  o*  BaUochmyle. 

With  careless  step  I  onward  strajed, 
My  heart  r^iced  in  naturc*s  joy, 

When  rousing  in  a  lonely  glade, 
A  maiden  fair  1  chanc  d  to  spy  ; 

Her  look  was  like  the  morning  s  eye, 
Her  air  like  nature's  vernal  smile, 

*  Hang,  Scotticism  fox  hung. 
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Perfection  wbitpered  paMUiff  by, 
Bdiold  the  lass  o*  BallocHmyle  !* 

Fair  is  the  mom  in  flowery  May, 

And  sweet  b  night  in  autumn  mild-; 
When  rovins[  through  the  garden  say, 

Or  wandenng  in  toe  lonely  wHd: 
But  woman,  nature*s  darling  diild  ! 

There  all  her  charms  she  does  compile  t 
£Ten  there  her  other  works  are  fo^M 

By  the  bonny  last  o*  BaUochmyle. 

O  had  she  been  a  country  maid^ 

And  I  the  happ^r  country  swam. 
Though  sheltered  in  the  lowest  died 

That  eter  rose  on  Scotland's  plain. 
Through  weary  winter^s  wind  and  ndn. 

With  iotr,  with  rapture,  I  would  toil, 
And  nightly  to  ray  bosom  strain 

The  bonny  lass  o*  BaUochmyle. 

Then  pride  might  climb  the  slipperjr  steep, 

Where  fame  and  honours  lofty  smne ; 
And  thirst  of  gold  might  tempt  the  deep, 

Or  downward  seek  the  Indian  mine : 
Oive  me  the  cot  below  the  pine. 

To  tend  the  flocks  or  till  the  soil. 
And  every  day  have  joys  dinne. 

With  tne  bonny  lass  o*  BaUochmyle. 

The  autumn  of  this  eventful  year  was  now  drawing  to  a  close,  and  Bums, 
who  bad  already  lingered  three  months  in  the  hope,  which  he  now  consi* 
dered  vain»  of  an  excise  appointment,  perceived  that  another  year  must  be 
lost  altogether,  unless  he  made  up  his  mind,  and  secured  his  passage  to 
the  West  Indies.  The  Kilmarnock  edition  of  his  poems  was,  howeTer* 
nearly  exhausted ;  and  his  friends  encouraged  him  to  produce  anotlier  al 
the  same  place,  with  the  view  of  equipping  himself  the  better  for  the  ne* 
cessities  of  his  voyage.  But  the  printer  at  Kilmarnock  would  not  under- 
take the  new  impression  unless  Diirns  advanced  the  price  of  the  paper  re« 
quired  for  it ;  and  with  this  demand  tlie  poet  had  no  means  of  complying. 
Mr.  Ballant}De,  the  chief  magistrate  of  Ayr,  (the  same  gentleman  to  whom 
tlie  poem  on  the  Ttva  Brigs  of  Ayr  was  aflcrwards  inscribed),  offered  to 
fumisli  the  money ;  and  probably  tliis  kind  offer  would  have  been  accepted* 
But,  ere  this  matter  could  be  arranged,  the  prospects  of  the  poet  were,  in 
a  very  unexpected  manner,  altered  and  improved. 

Bums  went  to  pay  a  parting  visit  to  Dr.  Laurie,  minister  of  Loudouii» 
a  gentleman  from  whom,  and  his  accomplished  family,  he  had  previously 
received  many  kind  attentions.  After  taking  farewell  of  this  benevolent 
circle^  the  poet  proceeded,  as  the  night  was  setting  in,  **  to  convey  hit 
chest,**  as  he  says,  <*  so  far  on  Uie  road  to  Greenock,  where  he  was  to  em* 
bark  in  a  few  days  for  America."  And  it  was  under  these  circurastancet 
that  he  composed  the  song  already  referred  to,  which  he  meant  as  his  faro* 
well  dirge  to  his  native  land,  and  which  ends  thus  :— 

•«  FareweU.  old  Cotla*8  hills  and  dales. 
Her  heatny  moors  and  winding  vales. 
The  scenes  where  wretched  fancy  roves. 
Pursuing  past  unhappy  loves. 

*  Variation.    The  ]ily*8  hue  and  rose^s  dye 

Be»poki*  the  kics  o*  itollochmyle. 

8 
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Farewdl,  my  friends !  farewell,  my  foes ! 
My  peace  with  these — my  love  with  those— 
The  bursting  tears  my  heart  dedare. 
Farewell,  the  bonny  banks  of  Ayr.'* 

Dr.  Laurie  had  given  Bums  much  good  counseli  and  what  comfort  he 
could,  at  parting ;  but  prudently  said  nothing  of  an  effort  which  he  had 
previously  made  in  his  behalf.  He  had  sent  a  copy  of  the  poems,  with  a 
sketch  of  the  author*s  history,  to  his  friend  Dr.  Thomas  Blacklock  of  Edin- 
burgh, with  a  request  that  he  would  introduce  both  to  the  notice  of  those 
persons  whose  opinions  Were  at  the  time  most  listened  to  in  regard  to  lite- 
rary productions  in  Scotland,  in  the  hope  that,  by  their  intervention.  Burns 
might  yet  be  rescued  from  the  necessity  of  expatriating  himself.  Dr. 
Blacklock's  answer  reached  Dr.  Laurie  a  day  or  two  after  Bums  had  made 
his  visit,  and  composed  his  dirge ;  and  it  was  not  yet  too  late.  Laurie 
forwarded  it  immediately  to  Mr.  Gavin  Hamilton,  who  carried  it  to  Bums. 
It  is  as  follows : — 

"  I  ought  to  have  acknowledged  your  favour  Ipng  ago,  not  only  as  a  tes- 
timony of  your  kind  remembrance,  but  as  it  gave  me  an  opportunity  of 
sharing  one  of  the  finest,  and  perhaps  one  of  the  most  genuine  entertain- 
ments of  which  the  human  mind  is  susceptible.  A  number  of  avocations 
retarded  my  progress  in  reading  the  poems ;  at  last,  however,  I  have  finish- 
ed that  pleasing  perusal.  Many  instances  have  I  seen  of  Nature*s  force  or 
beneficence  exerted  under  numerous  and  formidable  disadvantages ;  but 
none  equal  to  that  with  which  you  have  been  kind  enough  to  present  me. 
There  is  a  pathos  and  delicacy  in  his  serious  poems,  a  vein  of  wit  and  hu- 
mour in  those  of  a  more  festive  turn,  which  cannot  be  too  much  admired, 
nor  too  warmly  approved ;  and  I  think  I  shall  never  open  the  book  without 
feeling  my  astonishment  renewed  and  increased.  It  was  my  wish  to  have 
expressed  my  approbation  in  verse  ;  but  whether  from  declining  life,  or  a 
temporary  depression  of  spirits,  it  is  at  present  out  of  my  power  to  accom- 
plish that  agreeable  intention. 

'*  Mr.  Stewart,  Professor  of  Morals  in  this  University,  had  formerly 
read  me  three  of  the  poems,  and  I  had  desired  him  to  get  my  name  in- 
serted among  the  subscribers ;  but  whether  this  was  done  or  not,  I  never 
could  learn.  I  have  little  intercourse  with  Dr.  Blair,  but  will  take  care  to 
have  the  poems  communicated  to  him  by  the  intervention  of  some  mutual 
friend.  It  has  been  told  me  by  a  gentleman,  to  whom  I  showed  the  per- 
formances, and  who  sought  a  copy  with  diligence  and  .ardour,  that  the 
whole  impression  is  already  exhausted.  It  were,  therefore,  much  to  be 
wished,  for  the  sake  of  the  young  man,  that  a  second  edition,  more  nume- 
rous than  the  former,  could  immediately  be  printed ;  as  it  appears  certain 
that  its  intrinsic  merit,  and  the  exertions  of  the  author's  friends,  might  give 
it  a  more  universal  circulation  than  any  thing  of  the  kind  which  has  been 
published  in  my  memory.'* 

We  have  already  seen  with  what  surprise  and  delight  Bums  read  this 
generous  letter.  Although  he  had  ere  this  conversed  with  more  than  one 
person  of  established  literary  reputation,  and  received  from  them  atten- 
tions, for  which  he  was  ever  after  grateful, — the  despondency  of  his  spirit 
appears  to  have  remained  as  dark  as  ever,  up  to  the  very  hour  when  his  land- 
lord produced  Dr.  Blacklock's  letter. — <<  There  was  never,*'  Heron  says, 
**  perhaps,  one  among  all  mankind  whom  you  might  more  truly  have  called 
an  angel  upon  earth  than  Dr.  Blacklock*    He  was  guileless  and  innocent 
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as  a  chfld,  yet  endowed  with  manly  sagacity  and  penetration.  His  heart 
was  a  perpetual  spring  of  benignity.  His  feelings  were  all  tremblingly 
alive  to  the  sense  of  the  sublime,  the  beautiful,  the  tender,  the  pious,  the 
virtuous.  Poetry  was  to  liim  the  dear  solace  of  perpetual  bhndness."  This 
was  not  the  man  to  act  as  Walpole  did  to  Chattcrton ;  to  discourage  with 
feeble  praise,  and  in  order  to  shift  off  the  trouble  of  future  patronage,  to 
bid  the  poet  relinquish  poetry  and  mind  his  plough. — **  Dr.  Blacklock," 
says  Burns  himself,  <'  belongea  to  a  set  of  critics,  for  whose  applause  I  had 
not  dared  to  hope.  His  opinion  that  I  would  meet  with  encouragement  in 
Edinburgh,  fired  me  so  much,  that  away  I  posted  for  that  city,  without  a 
single  acquaintance,  or  a  single  letter  of  introduction.  The  baneful  star 
that  had  so  long  shed  its  blasting  influence  on  my  zenith,  for  once  made  a 
revolution  to  the  nadir." 


CHAPTER  V. 

CovTlSTt.— 7^e  P9d  winiert  im  JBdinburgk,  1786-7— J9jr  hit  adMtO^  the  WHtHtiim  of  thmi 
cifyi  LUtrary,  Legal,  Philomfphiealt  Paiieiam,  amd  Pedamtie,  it  UfhUd  up,  mth^a  mtUmr 
'^iit  it  in  At  fil  tidt  of  hitfamt  thertt  amd  for  a  while  earetttd  kg  the  faJiemahli 
Wkai  hofpemt  to  him  gtmeraOg  in  that  new  woHd,  and  kit  hAavSonr  under  the  narfing  and 
very  trying  circumetaneet —  Tht  tavern  life  then  gready  followed  The  Poet  tempted  beyond 
ail  firmer  experience  by  bacehanalt  of  every  degree — Hit  convertationai  taient  mnivereatty 
admitted^  at  not  the  leatt  of  hie  talentt — The  Ladiet  Khe  to  be  carried  off  their  feet  by  it^ 
while  the  phitoiophere  hardly  heep  theirs — Edition  of  1500  eopiee  by  Creech^  which  yidde 
nmeh  money  to  the  Poet — Retoivet  to  vieit  the  dauic  tcenee  of  hit  own  conntry — Attailed 
with  thich'coming  vitiont  of  a  reflux  to  bear  him  bach  to  the  region  of  poverty  and  tetiution. 


''  Edina !  Scotia*!  darling  seat ! 
All  hail  thj  palaces  and  tow*rt. 
Where  once  beneath  a  monarches  feet 
Sat  leginlation*!  sovereign  powers ; 
.   From  marking  wildly-acatterd  flowers, 
As  on  the  banks  of  Ayr  I  strajM, 
And  singing,  lone,  the  unffering  hours, 
I  shelter  m  thy  honour*a  shade.** 

Burns  found  several  of  his  old  Ayrshire  acquaintances  established  in 
Edinburgh,  and,  I  suppose,  felt  himself  constrained  to  give  himself  up 
for  a  brief  space  to  their  society.  He  printed,  however,  without  delay,  a 
prospectus  of  a  second  edition  of  his  poems,  and  being  introduced  by 
Mr.  Dalryraple  of  Orangefield  to  tlie  Earl  of  Glencaim,  that  amiable 
nobleman  easily  persuaded  Creech,  then  the  chief  bookseller  in  Edinburgh, 
to  undertake  Uie  publication.  The  Honourable  Henry  Erskine,  Dean  of 
the  Faculty  of  Advocates,  the  most  agreeable  of  companions,  and  the  most 
benignant  of  wits,  took  him  also,  as  the  poet  expresses  it,  '<  unfder  his 
wing.'*  The  kind  Blacklock  received  him  with  all  the  warmth  of  paternal 
affection,  and  introduced  him  to  Dr.  Blair,  and  other  eminent  UteraU; 
his  subscription  lists  were  soon '  filled ;  Lord  Glencaim  made  interest 
with  the  Caledonian  Hunt,  (an  association  of  the  most  distinguished 
members  of  the  northern  aristocracy),  to  accept  the  dedication  of  the  forth- 
coming edition,  and  to  subscribe  individually  for  copies.  Several  noblemen, 
especially  of  the  west  of  Scotland,  came  forward  with  subscription-moneys 
considerably  b?ypnd  the  usual  rate.  In  so  small  a  capital,  where  every 
body  knows  every  body,  that  which  becomes  a  favourite  topic  in  one 
leaaing  circle  of  society,  soon  excites  an  universal  interest ;  and  before 
Bums  had  been  a  fortnight  in  Edinburgh,  we  find  him  writing  to  his 
earliest  patron,  Gavin  Hamilton,  in  these  terms : — *<  For  my  own  affairs,  I 
am  in  a  fair  way  of  becoming  as  eminent  as  Thomas  a  Kempis  or  John  Bun« 
yan ;  and  you  may  expect  hencefortli  to  see  my  birth-day  incribed  among 
the  wonderful  events  in  the  Poor  Robin  and  Aberdeen  Almanacks,  along 
with  the  Black  Monday,  and  the  Battle  of  Bothwell  Bridge." 
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It  Is  but  a  melancholy  busioess  to  trace  among  the  records  of  literary 
lilstory,  the  manner  in  which  most  {^eat  original  geniuses  have  been  greet- 
ed on  their  first  appeals  to  the  world,  by  the  contemporary  arbiters  of 
taste  ;  coldly  and  timidly  indeed  have  the  sympathies  of  professional  criti- 
cism flowed  on  most  such  occasions  in  past  times  and  in  the  present  i  Rut 
the  reception  of  Bums  was  worthy  of  The  Man  of  Feeling,  Mr.  Henry 
Mackenzie  was  a  man  of  genius,  and  of  a  polished,  as  well  as  a  liberal  taste. 
After  alluding  to  the  provincial  circulation  and  reputation  of  tlie  first  edi- 
tion of  the  poems,  Mr.  Mackenzie  thus  wrote  in  the  Lounger,  an  Edin- 
burgh periodical  of  that  period  : — *<  I  hope  I  shall  not  be  thought  to  assume 
too  much*  if  I  endeavour  to  place  him  in  a  higher  point  of  view,  to  call 
for  a  verdict  of  his  country  on  the  merits  of  his  works,  and  to  claim  fbr 
bim  those  honours  which  their  excellence  appears  to  deserve.  In  men- 
tioning the  circumstance  of  his  humble  station,  I  mean  not  to  rest  his  pre- 
tentions solely  on  that  title,  or  to  urge  the  merits  of  his  poetry,  when  con- 
sidered in  relation  to  the  lowness  of  his  birth,  and  the  little  opportunity  of 
improvement  which  his  education  could  afford.  These  particulars,  indeed, 
must  excite  our  wonder  at  his  productions  ;  but  his  poetry,  considered  ab- 
stractedly, and  without  the  apologies  arising  from  his  situation,  seems  to 
me  fully  entitled  to  command  our  feelings,  and  to  obtain  our  applause." 

After  quoting  various  passages,  in  some  of  which  his  readers 

^  must  discover  a  high  tone  of  feeling,  and  power,  and  energy  of  expres- 
sion, particularly  and  strongly  characteristic  of  the  mind  and  the  voice  of 
a  poety"  and  others  as  shewing  **  the  power  of  genius,  not  less  admirable 
in  tradng  the  manners,  than  in  painting  the  passions,  or  in  drawing  the 
scenery  of  nature,**  and  **  with  what  uncommon  penetration  and  sagacity 
thb  beaven-taught  ploughman,  from  his  humble  and  unlettered  condition, 
had  looked  on  men  and  manners,*'  the  critic  concluded  with  an  eloquent 
appeal  in  behalf  of  the  poet  personally :  "  To  repair,'*  said  he,  "  the  wrong 
or  fuflMng  or  neglected  merit ;  to  call  forth  genius  from  the  obscurity  in 
whidi  it  had  pined  indignant,  and  place  it  where  it  may  profit  or  delight 
the  world— 4liese  are  exertions  which  give  to  wealth  an  enviable  superiori- 
ty, to  greatness  and  to  patronage  a  laudable  pride."* 

The  s^>peal  thus  made  for  such  a  candidate  was  not  unattended  to. 
Bums  was  only  a  very  short  time  in  Edinburgh  when  he  thus  wrote  to  one 
ef  Us  eariy  fmnds : — *'  I  was,  when  first  honoured  with  your  notice,  too 
obicure ;  now  I  tremble  lest  I  should  be  ruined  by  being  dragged  too  sud- 
deply  into  the  glare  of  polite  and  learned  observation  ;**  and  he  concludes 
the  «me  letter  with  an  ominous  prayer  for  <*  better  health  and  more  spi- 
rita.*'f  — Two  or  three  weeks  later,  we  find  him  writing  as  follows  s-»**  ( Ja- 
notry  14i  1787).  I  went  to  a  Mason  Lodge  yesternight,  where  the  M.W. 
Grand  Master  Charteris,  and  all  the  (irand  Lodge  of  Scotland  visited.  The 
meeting  was  numerous  and  elegant :  all  the  different  lodges  about  town  were 
present  in  all  their  pomp.  The  Grand  Master,  who  presided  with  great  so- 
lemnity, among  other  general  toasts  gave, '  Caledonia  and  Caledonu  s  bard, 
Brother  Bums,  which  rung  through  the  whole  assembly  with  multiplied 
honoors  and  repeated  acclamations.  As  I  had  no  idea  such  a  thing  woidd 
happen,  I  was  downright  thunderstruck ;  and  trembling  in  every  nenrei 
miHie  the  best  return  in  my  power.    Just  as  I  had  finished,  one  of  tha 

*  Ths  leiiMrsi  tat  iatunlMr.  DtsmlMr  9L 1786. 
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riti  Ltf  E  01?  ROIlEtlT  BUnKS*- 

Gtmid  Officers  said,  so  loud  that  I  could  hear,  with  a  most  comfbrting  to- 
oent,  *  very  well  indeed/  which  set  me  something  to  rights  again.?— And 
a  few  weeks  later  still,  he  is  thus  addressed  bjr  one  of  his  old  associateg 
who  was  mediuting  a  visit  to  Edinburgh.  <<  ny  all  accounU,  it  will  be  a 
difficult  matter  to  get  a  sight  of  you  at  all,  unless  your  company  is  bespoke 
a  week  beforehand.  There  are  great  rumours  here  of  your  intimacy  with 
the  Duchess  of  Gordon,  and  other  ladies  of  distinction.  I  am  really  told 
that — 

*^  Cudi  to  invite,  fly  bj  thousands  each  night  ;** 

• 
and  if  you  had  one,  there  would  also,  I  supoose,  be  <  bribes  for  your  old 

aecretaiy.'  I  observe  you  are  resolved  to  maJce  hay  while  the  sun  shines, 
and  avoid,  if  possible,  the  fate  of  poor  Ferguson.  Qwerenda  pectmia  pri^ 
$mum  eti^^Virtui  post  nummos,  is  a  good  maxim  to  thrive  by.  You  seem- 
ed to  despise  it  while  in  tliis  country ;  but,  probably,  some  philosophers 
in  Edinburgh  have  taught  you  better  sense." 

In  this  proud  career,  however,  the  popular  idol  needed  no  slave  to  whis- 
per whence  he  had  risen,  and  whither  he  was  to  return  in  the  ebb  of  the 
^ning-tide  of  fortune.     His  <<  prophetic  soul**  carried  always  a  sufficient 
.  memento.    He  bore  all  his  honours  in  a  manner  worthy  of  himself;  ai!d 
of  this  the  testimonies  are  so  numerous,  that  the  only  difficulty  is  that  ot 
selection.  <<  The  attentions  he  received,"  says  Mr.  Dugald  Stewart,  **  from 
all  ranks  and  descriptions  of  persons,  were  such  as  would  have  turned  any 
bead  but  his  own.  I  cannot  say  that  I  could  perceive  any  unfovourable  effect 
which  they  lefl  on  his  mind.    He  retained  the  same  sunplicity  of  manners 
and  a(^>earance  which  had  struck  me  so  forcibly  when  I  £nt  saw  him  in  the 
coun^ ;  nor  did  he  seem  to  feel  any  additional  self-importance  from  the 
number  and  rank  of  his  new  acquaintance." — Professor  Walker,  who  met  him 
for  the  first  time,  early  in  the  same  season,  at  breakfast  in  Dr.  Blacklock'a 
house^  has  thus  recorded  his  impressions : — "  I  was  not  much  struck  with  his 
first  appearance,  as  I  had  previously  heard  it  described.    His  person,  though 
strong  and  well  knit,  and  much  superior  to  what  might  be  eiqpected  in  a 
pbughman,  was  still  rather  coarse  in  its  outlme.    His  stature,  from  want 
of  setting  up^,  appeared  to  be  only  of  the  middle  size,  but  was  rather  above 
it.    His  motions  were  firm  and  decided,  and  though  without  any  preten* 
sions  to  grace,  were  at  the  same  time  so  free  from  downish  constraint,  as 
to  show  that  he  had  not  always  been  confined  to  the  sodetpr  of  his  prcifes- 
skm.    His  countenance  was  not  of  that  elegant  cast,  which  is  most  f^ 
quent  among  the  upper  ranks,  but  it  was  manly  and  intelligent,  and  mariced 
by  a  thoughtful  gravity  which  shaded  at  times  into  sternness.  In  hb  large 
dark  eye  the  most  strUdng  index  of  his  genius  resided.  It  was  full  of  mind ; 
and  would  have  been  singularly  expressive,  under  the  management  of  one 
who  could  employ  it  with  more  art,  for  the  purpose  of  expression.    He 
was  plainly,  but  properly  dressed,  in  a  style  mid-way  between  the  holiday 
costume  m  a  fiurmer,  and  that  of  the  company  with  which  he  now  assod* 
ated.    His  black  hsir,  without  powder,  at  a  time  when  it  was  very  gene- 
rally worn,  was  tied  behind,  and  spread  upon  his  forehead.    Upon  the 
whde,  from  his  person,  physiognomy,  and  dress,  had  I  met  him  near  a  sea- 
port, and  been  required  to  guess  his  condition,  I  should  have  probably  con- 
jectured him  to  be  the  master  of  a  merchant  vessel  of  the  most  ren>ectable 
class.    In  no  part  of  his  manner  was  there  the  slightest  degree  of  affecta- 
tion, tKyr  oould  a  stranger  have  suspectedy  firom  any  thing  in  his  behaviour 
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Of  cohversatioDy  that  he  had  been  for  some  mondis  the  favourite  of  all  the 
fitthionable  circles  of  a  metropolis.  In  conversation  he  was  powerfuL  His 
oooceptions  and  expression  were  of  corresponding  vigour,  and  on  all  subjects 
were  as  remote  as  possible  from  common  places.  Tliough  somewhat  autho- 
ritative, it  was  in  a  way  which  gave  little  offence,  and  was  readily  imputed 
to  his  inexperience  in  those  modes  of  smoothing  dissent  and  soflening  asser- 
tion, which  are  important  characteristics  of  polished  manners.  After  break- 
fast I  requested  him  to  communicate  some  of  his  unpublished  pieces,  asxi, 
he  recited  his  farewell  song  to  the  Banks  of  Ayr,  introducing  it  with  a  des- 
cription of  the  circum.<;tances  in  which  it  was  composed,  more  striking  than 
the  poem  itself.  I  paid  particular  attention  to  his  recitation,  which  was 
plain,  slow,  articulate,  and  forcible,  but  without  any  eloquence  or  art.  He 
did  not  always  lay  the  emphasis  with  propriety,  nor  did  he  humour  the 
sentiment  by  the  variations  of  his  voice.  He  was  standing,  during  the  time, 
with  his  face  towards  the  window,  to  which,  and  not  to  his  auditors,  he  di- 
rected his  eye — thus  depriving  himself  of  any  additional  effect  which  the 
language  of  his  composition  might  have  borrowed  from  the  lang^uage  of  his 
countenance.  In  this  he  resembled  the  generality  of  singers  in  ordinary 
company,  who,  to  shun  any  charge  of  affectation,  withdraw  all  meaning 
from  their  features,  and  lose  tlie  advantage  by  which  vocal  performers  on 
the  stage  augment  the  impression,  and  give  energy  to  the  sentiment  of  the 
song.  The  day  after  my  first  introduction  to  Bums,  I  supped  in  company 
with  him  at  Dr.  Blair*s.  The  other  guests  were  very  few,  and  as  each- 
had  been  invited  chiefly  to  have  an  opportunity  of  meeting  with  the  poet, 
the  Doctor  endeavoured  to  draw  him  out,  and  to  make  him  the  central 
figure  of  tlie  group.  Though  he  therefore  furnished  the  greatest  propor- 
tion of  the  conversation,  he  did  no  more  than  what  he  saw  evidently  was 
expected."  • 

To  these  reminiscences  I  shall  now  add  those  of  one  to  whom  is  always 
readily  accorded  the  willing  ear,  Sir  Walter  Scott — He  thus  writes  ^— 
'<  As  for  Bums,  I  may  truly  say,  Virgilium  vidi  tanium.  I  was  a  lad  of 
fifteen  in  1786-7,  when  he  came  first  to  Edinburgh,  but  had  sense  and 
feeliog  enough  to  be  much  interested  in  his  poetry,  and  would  have  given 
the  world  to  know  him ;  but  I  had  very  little  acquauitance  with  any  lite- 
jsry  people,  and  still  less  with  the  gentry  of  the  west  country,  the  two 
lets  that  he  most  frequented.  Mr.  Thomas  Grierson  was  at  that  time 
a  clerk  of  my  father's.  He  knew  Burns,  and  promised  to  ask  him  to  his 
lodgings  to  dinner,  but  had  no  opportunity  to  keep  his  word ;  otherwise  I 
might  have  seen  more  of  this  distinguished  man.  As  it  was,  I  saw  him 
one  day  at  the  late  venerable  Professor  Fergusson*s,  where  there  were  se- 
veral gentlemen  of  literary  reputation,  among  whom  I  remember  the  cele- 
brated Mr.  Dugald  Stewart  Of  course  we  youngsters  sat  silent,  looked, 
and  listened.  The  only  thing  I  remember  which  was  remarkable  in  Bums*s 
manner,  waft  the  effect  produced  upon  him  by  a  print  of  Bimbury*s,  re- 
presenting a  soldier  lying  dead  on  the  snow,  his  dog  sitting  in  misenr  on 
one  side, — on  the  other,  his  widow,  with  a  cliild  in  her  arms.  These  Unet 
were  written  beneath, — 

'*  Cold  on  Camtdian  hills,  or  Minden*8  plain, 
Perhaps  that  parent  wept  her  soldier  slain — 
Bent  o*er  her  babei  her  eye  dissolved  in  dew, 
The  big  drops,  mingling  with  the  milk  He  drew, 

MtoiiiQQ*s  Bum,  ToL  i  pp.  Izxi,  Izzik 
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nn^ve  the  mi\  presage  ot  \m  future  yearn, 
The  child  of  misery  baptized  in  tears.'* 

<*  Bums  seemed  much  affected  by  the  print,  or  rather  the  ideas  which 
h  suggested  to  his  mind.  He  actually  slicd  tears.  He  asked  whose  the 
lines  were,  and  it  chanced  tliat  nobody  but  myself  remembered  that  they 
occur  in  a  half-forgotten  poem  of  Langhorne's,  called  by  the  unpromising 
title  of  The  Justice  of  Peace.  I  whispere^  my  information  to  a  friend 
present,  who  mentioned  it  to  Burns,  who  rewarded  me  with  a  look  and 
a  word,  which,  though  of  mere  civility,  I  then  received,  and  still  recdllecti 
with  very  great  pleasure. 

*<  His  person  was  strong  and  robust ;  his  manners  rustic,  not  clownish ; 
a  sort  of  dignified  plainness  and  simplicity,  which  received  part  of  its  ef- 
fectt  perhaps,  from  one's  knowledge  of  his  extraordinary  talents.  His 
features  are  represented  in  Mr.  Nasmyth's  picture,  but  to  me  it  conveys 
the  idea,  that  tney  are.  diminished  as  if  seen  in  perspective.  I  think  his 
countenance  was  more  massive  than  it  looks  in  any  of  the  portraits.  I 
would  have  taken  the  poet,  had  I  not  known  what  he  was,  for  a  very  sa- 
gacious country  farmer  of  the  old  Scotch  school,  i.  e.  none  of  your  modern 
agriculturists,  who  keep  labourers  for  their  drudgery,  but  the  douce  gudt- 
tiktm  who  held  his  own  plough.  There  was  a  strong  expression  of  sense  and 
shrewdness  in  all  his  lineaments;  the  eye  alone,  I  think,  indicated  die 
poetical  character  and  temperament.  It  was  large,  and  of  a  dark  cast, 
which  glowed  (1  say  literally  giowed)  when  he  spoke  with  feeding  or  inte- 
rest. I  never  saw  such  another  eye  in  a  human  head,  though  I  have  seen 
ihe  most  distinguished  men  of  my  time.  His  conversation  expressed  perfect 
aelf-confidence,  without  the  slightest  presumption.  Among  the  men  who 
were  the  most  learned  of  their  time  and  country,  he  expressed  liimself 
with  perfect  firmness,  but  without  the  least  intrusive  forwardness;  and 
when  he  differed  in  opinion,  he  did  not  hesitate  to  express  it  firmly,  yet  at 
the  same  time  with  modesty.  I  do  not  remember  any  part  of  his  conver- 
sation distinctly  enough  to  be  quoted,  nor  did  I  ever  see  him  again,  except 
in  the  street,  where  he  did  not  recognise  me,  as  I  could  not  expect  he 
should.  He  was  much  caressed  in  Edinburgh,  but  (considering  what  lite- 
rary emoluments  have  been  since  his  day)  the  efforts  made  for  his  relief 
were  extremely  triHing.  I  remember  on  this  occasion  I  mention,  I  thought 
Burns's  acquaintance  with  English  Poetry  was  rather  limited,  and  also,  that 
having  twenty  times  the  abilities  of  AUan  Kamsav  and  of  Ferguson,  he 
tidked  of  them  with  too  much  humility  as  his  models  ;  there  was,  doubt- 
less, national  predilection  in  his  estimate,  lliis  is  all  I  can  tell  you  about 
Bums.  I  have  only  to  add,  that  his  dress  corresponded  with  his  manner. 
He  was  like  a  farmer  dressed  in  his  best  to  dine  with  the  Laird.  I  do  not 
speak  in  malam  partem^  when  I  say,  I  never  saw  a  man  in  company  with 
his  superiors  in  station  and  information,  more  perfectly  free  from  either 
the  reality  or  the  affectation  of  embarrassment.  I  was  told,  but  did  not 
obsfrve  it,  that  his  address  to  females  was  extremely  deferential,  and  al- 
ways with  a  turn  cither  to  the  pathetic  or  humorous,  which  engaged  their 
attention  particularly.  1  have  heard  the  late  Duchess  of  Gordon  remark 
this. — I  do  not  know  any  tiling  I  can  add  to  these  recollections  of  forty 
years  since." — 

There  can  be  no  doubt  that  Bums  made  his  first  appearance  at  a  period 
highly  favourable  for  his  reception  as  a  British,  and  especially  as  a  Scottish 
poetf    N^rljr  fort^  ynx%  had  tiapsed  since  tbt  death  pf  Thomson  ;«-^ 
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Colling,  Gray,  Goldsmith,  had  successively  disappeared : — Dr.  Johnson 
had  belied  the  rich  promise  of  his  early  appearance,  and  confined  him- 
self to  prose ;  and  Cowper  had  hardly  begun  to  be  recognized  as  having 
anj  considerable  pretensions  to  fill  the  long-vacant  throne  in  England.  At 
home — ^without  derogation  from  the  merits  either  of  Douglcu  or  the  3fin* 
Urtlf  be  it  said — ^men  must  have  gone  back  at  least  three  centuries  to  find 
a  Scottish  poet  at  all  entitled  to  be  considered  as  of  that  high  order  to  which 
the  generous  criticism  of  Mackenzie  at  once  admitted  **  the  Ayrshire 
Ploughman.**  Of  the  form  and  garb  of  his  composition,  much,  unquestion- 
ably and  avowedly,  was  derived  from  his  more  immediate  predecessors* 
Ramsay  and  Ferguson  :  but  there  was  a  bold  mastery  of  hand  in  his  pic- 
turesque descriptions,  to  produce  any  thing  equal  to  which  it  was  neces- 
sary to  recall  the  days  of  ChrisCs  Kirk  on  Vie  Greeriy  and  Peebks  to  the 
Pfay  ;  and  in  his  more  solemn  pieces,  a  depth  of  Inspiration,  and  a  massive 
energy  of  language,  to  which  the  dialect  of  his  country  had  been  a  stranger, 
at  least  since  '<  Dunbar  the  Mackar.**  The  Muses  of  Scotland  had  never 
indeed  been  silent ;  and  the  ancient  minstrelsy  of  the  land,  of  which  a  slen- 
der portion  had  as  yet  been  committed  to  the  safeguard  of  the  press,  was 
handed  from  generation  to  generation,  and  preserved,  in  many  a  fragment, 
faithful  images  of  the  peculiar  tenderness,  and  peculiar  humour,  of  the  na- 
tional fancy  and  character — precious  representations,  which  Burns  himself 
never  surpassed  in  his  happiest  efforts.  But  these  were  fragments  ;  and 
with  a  scanty  handful  of  exceptions,  the  best  of  them,  at  least  of  the  seri- 
ous kind,  were  very  ancient.  Among  the  numberless  effusions  of  the 
Jacobite  Muse,  valuable  as  we  now  consider  them  for  the  record  of  man- 
ners and  events.  It  would  be  difficult  to  point  out  half-a-dozen  strains 
worthy,  for  poetical  excellence  alone,  of  a  place  among  the  old  chivalrous 
ballads  of  the  Southern,  or  even  of  the  Highland  Border.  Generations  had 
passed  away  smce  any  Scottish  poet  had  appealed  to  the  sympathies  of  his 
countrymen  in  a  lofly  Scottish  strain. 

The  dialect  itself  had  been  hardly  dealt  wIUi.  '*  It  is  my  opinion/*  said 
Dr.  Geddes,  «  that  those  who,  for  almost  a  century  past,  have  written  in 
Scotch,  Allan  Ramsay  not  excepted,  have  not  duly  discriminated  the  ge- 
nuine idiom  from  its  vulgarisms.  They  seem  to  have  acted  a  similar  part 
to  certain  pretended  imitators  of  Spenser  and  Milton,  who  fondly  imagine 
that  they  are  copying  from  these  great  models,  when  they  only  mimic  their 
antique  mode  of  spelling,  their  obsolete  terms,  and  their  irregular  construc- 
tions.**  And  although  I  cannot  well  guess  what  the  doctor  considered  as 
the  irregular  constructions  of  Milton,  there  can  be  no  doubt  of  the  general 
justice  of  his  observations.  Ramsay  and  Ferguson  were  both  men  of  hum- 
ble condition,  the  latter  of  the  meanest,  the  former  of  no  very  elegant 
habits ;  and  the  dialect  which  had  once  pleased  the  ears  of  kings,  who 
themselves  did  not  disdain  to  display  its  powers  and  elegances  in  verse, 
did  not  come  untarnished  through  their  hands.  Ferguson,  who  was  en- 
tirely town-bred,  smells  more  of  the  Cowgate  than  of  the  country ;  and 
pleasing  as  Ramsay's  rustics  are,  he  appears  rather  to  have  observed  the 
surface  of  rural  manners,  In  casual  excursions  to  Pennyculkand  the  Hun- 
ter's Tryste,  than  to  have  expressed  the  results  of  intimate  knowledge  and 
sympathy.  His  dialect  was  a  somewhat  incongruous  mixture  of  the  Upper 
Ward  of  Lanarkshire  and  the  Luckenbooths  ;  and  he  could  neither  write 
English  verses,  nor  engrafl  English  phraseology  on  his  Scotch,  without  be- 
(raying  a  lamentable  want  of  sUU  in  the  use  of  hi^  instrumental  It  was  l^« 
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denred  for  fiurnd  to  interpret  the  inmost  soul  of  the  Scottish  peuant  in  aU 
Its  moods,  and  in  verse  exquisitely  and  intensely  Scottish,  without  degrad- 
ing either  his  sentiments  or  his  language  with  one  touch  of  vulgarity.  Such  is 
the  delicacy  of  native  taste,  and  the  power  of  a  truly  masculine  genius.  This 
is  the  more  remarkahle,  when  we  consider  that  the  dialect  o£  Bums's  na- 
live  district  is,  in  all  mouths  but  his  own,  a  peculiarly  offensive  one.  The 
few  poets  *  whom  the  west  of  Scotland  had  produced  in  the  old  time,  were 
all  men  of  high  condition  ;  and  who,  of  course,  used  the  language,  not  of 
their  own  villages,  hue  of  Holyrood.  Their  productions,  moreover,  in  o 
far  as  they  have  been  produced,  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  peculiar  cha- 
racter  and  feelings  of  the  men  of  the  west.  As  Burns  himself  has  said, — 
**  It  is  somewhat  singular,  that  in  Lanark,  Renfrew,  Ayr,  &c.  there  is 
scarcely  an  old  song  or  tune,  which,  from  the  title,  &c.  can  be  guessed  to 
belong  to,  or  be  the  production  of,  those  counties.*' 

The  history  of  Scottish  literature,  from  the  union  of  the  crowns  to  that 
of  the  kingdoms,  has  not  yet  been  made  the  subject  of  any  separate  work 
at  all  worthy  of  its  importance ;  nay,  however  much  we  are  indebted  to  the 
learned  labours  of  Pinkerton,  Irving,  and  others,  enough  of  the  general  ob- 
scurity of  which  Warton  complained  still  continues,  to  the  no  small  discre- 
dit of  so  accomplished  a  nation.  But  how  miserably  the  Uterahtre  of  the 
country  was  affected  by  the  loss  of  the  court  under  whose  immediate  pa- 
tronage it  had,  in  almost  all  preceding  times,  found  a  measure  of  protec- 
tion Uiat  will  ever  do  honour  to  the  memory  of  the  unfortunate  house  of 
Stuart,  appears  to  be  indicated  with  sufficient  plainness  in  the  single  fact» 
that  no  man  can  point  out  any  Scottish  author  of  the  first  rank  in  all  the 
long  period  which  intervened  between  Buchanan  and  Hume.  The  re- 
moval of  the  chief  nobility  and  gentry,  consequent  on  the  Legislative  Union, 
appeared  to  destroy  our  last  hopes  as  a  separate  nation,  possessing  a  se- 
parate literature  of  our  own  ;  nay,  for  a  time,  to  have  all  but  extinguished 
the  flame  of  intellectual  exertion  and  ambition.  Long  torn  and  harassed 
by  religious  and  political  feuds,  this  people  had  at  last  heard,  as  many  be- 
lieved, the  sentence  of  irremediable  degradation  pronounced  by  the  hps  of 
their  own  prince  and  parliament.  The  universal  spirit  of  Scotland  was 
humbled ;  the  unhappy  insurrections  of  1715  and  1745  revealed  the  full 
extent  of  her  internal  disunion  ;  and  England  took,  in  some  respects,  mer- 
ciless advantage  of  the  fallen. 

Time,  however,  passed  on ;  and  Scotland,  recovering  at  last  from  the 
blow  which  had  stunned  her  energies,  began  to  vindicate  her  pretensions* 
in  the  only  departments  which  had  been  lefl  open  to  her,  with  a  zeal  and 
a  success  which  will  ever  distinguish  one  of  the  brightest  pages  of  her  his- 
tory.  Deprived  of  every  national  honour  and  distinction  which  it  was  pos- 
sible to  remove — all  the  high  branches  of  external  ambition  lopped  on, — 
sunk  at  last,  as  men  thought,  effectually  into  a  province,  willing  to  take 
law  with  passive  submission,  in  letters  as  well  as  polity,  from  her  powerful 
sister — the  old  kingdom  revived  suddenly  from  her  stupor,  and  once  more 
asserted  her  name  in  reclamations  which  England  was  compelled  not  only 
to  hear,  but  to  applaud,  and  "  wherewith  all  Europe  rung  from  side  to 
side,**  at  the  moment  when  a  nsttional  poet  came  forward  to  profit  by  the 
reflux  of  a  thousand  half-forgotten  sjrmpathies — amidst  the  full  joy  of  a  na- 
tional pride  revived  and  re-established  beyond  the  dream  of  hope. 

*  Soch  M  Kennedy,  Shaw,  Montgomenr,  and,  more  Utdy,  HamdtOD  of  Oilbeitfidd. 
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It  #31  ilwAjri  reflect  honour  on  the  galaxy  of  eminent  then  of  letters* 
li^,  m  their  yarious  departments,  shed  lustre  at  that  period  on  the  name 
of  Scotland,  that  they  BufiPerect  no  pedantic  prejudices  to  interfere  with 
their  reception  of  Bums.  Had  he  not  appeared  personally  among  theiyi, 
it  may  be  reasonably  doubted  whether  this  would  have  been  so.  They 
were  men,  generally  speaking,  of  very  social  habits  ;  living  together  in  a 
small  ciqutfld  ;  nay,  almost  all  of  ilieir,  ir:  O-*  about  one  street,  maintaining 
friendly  intercourse  continually ;  not  a  few  of  them  considerably  addicted 
to  the  pleasures  which  have  been  called,  by  way  of  excellence,  I  presume, 
convivial.  Bums*s  poetry  might  have  procured  him  access  to  these  circles  ; 
bat  it  was  the  extraordmary  resources  he  displayed  in  conversation,  tlie 
strong  vigorous  sagacity  of  his  observations  on  life  and  manners,  the  splen- 
dour of  his  wit,  and  the  glowing  energy  of  his  eloquence  when  his  feelings 
were  stirred,  that  made  him  the  object  of  serious  admiration  among  these 
practised  masters  of  the  arts  of  talk.  There  were  several  of  them  who 
probably  adopted  in  their  hearts  the  opinion  of  Newton,  that  "  poetry  is 
ingenious  nonsense."  Adam  Smith,  for  one,  could  have  had  no  very  ready 
renpect  at  the  service  of  such  an  unproductive  labourer  as  a  maker  of  Scot- 
tish ballads ;  but  the  stateliest  of  these  philosophers  had  enough  to  do  to 
maintain  the  attitude  of  equality,  when  brought  into  personal  contact  with 
Bums*s  gigantic  understanding ;  and  every  one  of  them  whose  impressions 
011  the  subject  have  been  recorded,  agrees  in  pronouncing  his  conversation 
to  have  b^n  the  most  remarkable  thing  about  him.  And  yet  it  is  amus- 
ing enough  to  trace  the  lingering  reluctance  of  some  of  these  polished  scho- 
lars, about  admitting,  even  to  themselves,  in  his  absence,  what  it  is  cer- 
tain they  all  felt  sufficiently  when  they  were  actually  in  his  presence.  It 
is  difficult,  for  example,  to  read  without  a  smile  that  letter  of  Mr.  Dugald 
Stewart,  in  which  he  describes  himself  and  Mr.  Alison  as  being  surprised 
to  discover  that  Burns,  afler  reading  the  latter  author's  elegant  Etsay  am 
TTatie^  had  really  been  able  to  form  some  shrewd  enough  notion  of  the 
general  principles  of  the  association  of  ideas. 

Bums  would  probably  have  been  more  satisfied  with  himself  in  these 
learned  societies,  had  he  been  less  addicted  to  giving  free  utterance  in  con- 
versation to  the  very  feelings  which  formed  the  noblest  inspirations  of  hit 
poetry.  His  sensibility  was  as  tremblingly  exquisite,  as  his  sense  was 
masculine  and  solid ;  and  he  seems  to  have  ere  long  suspected  that  the  pro- 
fessional metaphysicians  who  applauded  his  rapturous  bursts,  surveyed  them 
in  reality  with  something  of  die  same  feeling  which  may  be  supposed  to 
attend  a  skilful  surgeon's  inspection  of  a  curious  specimen  of  morbid  ana- 
tomy. Why  should  he  lay  his  inmost  heart  thus  open  to  dissectors,  who 
took  special  care  to  keep  the  knife  from  their  own  breasts  ?  The  secret 
blu^  that  overspread  his  haughty  countenance  when  such  suggestions  oc- 
cured  to  him  in  his  solitary  hours,  may  be  traced  in  the  opening  lines  of  a 
diary  which  he  began  to  keep  ere  he  had  been  long  in  Edinburgh.  *<  April 
9,  1787. — As  I  have  seen  a  good  deal  of  human  lifeMn  Edinburgh,  a 
great  many  characters  which  are  new  to  one  bred  up  in  the  shades  of  lifc» 
aa  I  have  been,  I  am  determined  to  take  down  my  remarks  on  the  spot* 
Gfay  observes,  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Palgrave,  that,  *  half  a  word  fixed,  upon, 
or  near  the  spot,  is  worth  a  cart-load  of  recollection.'  I  don't  know  how 
it  ii  with  the  world  in  general,  but  with  me,  making  my  remarks  is  by  no 
means  a  solitary  pleasure.  I  want  some  one  to  laugh  with  me,  some  one 
to  be  grave  with  me,  some  one  to  please  me  and  help  my  discrimination. 
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with  his  or  kef  own  f  ematk,  and  at  Umeti  no  doubt,  to  adnurt  in;|r  Aciite* 
ness  and  penetration.  The  world  are  no  buiied  with  selflth  purgiiitfi  am* 
bition,  vanity»  interest,  or  pleasure,  that  very  few  think  it  worth  their  while 
to  make  any  observation  on  wliat  passes  around  them,  except  where  thai 
observation  is  a  sucker,  or  branch,  of  the  darling  plant  they  are  rearing  in 
their  fancy.  Nor  am  I  sure,  notwithstanding  all  the  sentimental  flights  of 
novel-writers,  and  the  sage  philosophy  of  moralists,  whether  we  are  cap*> 
aUe  of  so  intimate  and  cordial  a  coalition  of  friendship,  as  that  one  man  may 
pour  out  his  bosom,  his  every  tliought  and  floating  fancy*  his  very  inmost 
soul,  with  unreserved  confidence,  to  another,  without  hazard  of  losing  part 
of  that  respect  which  man  deserves  from  man  ;  or,  from  the  unavoidable 
imperfections  attending  human  nature,  of  one  day  repenting  his  confidence* 
For  these  reasons  I  am  determined  to  make  these  pages  my  confidant. 
I  will  sketch  every  character  that  any  way  strikes  me,  to  the  best  of  my 
power,  with  unshrinking  justice.  I  will  insert  anecdotes,  and  take  down 
i^marks,  in  the  old  law  phrase,  witkoui  fiud  or  foffourm — ^Where  I  hit  on 
any  thing  clever,  my  own  applause  will,  in  some  measure,  fieast  mv  vanity; 
and,  beggping  Patroclus'  and  Achates*  pardon,  I  think  a  lock  and  key  a  se« 
curity,  at  least  equal  to  the  bosom  of  any  friend  whatever.**  And  the  same 
hiridng  thorn  of  suspicion  peeps  out  elsewhere  in  this  complaint :  **  I  know 
not  how  it  is ;  I  find  I  can  win  liking — but  not  respect'* 

**  Bums  (says  a  great  living  poet,  in  commenting  on  the  free  style  of  Dr. 
Currie)  was  a  num  of  extraordinary  genius,  whose  birth,  education,  and  tm^ 
ptojrments  had  placed  and  kept  him  in  a  situation  far  below  that  in  which  the 
writers  and  readers  of  expensive  volumes  are  usually  found.  Critics  upon 
works  of  fiction  have  laid  it  down  as  a  rule  that  remoteness  of  place,  in 
ixing  the  choice  of  a  subject,  and  in  prescribing  the  mode  of  treating  it,  is 
equal  in  efiect  to  distance  of  time  ^— restraints  may  be  thrown  off  acoordU 
kigly.  Judge  then  of  the  delusions  which  artificud  disUnctions  imposop 
when  to  a  man  like  Dr.  Currie,  writing  with  views  so  honourable,  tlui  so- 
cial condition  of  the  individual  of  whom  he  was  treating,  could  seem  to 
eoe  him  at  such  a  distance  from  the  exalted  reader,  that  ceremony  might 
discarded  with  him,  and  his  memory  sacrificed,  as  it  were,  almost  with- 
•at  compunction.  This  is  indeed  to  be  erushed  beneath  the  furrow*8 
w^ht**'*  It  would  be  idle  to  suppose  that  the  feelings  here  ascribed,  and 
jttstly,  no  question,  to  the  amiable  and  benevolent  Currie,  did  not  ollen 
find  their  way  into  the  bosoms  of  tliose  persons  of  superior  condition  and 
attainments,  with  whom  Bums  associated  at  the  period  when  he  first  e* 
merged  into  the  blaze  of  reputation ;  and  what  found  its  way  into  men's 
bosoms  was  not  likely  to  avoid  betraying  itself  to  the  per^icadous  glance 
ef  the  proud  peasant.  How  perpetually  he  was  alive  to  the  dread  of  being 
looked  down  upon  as  a  man,  even  by  those  who  most  zealously  applandea 
the  works  of  his  genius,  might  perhe^ps  be  traced  through  the  whole  se* 
quence  of  his  letters.  When  writing  to  men  of  liigh  station,  at  least,  he 
preserves,  in  every  instance,  the  attitude  of  self«defence.  But  it  is  only 
in  his  own  secret  tables  that  we  have  the  fibres  of  his  heart  laid  bare ;  and 
the  cancer  of  tliis  jealousy  is  seen  distinctly  at  its  painful  work :  kabtmuM 
fWMi  et  amfiimiem.  **  There  are  few  of  the  sore  evils  under  the  sun  give 
mm  more  uneasiness  and  chagrin  than  the  comparison  how  a  man  of  genius, 
pMiy,  of  avowed  worth,  is  received  everywhere,  with  the  recepita)  fniich  a 

•  lUfi  iToi'SfwwiH*!  ItHif  It  a  Wfaa  s»  Bwuni^  ^  1^ 
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mere  ordinary  character,  decorated  with  the  trappings  and  futile  distinc' 
tioDs  ci  fortune*  meets.  I  imagine  a  man  of  abilities,  his  breast  glowing 
with  honest  pride,  conscious  that  men  are  born  equal,  still  giving  honour 
to  whom  honour  is  due  ;  he  meets,  at  a  great  man's  table,  a  Squire  some^ 
thing,  or  a  Sir  somebody  ;  he  knows  the  noble  landlord,  at  heart,  gives  the 
bardf  or  whatever  he  is,  a  share  of  his  good  wishes,  beyond,  perhaps,  any 
one  at  table ;  yet  how  will  it  mortify  him  to  see  a  fellow,  whose  abili- 
ties would  scarcely  have  made  an  eightpenny  tailor,  and  whose  heart  is  not 
worth  three  fiirthings,  meet  with  attention  and  notice,  that  are  withheld 
ftvim  the  son  of  genius  and  poverty  ?  The  noble  Glencaim  has  wounded 
me  to  the  soul  here,  because  I  dearly  esteem,  respect,  and  love  him.  He 
showed  so  much  attention— engrossing  attention,  one  day,  to  the  only 
blockhead  at  table,  (the  whole  company  consisted  of  his  lordship,  dunder* 
pstet  and  myself/,  that  I  was  within  half  a  point  of  throwing  down  my  gago 
of  contemptuous  defiance  ;  but  he  shook  my  hand,  and  looked  so  benevo- 
lently good  at  parting — God  bless  him  !  though  I  should  never  see  him 
morei  I  shall  love  him  until  my  dying  day !  I  am  pleased  to  think  I  am  so 
capable  of  the  throes  of  gratitude,  as  I  am  miserably  deficient  in  some  other 
Yirtues.  With  Dr.  Blair  I  am  more  at  my  ease.  I  never  respect  him  with 
humble  veneration  ;  but  when  he  kindly  interests  himself  in  my  welfiu'e,  or 
ttHl  more,  when  he  descends  from  his  pinnacle,  and  meets  me  on  equal 
pound  in  conversation,  my  heart  overflows  with  what  is  called  liking. 
When  he  neglects  me  for  the  mere  carcass  of  greatness,  or  when  his  eye 
measures  the  difference  of  our  points  of  elevation,  I  say  to  myself,  with 
icarcely  any  emotion,  what  do  I  care  for  him,  or  his  pomp  either  ?'*  <<  It 
is  not  easy  (says  Bums)  forming  an  exact  judgment  of  any  one ;  but,  in 
my  opinion,  Dr.  Blair  is  merely  an  astonishing  proof  of  what  industry  and 
application  can  do.  Natural  parts  like  his  are  frequently  to  be  met  with  ; 
his  vanity  is  proverbially  known  among  his  own  acquaintances  ;  but  he  is 
justly  at  the  head  of  what  may  be  called  fine  writing,  and  a  critic  of  the 
firsty  tlie  very  first  rank  in  prose  ;  even  in  poetry  a  bard  of  nature's  mak- 
hig  can  only  take  the  pass  of  him.  He  has  a  heart,  not  of  the  very  finest 
water,  but  far  from  being  an  ordinary  one.  In  short,  he  is  a  truly  worthy 
and  most  respectable  character/' 

A  nice  speculator  on  the  *  follies  of  tlie  wise,*  DTsraeli,  *  says— '<  Once 
we  were  nearly  receiving  from  the  hand  of  genius  the  most  curious  sketches 
of  the  tamper,  the  irascible  humours,  the  delicacy  of  soul,  even  to  its 
shadowiness,  from  the  warm  sbozzot  of  Bums,  when  he  began  a  diary  of 
his  heart— a  narrative  of  characters  and  events,  and  a  chronology  of  his 
emotions.  It  was  natural  for  such  a  creature  of  sensation  and  passion  to 
project  such  a  regular  task,  but  quite  impossible  to  get  through  it."  This 
BMiSt  curious  document,  it  is  to  be  observed,  has  not  yet  been  printed  en- 
tire. Another  generation  will,  no  doubt,  see  the  whole  o£  the  confession ; 
howevery  what  has  already  been  given,  it  may  be  surmised,  indicates  suf- 
ficiently the  complexion  of  Burns*s  prevailing  moods  during  his  moments 
ef  retirement  at  this  interesting  period  of  his  history.  It  was  in  such  a 
BMiod  (they  recurred  oflen  enough)  that  he  thus  reproached  **  Nature,  par- 
iWnatarer** 

^^  Thoa  gireit  the  ms  his  hide,  the  snail  bis  shell  % 
The  iiiTeiioiii'd  wasp  Tietorious  guards  his  ceU : 

*  D^Jntdi  on  the  Literary  Character,  vol.  i.  p.  136. 
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Bui,  oh  !  thoa  bitter  stepmother.  Bud  hard. 

To  thv  poor  ftncdflM  naked  child,  the  bard.    .'    . 

In  Dakea  feeling  and  in  achinc  pride. 

He  bears  the  unbroken  blaat  trom  erery  side.*' 

No  blast  pierced  this  haughty  soul  so  sharply  as  the  contumely  of  conde* 
scension. 

One  of  the  poet's  remarks,  when  he  first  came  to  Edinburgh,  has  been 
handed  down  to  us  by  Cromek. — It  was,  **  that  between  the  men  of  rustic 
life  and  the  polite  world  he  observed  little  difference — that  in  the  former, 
though  mipolished  by  fashion  and  unenlightened  by  science,  he  had  found 
much  observation,  and  much  intelligence — but  a  refined  and  accomplished 
woman  was  a  thing  almost  new  to  him,  and  of  which  he  had  formed  but  a 
very  inadequate  idea."  To  be  pleased,  is  the  old  and  the  best  receipt  how 
to  please  ;  and  there  is  abundant  evidence  that  Bums's  success,  among  the 
high-bom  ladies  of  Edinburgh,  was  much  greater  than  among  the  **  stately 
patricians,"  as  he  calls  them,  of  his  own  sex.  The  vivid  expression  of  one 
of  them  has  almost  become  proverbial — that  she  never  met  with  a  man, 
"  whose  conversation  so  completely  carried  her  off  her  feet,"  as  Bums's. 
The  late  Duchess  of  G6rdon,  who  was  remarkable  for  her  own  conversa- 
tional talent,  as  well  as  for  her  beauty  and  address,  is  supposed  to  be  here 
referred  to.  But  even  here,  he  was  destined  to  feel  ere  long  something  of 
the  fickleness  of  fashion.  He  confessed  to  one  of  his  old  friends,  ere  the 
season  was  over,  that  some  who  had  caressed  him  the  most  zealously,  no 
longer  seemed  to  know  him,  when  he  bowed  in  passing  their  carriages, 
and  many  more  acknowledged  his  salute  but  coldly. 

It  is  but  too  true,  that  ere  this  season  was  over.  Bums  had  formed  con- 
nexions in  Edinburgh  which  could  not  have  been  regarded  with  much  ap« 
probation  by  the  eminent  literati,  in  whose  society  his  debui  had  made  so 
powerful  an  impression.  But  how  much  of  the  blame,  if  serious  blame» 
indeed,  there  was  in  the  matter,  ought  to  attach  to  his  own  fastidious  jea* 
lousy — ^how  much  to  the  mere  caprice  of  human  favour,  we  have  scanty 
means  of  ascertaining :  No  doubt,  both  had  their  share ;  and  it  is  also  suf- 
ficiently apparent  that  there  were  many  points  in  Burns*s  conversational 
habits  which  men,  accustomed  to  the  delicate  observances  of  refined  so" 
ciety,  might  be  more  willing  to  tolerate  under  the  first  excitement  of  per-- 
sonal  curiosity,  than  from  any  very  deliberate  estimate  of  the  claims  of  such 
a  genius,  under  such  circumstances  developed.  He  by  no  means  restricted 
his  sarcastic  observations  on  those  whom  he  encountered  in  the  world  to* 
the  confidence  of  his  note-book  ;  but  startled  polite  ears  with  tlie  utterance 
of  audacious  epigrams,  far  too  witty  not  to  obtain  general  circulation  in  so 
small  a  society  as  that  of  the  northern  capital,  far  too  bitter  not  to  produce 
deep  resentment,  far  too  numerous  not  to  spread  feaj:  almost  as  widely  as 
admiration.  Even  when  nothing  was  farther  from  his  thoughts  than  to  in- 
flict pain,  his  ardour  oflen  carried  him  headlong  into  sad  scrapes ;  witness, 
for  example,  the  anecdote  given  by  F*rofessor  Walker,  of  his  entering  into 
a  long  discussion  of  the  merits  of  the  popular  preachers  of  the  day,  at  the> 
table  of  Dr.  Blair,  and  enthusiastically  avowing  his  low  opinion  of  all  the 
rest  in  comparison  with  Dr.  Blair*s  own  colleague*  and  most  formidable > 
rival — a  man,  certainly,  endowed  with  extraordinary  graces  of  voice  and* 
manner,  a  generous  and  amiable  strain  of  feeling,  and  a  copious  flow  of 
language  ;  but  having  no  pretensions  either  to  the  general  accomplishmenta 

•  Or,  Robert  Walker. 
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fyir  which  Blair  was  honoured  in  a  most  accomplished  society,  or  to  the 
polished  elegance  which  he  first  introduced  into  the  eloquence  of  the  Scot- 
tish pulpit.  Mr.  Walker  well  describes  the  unpleasing  effects  of  such  an 
taoapadt;  the  conversation  during  the  rest  of  the  evening,  *<  labouring  un- 
der that  compulsory  effort  which  was  unavoidable,  while  the  thoughts  of 
all  were  full  of  the  only  subject  on  which  it  was  improper  to  speak."  Burns 
•bowed  his  good  sense  by  making  no  effort  to  repair  this  blunder  ;  but  years 
afterwards,  ne  confessed  that  he  could  never  recall  it  without  exquisite 
pain.  Mr.  Walker  properly  says,  it  did  honour  to  Dr.  Blair  that  his  kind- 
ness '  remained  totally  unaltered  by  this  occurrence ;  but  the  Professor 
would  have  found  nothing  to  admire  in  tliat  circumstance,  had  he  not  been 
well  aware  of  the  rarity  of  such  good-nature  among  the  gtnui  irrUabile  of 
authors,  orators,  and  wits. 

A  specimen  (which  some  will  think  worse,  some  better)  is  thus  recorded 
by  Cromek : — "  At  a  private  breakfast,  in  a  literary  circle  of  Edinburgh, 
tbe  conversatioil  turned  on  the  poetical  merit  and  pathos  of  Grays  Elegy, 
a  poem  of  which  he  was  enthusiastically  fond.  A  clergyman  present,  re- 
markable for  his  love  of  paradox  and  for  his  eccentric  notions  upon  every 
subject,  distinguished  himself  by  an  injudicious  and  ill-timed  attack  on  this 
exquisite  poem,  which  Burns,  with  generous  warmth  for  the  reputation  of 
Gray,  manfully  defended.  As  the  gentleman's  remarks  were  rather  gene- 
ral than  specific,  Bums  lu'ged  him  to  bring  forward  the  passages  which  he 
thought  exceptionable.  He  made  several  attempts  to  quote  the  poem,  but 
always  in  a  blundering,  inaccurate  manner.  Bums  bore  all  this  for  a  good 
while  with  his  usual  good-natured  forbearance,  till  at  length,,  goaded  by 
the  fastidious  criticisms  and  wretched  quibblings  of  his  opponent,  he  roused 
himself,  and  with  an  eye  flashing  contempt  and  indignation,  and  with  great 
▼ehemence  of  gesticulation,  he  thus  addressed  the  cold  critic : — '  Sir,  I  now 
perceive  a  man  may  be  an  excellent  judge  of  poetry  by  square  and  rule» 

and  afler  all  be  a  d d  blockhead.'  " — Another  of  the  instances  may  be 

mentioned,  which  shew  the  poet's  bluntness  of  manner,  and  how  true  the 
remark  aflerwards  made  by  Mr.  Ramsay  is^  that  in  the  game  of  society  he 
did  not  know  when  to  play  on  or  off.  While  the  second  edition  of  his  Poems 
was  passing  through  the  press.  Bums  was  favoured  with  many  critical  sug- 
gestions and  amendments ;  to  one  of  which  only  he  attended.  Blair,  read- 
ing over  with  him,  or  hearing  him  recite  (which  he  delighted  at  all  times 
hi  doing)  his  Htily  Fair^  stopped  him  at  the  stanza— 

Now  a*  the  congregation  o*er 

If  tilent  expectation. 
For  Rusad  speelt  the  holj  door 

Wi*  tidings  o*  Salvation, — 

Nay,  said  the  Doctor,  read  damnation.  Bums  improved  the  wit  of  this 
Terse,  undoubtedly,  by  adopting  the  emendation;  but  he  gave  another 
strange  specimen  of  want  of  tact^  when  he  insisted  that  Dr.  Blair,  one  of 
the  most  scrupulous  observers  of  clerical  propriety,  should  permit  him  to 
acknowledge  the  obligation  in  a  note. 

But  to  pass  from  these  trifles,  it  needs  no  effort  of  imagination  to  con- 
ceive what  the  sensations  of  an  isolated  set  of  scholars  (almost  all  either 
clergymen  or  professors)  must  have  been  in  the  presence  of  this  big-boned» 
black-browed,  brawny  stranger,  with  his  great  flashing  eyes,  who,  having 
ibrced  his  way  among  them  from  the  pbugh-tail  at  a  single  stridei  mani- 
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fested,  in  the  whole  stninof  his  bearing  and  conversation,  a  most  thorough 
conviction,  that,  in  the  society  of  the  most  eminent  men  of  his  nation,  he 
was  exactly  where  he  was  entitled  to  be ;  hardly  deigned  to  flatter  them 
by  exhibiting  even  an  occasional  symptom  of  being  flattered  by  their  no- 
tice ;  by  turns  calmly  measured  himself  against  the  most  cultivated  under- 
standings of  his  time  in  discussion ;  overpowered  the  ban  mots  of  the  most 
celebrated  convivialists  by  broad  floods  of  merriment,  impregnated  with  all 
the  burning  life  of  genius  ;  astounded  bosoms  habitually  enveloped  in  the 
thrice-piled  folds  of  social  reserve,  by  compelling  them  to  tremble — nay  to 
tremble  visibly — beneath  the  fearless  touch  of  natural  pathos ;  and  all  this 
without  indicating  the  smallest  willingness  to  be  ranked  among  those  pro- 
fessi<xEial  ministers  of  excitement,  who  are  content  to  be  paid  in  money  and 
smiles  for  doing  what  the  spectators  and  auditors  would  be  ashamed  of  do- 
ing in  their  own  persons,  even  if  they  had  the  power  of  doing  it ;  and,— 
last  and  probably  worst  of  all, — who  was  known  to  be  in  the  habit  of  en- 
livening societies  which  they  would  have  scorned  to  approach,  still  more 
frequently  than  their  owuy  with  eloquence  no  less  magnificent ;  with  wit  ia 
all  likelihood  still  more  daring ;  oflen  enough,  as  tlie  superiors  whom  he 
fronted  without  alarm  might  have  guessed  from  the  beginning,  and  had^ 
ere  long,  no  occasion  to  guess,  with  wit  jx)inted  at  themselves. 

The  lawyers  of  Edinburgh,  in  whose  wider  circles  Burns  figured  at  hia 
outset,  with  at  least  as  much  success  as  among  the  professional  literati, 
were  a  very  different  race  of  men  from  these  ;  tliey  would  neither,  I  take 
it,  have  pardoned  rudeness,  nor  been  alarmed  by  wit.  But  being,  in  those 
days,  with  scarcely  an  exception,  members  of  the  landed  aristocracy  of  the 
country,  and  forming  by  far  the  most  influential  body  (as  indeed  they  still 
do)  in  the  society  of  Scotland,  they  were,  perhaps,  as  proud  a  set  of  men 
as  ever  enjoyed  the  tranquil  pleasures  of  unquestioned  superiority.  What 
their  haughtiness,  as  a  body,  was,  may  be  guessed,  when  we  know  that  in- 
ferior birth  was  reckoned  a  fair  and  legitimate  ground  for  excluding  any 
man  firom  the  bar.  In  one  remarkable  instance,  about  this  very  time,  a 
man  of  very  extraordinary  talents  and  accomplishments  was  chiefly  opposed 
in  a  long  and  painful  struggle  for  admission,  and,  in  reality,  for  no  reasons 
but  those  I  have  been  alluding  to,  by  gentlemen  who  in  the  sequel  stood 
at  the  very  head  of  the  Whig  party  in  Edinburgh ;  *  and  the  same  aristo* 
cratical  prejudice  has,  within  the  memory  of  the  present  generation,  kept 
more  persons  of  eminent  qualifications  in  the  background,  for  a  season, 
than  any  English  reader  would  easily  believe.  To  this  body  belonged 
nineteen  out  of  twenty  of  those  "  patricians,"  whose  stateliness  Bums  so 
long  remembered  and  so  bitterly  resented.  It  might,  perhaps,  have  been 
well  for  him  had  stateliness  been  the  worst  fault  of  their  manners.  Wine- 
bibbing  appears  to  be  in  most  regions  a  favourite  indulgence  with  those 
whose  brains  and  lungs  arc  subjected  to  the  severe  exercises  of  legal  study 
and  forensic  practice.  To  this  day,  more  traces  of  these  old  habits  linger 
about  the  inns  of  court  than  in  any  other  section  of  London.  In  Dubliu 
and  Edinburgh,  the  barristers  are  even  now  eminently  convival  bodic«  of 
men  ;  but  among  the  Scotch  lawyers  of  the  time  of  Bums,  tlie  principle  of 
jollity  was  indeed  in  its  "  high  and  palmy  state."  He  partook  largely  iu 
those  tavern  scenes  of  audacious  hilarity,  which  then  soothed,  as  a  matter 

*  Mr.  John  Wild,  son  of  a  Tobacconist  in  the  High  Street,  Edinburgh.    lie  came  to  be 
Profeuor  of  Civil  law  in  that  University ;  but,  in  the  end,  was  also  vi  instance  of  unhtppv  * 
genliub 
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rfoouratt  tht  arid  labomi  of  the  iwtliem  njlfcilg  l»  la  ^rt^  The  tat^ffr- 
ttb  it  oonr-a-dtjc  nearlj  ettinct  every  wheM  t  but  it  WM  then  in  fllll 
vigour  in  Edinburgh,  and  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  Burns  riipidly  fluni- 
limriaed  hinuelf  with  it  during  liis  residence.  He  had,  after  ill,  tasted  but 
fwclr  of  ioch  excesses  while  in  Ayrshire.  So  little  are  we  to  considet 
his  Seoidk  Drmk^  and  other  jovial  strains  of  the  early  period,  as  conreyih# 
any  thing  Uke  a  fiiir  notion  of  his  actual  course  of  life,  that  **  Auld  Nans? 
Tinnock,"  or  <'  Poosie  Nancie,"  the  Mauchline  landlady,  is  known  to  hatd 
aspressed,  amusingly  enough,  her  surprise  at  the  style  in  which  she  fbund 
lier  name  celebrated  in  the  Kilmarnock  edition,  saying,  *<  Aat  RobM 
Bums  might  be  a  very  clever  lad,  but  he  certainly  was  rt^dhiif  as,  to  tbi 
best  of  her  belief,  he  had  never  taken  three  half-mutchldns  in  her  bOuse  in 
all  his  life.**  And  b  addition  to  Gilbert's  testimony  to  the  same  purpOsOi 
we  have  on  record  that  of  Mr.  Archibald  Bruce,  a  gentleman  of  gfeat 
worth  and  discernment,  that  he  had  observed  Bums  closely  during  that 
period  of  his  life,  and  seen  him  *<  steadily  resist  such  solicitations  and  al- 
utfements  to  excessive  convivial  enjoyment,  as  hardly  any  othef  person  tauM 
bttve  withstood." — The  tmfortunate  Heron  knew  Burns  well ;  and  himsetf 
dikigled  laigely  in  some  of  the  scenes  to  which  he  adverts,  in  the  following 
atrang  lang&ge  i-^**  The  enticements  of  pleasure  too  often  unman  our  vir^ 
tuous  resolution,  even  while  we  wear  the  air  of  rejecting  them  with  a  sterti 
iMTow.  We  resist,  and  resist,  and  resist ;  but,  at  last,  suddenly  turn,  and 
passionately  embtBce  the  encliantress.  The  Imcki  of  Edinbiurgh  accoin<' 
pliabed,  in  regard  to  Bums,  that  in  which  the  boon  of  Ayrshire  had  fhiled« 
After  residing  some  months  in  Edinburgh,  he  began  to  estrange  himself 
not  altogether,  but  in  some  measure,  from  graver  friends.  ToO  many  of 
his  hours  were  now  spent  at  the  tables  of  persons  who  delighted  to  urge 
oonviviality  to  drunkenness— in  the  tavern — and  in  the  brothel."  It  would 
be  idle  mm  to  attempt  passmg  over  these  things  in  silence ;  but  it  could 
serve  no  good  purpose  to  dwell  on  them.  During  thh  winter ,  Bums  con- 
tinued to  lodge  with  John  Richmond,  indeed,  to  share  his  bed ;  and  we 
have  the  authority  of  this,  one  of  the  earliest  and  kindest  friends  of  the 
poet,  fiir  the  statement,  that  while  he  did  so,  '*  he  kept  good  hours."  He 
removed  afterwards  to  the  house  of  Mr.  William  Nicoll,  one  of  the  teachers 
of  the  High  School  of  Edinburgh.  Nicoll  was  a  man  of  quick  parts  and 
ooDsiderable  learning — who  had  risen  from  a  rank  as  humble  as  BumS*s  i 
from  the  beginning  an  enthusiastic  admirer,  and,  ere  long,  a  constant  associ- 
ate of  the  poet,  and  a  most  dangerous  associate ;  for,  with  a  warm  heart, 
the  man  united  an  irascible  temper,  a  contempt  of  the  religious  institutions 
of  bis  country,  and  an  occasional  propensity  for  the  bottle.  Of  NicoU'a 
letters  to  Bums,  and  about  him,  I  have  seen  many  that  have  never  been, 
and  probably  that  never  will  be,  printed — cumbrous  and  pedantic  eiHssions, 
exhiwting  nothing  that  one  can  imagine  to  have  been  pleasing  to  the  poet« 
except  a  rapturous  admiration  of  his  genius.  This  man,  neveftheless,  was^ 
I  auapect,  very  fkr  fh>m  being  an  uiidfiivourable  specimen  of  the  society  to 
which  Heron  thus  alludes :— '<  He  (the  poet)  iuffered  himself  to  be  sur* : 
rounded  bv  a  race  of  miserable  beings,  who  were  proud  to  tell  that  they 
had  been  m  company  with  Burns,  and  had  seen  Bums  as  loose  and  iss ' 
foolish  as  themselves.  He  was  not  yet  irrecoverably  lost  to  temperancO 
aad  modeiation ;  but  he  was  already  almost  too  much  captivated  with  their ' 
wanton  revels,  to  be  ever  more  won  l)ack  to  a  faithful  attachment  to  their 
more  6ot)er  charms."  Heron  adds«-*'<  He  now  also  began  to  contract  some* 
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thing  qf  new  arrogance  in  conyermtioiu  Accustomed  to  be,  among  hit 
fcYourite  associates,  what  is  vulgarly,  but  expressively  called,  the  cock  of 
the  company,  he  could  scarcely  refrain  from  indulging  in  similar  freedom 
and  dictatorial  decision  of  talk,  even  in  the  ^yresence  of  pers(ms  who  could 
less  patiently  endure  his  presumption  ;"  *  an  account  ex  fade  probable,  and 
which  sufficiently  tallies  with  some  hints  in  Mr.  Dugald  Steiwt's  descrip- 
tion of  the  poet's  manners,  as  he  first  observed  him  at  Catrine,  and  with 
one  or  two  anecdotes  already  cited  frx)m  Walker  and  Cromek. 

Of  these  failings,  and  indeed  of  all  Bums's  fieulings,  it  may  be  safely<  as- 
serted, that, there  was  more  in  his  history  to  account  and  apologize  for 
them,  than  can  be  alleged  in  regard  to  almost  any  other  great  man's  imper- 
fections. We  have  seen,  how,  even  in  his  earliest  days,  the  strong  thirst 
of  distinction  glowed  within  him — ^how  in  his  first  and  rudest  rhymes  he 
•ung, 

'*  --^—  to  be  great  is  chmrmiog  ;** 

and  we  have  also  seen,  that  the  display  of  talent  in  conversation  was  the 
first  means  of  distinction  that  occurred  to  him.  It  was  by  that  talent  that 
he  first  attracted  notice  among  his  fellow  peasants,  and  after  he  mingled 
with  the  first  Scotsmen  of  his  time,  this  talent  was  still  that  which  appear- 
ed the  most  astonishing  of  all  he  possessed.  What  wonder  that  he  should 
delight  in  exerting  it  where  he  could  exert  it  the  most  freely — ^where  there* 
was  no  check  upon  a  tongue  that  had  been  accustomed  to  revel  in  the  li- 
cense of  village-mastery  ?  where  every  sally,  however  bold,  was  sure  to  be 
received  with  triumphant  applause — ^where  there  were  no  claims  to  rival 
his  no  proud  brows  to  convey  rebuke,  above  all,  perhaps,  no  grave  eyes 
to  convey  regret  ? 

But  these,  assuredly,  were  not  the  only  feelings  that  influenced  Bums : 
In  his  own  letters,  written  during  his  stay  in  Edinburgh,  we  hate  the  best 
evidence  to  the  contrary.  He  shrewdly  suspected,  from  the  very  begin- 
ning, that  the  personal  notice  of  the  great  and  the  illustrious  was  not  to  be 
as  lasting  as  it  was  eager :  he  foresaw,  that  sooner  or  later  he  was  destined 
to  revert  to  societies  less  elevated  above  the  pretensions  of  his  birth ;  and, 
though  his  jealous  pride  might  induce  him  to  record  his  suspicions  in  lan- 
guage rather  too  strong  than  too  weak,  it  is  quite  impossible  to  read  what 
he  wrote- without  believing,  that  a  sincere  distrust  lay  rankling  at  the  roots 
of  his  heart,  all  the  while  that  he  appeared  to  be  surrounded  with  an  at- 
mosphere of  joy  and  hope.  On  the  loth  of  January  1787,  we  find  him 
thus  addressing  his  kind  patroness,  Mrs.  Dunlop : — •**  You  are  afraid  I  shall 
grow  intoxicated  with  my  prosperity  as  a  poet.  Alas  !  Madam,  I  know 
myself  and  the  world  too  well.  1  do  not  mean  any  airs  o€  affected  modesty ; 
I  am  willing  to  believe  that  my  abilities  deserved  some  notice ;  but  in  a 
most  enlightened,  informed  age  and  nation,  when  poetry  is  and  has  been 
the  study  oi  men  of  the  first  natural  genius,  aided  with  all  the  powers  of 
polite  learning,  polite  books,  and  polite  company — to  be  dragged  forth  to 
the  full  glare  of  learned  and  polite  observation,  with  all  my  imperfections 
of  awkward  rusticity,  and  crude  unpolished  ideas,  on  my  head, — I  assuro 
you.  Madam,  I  do  not  dissemble,  when  I  tell  you  I  tremble  for  the  conse- 
quences. The  novelty  of  a  poet  in  my  obscure  situation,  without  any  of 
those  advantages  which  are  reckoned  necessary  for  that  character,  at  least 
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at  this  time  of  day»  has  raised  a  partial  tide  of  public  notice,  which  has 
borne  me  to  a  height  where  I  am  absolutely,  feelingly  certain,  my  abilitiea 
ire.imidequate  to  support  me  ;  and  too  surely  do  I  see  that  time,  when  the 
lame  tide  will  leave  me,  and  recede  perhaps  as  far  below  the  mark  of 
truth.  ...  I  mention  this  once  for  all,  to  disburden  my  mind,  and  I 
do  not  wish  to  hear  or  say  any  more  about  it.  But — *  When  proud  for- 
tune's ebbing  tide  recedes,*  you  will  bear  me  witness,  that  when  my  bubble 
of  fame  was  at  the  highest,  I  stood  unintoxicated  with  the  inebriating  cup 
in  my  hand,  looking  forward  with  rueful  resolve." — And  about  the  same 
time,  to  Dr.  Moore  :— '*  Tlie  hope  to  be  admired  for  ages  is,  in  by  far  the 
greater  part  of  those  even  who  are  authors  of  repute,  an  onsubstantial 
dream.  For  my  part,  my  first  ambition  was,  and  still  my  strongest  wish 
is,  to  please  my  compeers,  the  rustic  inmates  of  the  hamlet,  while  ever- 
changing  language  and  manners  shall  allow  nic  to  be  relished  and  under- 
stood. I  am  very  willing  to  admit  that  I  have  some  poetical  abilities  ;  and 
as  few,  if  any  writers,  either  moral  or  poetical,  are  intimately  acquainted 
with  the  classes  of  mankind  among  whom  I  have  chiefly  mingled,  I  may 
have  seen  men  and  manners  in  a  different  phasis  from  what  is  conmion, 
which  may  assist  originality  of  thought I  scorn  the  affecta- 
tion of  seeming  modesty  to  cover  self-conceit.  That  I  have  some  merit,  I 
do  not  deny ;  but  I  see,  witli  frequent  wringings  of  heart,  that  the  novelty 
of  my  character,  and  the  honest  national  prejudice  of  my  countrymen,  have 
borne  me  to  a  height  altogether  untenable  to  my  abilities.*' — And  lastly^ 
April  the  23d,  1787,  we  have  the  following  passage  in  a  letter  also  to  Dr. 
Moore : — "  I  leave  Edinburgh  in  the  course  of  ten  days  or  a  fortnight.  I 
shall  return  to  my  rural  shades,  in  all  likelihood  never  more  to  quit  tlienu 
I  have  formed  many  intimacies  and  friendships  here,  but  I  am  afraid  they  are 
all  of  too  tender  a  construction  to  bear  carriage  a  hundred  and  fifty  miles.** 
One  word  more  on  the  subject  which  introduced  these  quotations : — Mr., 
rhigald  Stewart,  no  doubt,  hints  at  what  was  a  common  enough  complaint 
among  the  elegant  literati  of  Edinburgh,  when  he  alludes,  in  his  letter  to 
Currie,  to  the  "  not  very  select  society'*  in  which  Burns  indulged  himself. 
But  two  points  still  remain  somewhat  doubtful ;  namely,  whether,  show, 
and  marvel  of  the  season  as  he  was,  the  <<  Ayrshire  ploughman'*  really  had 
it  in  his  power  to  live  always  in  society  which  Mr.  Stewart  would  have  con- 
sidered as  "  very  select  3"  and  secondly,  whether,  in  so  doing,  he  could 
have  failed  to  chill  the  affection  of  those  humble  Ayrshire  friends,  who,  hav- 
ing shared  with  him  all  that  they  possessed  on  his  first  arrival  in  the  metro* 
polis,  faithfully  and  fondly  adhered  to  him,  after  the  springtide  of  fashion- 
able favour  «*id,  as  he  foresaw  it  would  do,  "  recede  ;'*  and,  moreover,  per-, 
haps  to  provoke,  among  the  higher  circles  themselves,  criticisms  more  dis- 
tasteful to  his  proud  stomach,  than  any  probable  consequences  of  the  course 
of  conduct  which  he  actually  pursued.  The  second  edition  of  Burns's 
poems  was  published  early  in  March,  by  Creech ;  there  were  no  less  than 
J  500  subscribers,  many  of  whom  paid  more  than  the  shop-price  of  the  vo- 
lume. Although,  therefore,  the  final  settlement  with  the  bookseller  did  not 
take  place  till  nearly  a  year  after.  Bums  now  found  himself  in  possession 
of  a  considerable  sum  of  ready  money ;  and  the  first  impulse  of  his  mind 
was  to  visit  some  of  tlie  classic  scenes  of  Scottish  history  and  romance.  He 
bad  as  yet  seen  but  a  small  part  of  his  own  country,  and  this  by  no  means 
among  the  most  interesting  of  her  districts,  until,  indeed,  his  own  poetry 
made  it  equal,  on  that  score,  to  any  other. — "  The  oppellatiou  of  a  Scottish 
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iMUfd  is  by  (kt  my  highest  pride ;  to  continue  to  deserve  It,  is  ray  most  ex« 
•lied  ambition.  Scottish  scenes,  and  Scottish  story,  are  the  themes  I 
ooiild  wish  to  sing.  I  have  no  dearer  aim  than  to  have  it  in  my  power, 
unplagued  with  the  routine  of  business,  for  which,  Heaven  knows,  I  am 
imfit  enough,  to  make  leisurely  pilgrimages  through  Caledonia ;  to  sit  on 
the  fields  of  her  battles,  to  wander  on  the  romantic  banks  of  her  rivers, 
and  to  muse  by  the  stately  towers  or  venerable  ruins,  oqce  the  honoured 
abodes  of  her  heroes.     But  these  are  Utopian  views."  * 

The  magnificent  scenery  of  the  capital  itself  had  filled  him  with  extraor- 
dinary delight.  In  the  spring  mornings,  he  walked  very  often  to  the  top  of 
Arthur's  Seat,  and,  lying  prostrate  on  the  turf,  surveyed  the  rising  of  the 
iun  out  of  the  sea,  in  silent  admiration  ;  his  chosen  companion  on  such  oc« 
easions  being  that  ardent  lover  of  nature,  and  learned  artist^  Mr.  Alexander 
Nasmyth.  It  was  to  this  gentleman,  equally  devoted  to  the  fine  arts,  as  to 
liberal  opinions,  that  Bums  sat  for  the  portrait  engraved  to  Creech's  edi- 
tion, and  which  is  here  repeated.  Indeed,  it  has  been  so  oflen  repeated,  and 
has  become  so  familiar,  that  to  omit  it  now  would  be  felt  as  a  blank  equal 
almost  to  the  leaving  out  of  one  of  the  principal  poems.  The  poet*s  dress 
has  also  been  chronicled,  remarkably  as  he  then  appeared  in  the  first  h^v- 
day  of  his  reputation, — ^blue  coat  and  buff  vest,  with  blue  stripes,  (the 
Whig-livery),  very  tight  buckskin  breeches,  and  tight  jockey  boots. 

The  Braid  hills,  to  the  south  pf  Edinburgh,  were  also  among  his  favourite 
morning  walks  ;  and  it  was  in  some  of  these  that  Mr.  Dugald  Stewart  tells 
us,  **  he  charmed  him  still  more  by  his  private  conversation  than  he  had 
ever  done  in  company."  "  He  was,"  adds  the  professor,  "  passionately  fond 
of  the  beauties  of  nature,  and  I  recollect  once  he  told  me,  when  I  was  ad- 
miring a  distant  prospect  in  one  of  our  morning  walks,  that  the  sight  of  so 
many  smoking  cottages  gave  a  pleasure  to  his  mind  which  none  could  un- 
derstand who  had  not  witnessed,  like  himself,  the  happiness  and  the  worth 
which  they  contained."  Burns  was  far  too  busy  with  society  and  observa- 
tion to  find  time  for  poetical  composition,  during  his  first  residence  in 
Edinburgh.  Creech's  edition  included  some  pieces  of  great  merit,  which 
had  not  been  previously  printed ;  but,  with  the  exception  of  the  Address  to 
Bdinbwrgh^  all  of  them  appear  to  have  been  written  before  he  lefl  Ayrshire. 
Several  of  them,  indeed,  were  very  early  productions  :  Tlie  most  important 
additions  were,  Deaili  and  Doctor  Honiboohy  The  Brigs  of  Ayr,  T/te  Ordi" 
nation^  and  the  Address  to  tfie  unco  Guid,  In  this  edition  also,  When  Guild' 
fifd  gtdd  our  pilot  stood,  made  its  first  appearance. 

The  evening  before  he  quitted  Edinburgh,  the  poet  addressed  a  let- 
ter to  Dr.  Blair,  in  which,  taking  a  most  respectful  farewell  of  him,  and 
expressing,  in  lively  terras,  his  sense  of  gratitude  for  the  kindness  he  had 
shown  him,  he  thus  recurs  to  his  own  views  of  his  own  past  and  future  con- 
dition :  **  I  have  oflen  felt  the  embarrassment  of  my  singular  situation. 
However  the  meter- like  novelty  of  my  appearance  in  the  world  might  at- 
tract notice,  I  knew  vefy  well,  that  my  utmost  merit  was  far  unequal  to 
the  task  of  preserving  that  character  when  once  the  novelty  was  over.  I 
have  made  up  my  mind,  that  abuse,  or  almost  even  neglect,  will  not  sur- 
prise rae  in  my  quarters." 

It  ought  not  to  be  omitted,  that  our  poet  bestowed  some  of  the  first  fruits 
of  Creech's  edition  in  the  erection  of  a  decent  tombstone  over  the  hitherto 
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neglected  remains  of  his  unfortunate  predecessor,  Robert  Ferguson,  in  the 
Canongate  churchyard.  It  seems  also  due  to  him  here  to  insert  his  Address 
to  Edinburgh, — so  graphic  and  comprehensive, — as  the  proper  record  of 
the  feelings  engendered  in  his  susceptible  and  grateful  mind  by  the  kind- 
ness shown  to  him,  in  his  long  visit,  and  under  which  feelings  he  was  now 
about  to  quit  it  for  a  time. 


ADDRESS  TO  EDINBURGH. 


Em VA !  S^Wt  dazfing  seat ! 

An  hail  thv  palaces  and  towers. 
Where  once  ooieath  a  monarch's  feet 

Sat  legislation's  sovereign  powers  ! 
From  marking  wildly-scatterd  flowers. 

As  OD  the  Mnks  of  Apr  I  stray*d. 
And  nnging,  lone,  the  ungering  hours, 

I  ilultar  ra  th  j  honourM  shaae. 

Here  wealth  still  swells  the  golden  tide, 

As  busy  trade  his  laboura  pli&i ; 
There  architecture's  noble  pride 

Bids  elegance  and  splenuour  rise ; 
Here  justice,  from  her  native  skies. 

High  wields  her  balance  and  her  rod  ; 
There  learning,  with  his  eagle  eyes, 

Seeks  science  in  her  coy  abode. 

Thy  sons,  Edina,  social,  kind. 

With  open  arms  the  stranger  hail ; 
Their  Tiews  enlarged,  their  liberal  mind, 

Ahetft  the  linow,  rural  vale ; 
Attentifie  ct9I  to  sorrow's  wail. 

Or  modest  merit's  silent  claim  $ 
And  nefCK  maj  their  sources  fail ! 

And  never  envy  blot  their  name. 

Thr  daughters  bright  thy  walks  adorn ! 

Gay  as  the  gildea  summer's  sky. 
Sweet  as  the  dewy  mil  :^- white  thorn. 

Dear  as  die  raptured  thrill  of  joy  ! 
Fair  Burnet  strikes  th'  adoring  eye, 

Hcav'a's  beauties  on  my  fancy  shine : 
I  fee  the  sire  of  love  on  high^ 

And  own  Ms  work  inde^  divine ! 


There,  watching  hiffh  the  least  alarma« 

Thy  rough  rude  fortress  ^eams  afar : 
Like  some  bold  vet'ran  grey  in  arms. 

And  mark'd  with  many  a  seamy  scar : 
The  pon'drous  wall  and  massy  bar, 

Onm -rising  o'er  the  rujjgea  rock : 
Have  oft  withstood  assaihnff  war. 

And  oft  rcpeird  th'  invader's  shock. 

With  awe-siruck  thought  and  pitying  teara. 

I  view  (hat  noble,  stately  dome, 
Where  Scotia* s  kings  of  other  yeurs. 

Famed  heroeii,  had  their  royal  home. 
Alas  !  how  changed  the  times  to  come ! 

Their  royal  name  low  in  the  dust ; 
Their  hapless  race  wild-wand*ring  roam ! 

Tbo*  rigid  law  cries  out,  'twas  just ! 

Wild  beats  my  heart  to  trace  your  steps, 

M'*hose  ancestors  in  days  of  yore. 
Thro'  hostile  ranks  and  ruin'd  gaps 

Old  ^cotia^s  bloody  Hon  bote  t 
E'en  /  who  sing  in  rustic  lore, 

Haply  my  sires  have  Uft  their  shed, 
And  faced  grim  danger's  loudest  roar. 

Bold  following  where  your  fathers  led  ! 

Edtva  !  Scoiia*s  darling  seat ! 

All  hail  thv  palaces  and  tow'rs, 
Where  once  beneath  a  monarch's  feet 

Sat  legislation's  sov'reign  pow*rs ! 
From  marking  wildlv-scatter'd  flowers, 

As  on  the  iMmks  ot  Ayr  I  stray 'd, 
And  singing,  lone,  the  nng'ring  nours, 

I  shelter  m  thy  honour'd  shade. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

OMiTKMn. — Makes  three  teveral  pilgrimagu  in  OxIedonia^^Lands  from  the  Jtni  of  them^ 
aftet  cm  obfeiiee  of$ix  monthg,  amonpit  his  friend*  in  the  **  Amid  Chy  Biygiu" — FrW« 
honour  in  his  own  country — Falls  in  with  many  hind  friends  during  thcM  j^tprUsagn^  amd 
is  familiar  with  the  great,  but  never  secures  one  effective  patron — Aneedctu  mnd  SicteAct— 
JJnpers  in  Ediuhuryh  amidst  the  ftesltpots,  winter  17B7-6 — Upset  in  a  hackney  eoaek^ 
which  produces  a  bruiud  iimb,  and  mournful  musings  for  six  weeks — Is  enrolled  in  the  £r- 
eise — Another  crisis,  in  which  the  Poet  finds  it  necessary  to  implore  even  his  friend  Mro, 
Jhinlop  mot  to  destrt  him — Grovels  over  his  publisher,  but  after  settling  with  him 
JEdinburgh  with  £^00^^  Steps  towards  a  more  regular  life. 


*^  Ramsay  and  famous  Fergusoii, 
Gied  Forth  and  Taj  a  lift  aboon  i 
Yarrow  and  Tweed  to  monie  a  tune 

Thro*  Scotland  rings, 
M^ile  Irvine,  liu^ar,  Ayr,  and  Xraoa, 

Naebody  sings.** 

On  the  6th  of  May,  Bums  left  Edinburgh,  in  company  with  Mr.  Robert 
Atnslie,  Writer  to  the  Signet,  the  son  of  a  proprietor  in  Berwickshire.— 
Among  other  changes  "  which  fleeting  time  procureth,"  this  amiable  gen- 
tleman, whose  youthful  gaiety  made  him  a  chosen  associate  of  Burns,  is  now 
chiefly  known  as  the  author  of  some  Manuals  of  Devotion. — They  had 
formed  the  design  of  perambulating  the  picturesque  scenery  of  the  south- 
em  border,  and  in  particular  of  visiting  the  localities  celebrated  by  the 
old  minstrels,  of  whose  works  Burns  was  a  passionate  admirer. 

This  was  long  before  the  time  when  those  fields  of  Scottish  romance  were 
to  be  made  accessible  to  the  curiosity  of  citizens  by  stage-coaches ;  and 
Bums  and  his  friend  performed  their  tour  on  horseback ;  the  former  being 
mounted  on  a  favourite  mare,  whom  he  had  named  Jenny  Geddes/  in  ho- 
nour of  the  good  woman  who  threw  her  stool  at  the  Dean  of  Edinburgh's 
head  on  the  23d  of  July  1637,  when  the  attempt  was  made  to  introduce  a 
Scottish  Liturgy  into  the  service  of  St.  Giles's.  The  merits  of  the  trusty 
animal  have  been  set  forth  by  the  poet  in  very  expressive  and  humorous 
terms,  in  a  letter  to  his  friend  Nicoll  while  on  the  road,  and  which  will  be 
found  entire  in  the  Correspondence.  He  writes  : — "  My  auld  ga*d  gleyde 
o*  a  mecre  has  huchyalled  up  hill  and  down  brae,  as  teuch  and  birnie  as  a 
Yera  devil,  wi*  me.  It's  true  she's  as  puir*s  a  sangmaker,  and  as  hard's  a 
kirk,  and  lipper-laipers  when  she  takes  the  gate,  like  a  lady's  gentlewoman 
in  a  minuwae,  or  a  hen  on  a  het  girdle  ;  but  she's  a  yauld  poutherin  girron 
for  a'  tha(.  When  ance  her  ringbanes  and  pavies,  her  cruiks  and  cramps, 
are  fairly  soupled,  she  beets  to,  beets  to,  and  aye  the  hindmost  hour  the 
lightest,"  &c.  &c. 

Burns  passed  from  Edinburgh  to  Berrywell,  the  residence  of  Mr.  Ainslie's 
family,  and  visited  successively  Dunse,  Coldstream,  Kelso,  Fleurs,  and  the 
niins  of  Roxburgh  Castle,  near  n'hich  a  holly  bush  still  marks  the  spot  on 
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-Wtiich  JaAMIII.  df  Scotland  was  killed  by  the  bursting  of  a  catmon.  Jedburgh 
—where  he  admired  the  "  charming  romantic  situation  of  the  town,  with  gar- 
dens  and  orchards  intermingled  among  the  houses  of  a  once  magnificent  ca- 

■  thedral  (abbey):"  and  was  struck,  (as  in  the  other  towns  of  the  same  district), 
with  the  appearance  of  *<  old  rude  grandure,"  and  the  idleness  of  decay ; 
Melrose,  *'  that  far-famed  glorious  ruin/*  Selkirk,  Ettrick,  and  the  braes  of 
Yarrow.  Having  spent  three'  weeks  in  this  district,  of  which  it  has  been 
justly  said,  **  tliat  every  field  has  its  battle,  and  every  rivulet  its  song,*' 
Bums  passed  the  Border,  and  visited  Alnwick,  Warkworth,  Morpeth,  New* 
castle,  Hexham,  Wardrue,  and  Carlisle.  He  then  turned  northwards,  and 
rode  by  Annan  and  Dumfries  to  Dalswinton,  where  he  examined  Mr. 
Millers  property,  and  was  so  much  pleased  with  the  soil,  and  tlie  terms 
on  which  the  landlord  was  willing  to  grant  him  a  lease,  that  he  resolved  to 
return  again  in  the  course  of  the  summer. 

The  poet  visited,  in  the  course  of  his  tour,  Sir  James  Hall  of  Dunglas, 

.  author  of  the  well -known  Essay  on  GoUiic  Architecture^  &c. ;  Sir  Alexander 
and  Lady  Harriet  Don,  (sister  to  his  patron.  Lord  Glencaim),  at  Newton- 
Don  ;  Mr.  Brydone,  the  author  of  Travels  in  Sicily ;  the  amiable  and 
learned  Dr.  Somerville  of  Jedburgh,  the  historian  of  Queen  Anne,  &c. ;  and, 
mB  usual,  recorded  in  his  journal  his  impressions  as  to  their  manners  and 
characters.  His  reception  was  everywhere  most  flattering.  The  sketch 
of  his  tour  is  a  very  brief  one.     It  runs  thus : — 

«'  Sajturday^  May  6.  Left  Edinburgh — Lammer-muir  hills,  miserably 
cireanr  in  general,  but  at  times  very  picturesque. 

*'  Lanson-edge,  a  glorious  view  of  the  Merse.    Reach  Benywell.    .    • 
The  family-meeting  with  my  compagnon  de  voyage^  very  charming ;  parti- 
cularly the  sister. 

*«  Sunday.    Went  to  church  at  Dunse.     Heard  Dr.  Bowmaker. 

**  Monday.    Coldstream — glorious  river  Tweed — clear  and  majestic^ 

'fine* bridge — dine  at  Coldstream  with  Mr.  Ainslie  and  Mr.  Foreman.  Beat 
Mr.  Foreman  in  a  dispute  about  Voltaire.  Drink  tea  at  Lennel-House  with 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Brydone.    •   •   .     Ueception  extremely  flattering.  Sleep  at 

-  Coldstream. 

**  Tuesday.  Breakfast  at  Kelso — charming  situation  of  the  town — fine 
bridge  over  the  Tweed.  Enchanting  views  and  prospects  on  both  sides  of 
the  river,  especially  on  the  Scotch  side.  .  .  .  Visit  Roxburgh  Palace 
^— fine  situation  of  it.  Ruins  of  Roxburgh  Castle — a  holly  bush  growing 
where  James  the  Second  was  accidentally  killed  by  the  bursting  of  a  can- 
non. A  small  old  religious  ruin  and  a  fine  old  garden  planted  by  the  reli- 
gious, rooted  out  and  destroyed  by  a  Hottentot,  a  maitre  d  hotel  of  the 
I>uke*s  ! — Climate  and  soil  of  Berwickshire,  and  even  Roxburghshire,  su- 
perior to  A3rrshire — ^bad  roads — turnip  and  sheep  husbandry,  their  great 
improvements.  .  .  .  Low  markets,  consequently  low  lands — magnifi- 
cence of  farmers  and  farm-houses.  Come  up  the  Teviot,  and  up  the  Jed 
to  Jedburgh,  to  lie,  and  so  wish  myself  good  night. 

"  Wedi^eaday.  Breakfast  with  Mr.  Fair.  .  .  .  Charming  ronum'tic 
situation  of  Jedburgh,  with  gardens  and  orchards,  intermingled  among  the 
houses  and  the  ruins  of  a  once  magnificent  cathedral.  All  the  towns  here 
Lave  the  appearance  of  old  rude  grandeur,  but  extremely  idle. — J^d,  a  fine 
ranandc  little  river.  Dined  with  Capt.  Rutherford,  .  .  .  return  to 
Jedburgh.  Walked  up  the  Jed  with  some  ladies  to  be  shown  Love-lane» 
md  Bhicldbmt  two  fiury  scenes.    Introduced  to  Mr.  Potts,  writer,  and  to 
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Mr.  SomervilW,  the  clergyman  of  the  parish,  a  maoi  and  a  gtatUaum,  Imt 
aadly  addicted  to  punning. 

•       ••••••••••«! 

^  fy&wykf  Saturdaif.  Waa  presented  by  the  Magistrates  with  the  fmt^ 
dom  of  the  town.  Took  fiu^well  of  Jedburgh,  with  some  melancholy  sen- 
sations. 

**  Mimitilf^  Ma^  14,  IUm.  Dine  with  the  fanner's  club— all  gentlemen 
talking  of  lugh  matters — each  of  them  keeps  a  hunter  fVom  £§0  to  £50 
vakie,  and  attends  the  fox-hunting  club  in  the  country.  Go  oat  widi  Mr. 
Ker,  one  of  the  dub,  and  a  friend  of  Mr.  Ainslie's,  to  sleep.  In  his  mind 
and  manners,  Mr.  Ker  is  astonishingly  like  my  dear  old  friend  Robert  Muir 
— 'Every  thing  in  his  house  elegant.  He  offers  to  accompany  me  hi  my 
English  tour. 

**  Tuuday.  Dine  with  Sir  Alexander  Don ;  a  very  wet  day.  •  .  . 
.  Sleep  at  Mr.  Ker*s  again,  and  set  out  next  day  for  Melrose — ^visit  Dryburgh, 
a  fine  old  ruined  abbey,  by  the  way.  Cross  the  Leader,  and  come  up  the 
Tweed  to  Melrose.  Dine  there,  and  visit  that  far-famed  glorious  ruin — 
Come  to  Selkirk  up  the  banks  of  Ettrick.  The  whole  country  h^eabouts, 
k#th  on  Tweed  and  Ettrick,  remarkably  stony." 

He  wrote  no  verses,  as  far  as  is  known,  during  this  tour,  except  a  humor- 
ous Epistle  to  his  bookseller,  Creech,  dated  l^lkirk,  ISdi  May.  In  this 
he  makes  complimentary  allusions  to  some  of  the  men  of  letters  who  were 
used  to  meet  at  breakfiut  in  Creech's  apartments  in  those  days— whence 
the  name  of  OieecA's  Lme  /  and  touches,  too,  briefly  on  some  (^  the  sce- 
nery he  had  visited. 

^  Up  winpline  ititely  Tweed  I*Te  sped. 
And  Eden  scenes  on  crysUlJed, 
And  Ettrick  banks  now  raring  ted. 

While  tempests  Uaw.*!-*^ 

Bums  returned  to  Mauchline  on  the  8th  of  July.  It  is  pleasing  to  imagine 
the  delight  with  which  he  must  have  been  received  by  tne  ftmily  after  the 
absence  of  six  months,  in  which  his  fortunes  and  prospects  had  uadergoiie 
so  wonderfbl  a  change.  He  lefl  them  comparatively  unknown,  his  tender- 
est  feelings  torn  and  wounded  by  the  behaviour  of  the  Armours,  and  so 
miserably  poor,  that  he  had  been  for  some  weeks  obliged  to  skulk  from  the 
Sheriff's  cfficers,  to  avoid  the  payment  of  a  paltry  debt*  He  returned, 
bis  poetical  fame  established,  the  whole  country  ringmg  with  his  praisesp 
ftom  a  capital  in  which  he  was  known  to  have  formed  the  wonder  and  de- 
Ugfat  of  tne  polite  and  the  learned ;  if  not  rich,  yet  with  more  money  al- 
ready than  anv  of  his  kindred  had  ever  hoped  to  see  him  possess,  and  with 
prospects  of  future  patronage  and  permanent  elevation  in. the  scale  of  so- 
ciety, whidi  might  have  da^ied  steadier  eyes  than  those  of  maternal  and 
flraternal  affection.  The  prophet  had  at  last  honour  in  his  own  country : 
but  the  haughty  spirit  that  had  preserved  its  balance  in  Edinburgh,  was 
not  likely  to  lose  it  at  Mauchline ;  and  we  have  him  writing  firom  Ms  uM 
ekfjf  biggin  on  the  18th  of  June,  in  terms  as  strongly  expressive  as  any 
that  ever  came  from  his  pen,  of  that  jealous  pride  which  formed  the  grouno- 
work  of  his  character ;  that  dark  suspiciousness  of  fortune,  which  &  sub* 
aefuent  course  of  his  history  too  well  justified ;  that  nervous  intderance  of 
e^odescension,  and  consummate  scorn  of  meanness,  whid  attended  him 
through  Uie,  and  made  the  study  oi  his  qpecjes,  for  which  nature  had  gtvw 

Irim  liicli  tstraordioiurjr  ^ualificationi^  th^  wm%  tf  nMit  |^  ItaM  m| 
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0vtr  couuiterbaiaDCed  by  the  exquisite  capacity  far  eDJoyment  with  which 
he  was  also  endowed.  There  are  few  of  his  letters  in  which  more  of  the 
dark  traits  <^  his  spirit  come  to  light  than  in  the  fi)llowing  extract  >^ 
^  I  never^  my  friend,  thought  mankind  capable  of  any  thing  very  gener 
rous ;  but  the  stateliness  of  the  patricians  of  Edinburgh,  and  the  servili^ 
of  my  plebeian  brethren,  (who,  perhaps,  formerly  eyed  me  askance),  since  I 
returned  home,  have  nearly  put  me  out  of  conceit  altogether  with  my  spe* 
des.  I  have  bought  a  pocket-Milton,  which  I  carry  perpetually  about  me^ 
in  order  to  study  the  sentiments,  the  dauntless  magnanimity,  the  intrepid 
unjdelding  independence,  the  desperate  daring,  and  noble  defiance  of  hardr 
ship,  in  that  great  personage — Satan.  .  .  .  The  many  ties  of  acquaintance 
and  friendship  I  have,  or  think  I  have,  in  life — I  have  felt  along  the  lines, 
and,  d — n  them,  they  are  almost  all  of  them  of  such  frail  texture,  that  I 
am  sure  they  would  not  stand  the  breath  of  the  least  adverse  breeze  of 
fortune/* 

Among  those  who  now  appeared  sufficiently  ready  to  oourt  his  society, 
were  the  family  of  Jean  Armour.  Bums's  regard  for  this  affectionate  young 
woman  had  outlived  his  resentment  of  her  father's  disavowal  of  him  in  the 
preceding  summer ;  and  from  the  time  of  this  reconciliation,  it  is  probable 
he  looked  forward  to  a  permanent  union  with  the  mother  of  his  children. 

Burns  at  least  fancied  himself  to  be  busy  with  serious  plans  for  his  fu- 
ture establishment ;  and  was  very  naturally  disposed  to  avail  himself,  as  far 
as  he  could,  of  the  opportunities  of  travel  and  observation,  which  an  inter- 
val of  leisure  might  present.  Moreover,  in  spite  of  his  gloomy  language,  a 
specimen  of  which  has  just  been  quoted,  we  are  not  to  doubt  that  he  de- 
rived much  pleasure  from  witnessing  the  extensive  popularity  of  his  writ- 
ings, and  from  the  flattering  homage  he  was  sure  to  receive  in  his  own  per- 
son,  in  the  various  districts  of  his  native  country ;  nor  can  any  one  wonder 
that,  after  the  state  of  high  excitement  in  which  he  liad  spent  the  winter 
and  spring,  he,  fond  as  he  was  of  his  family,  and  eager  to  make  them  par- 
takers in  all  his  good  fortune,  should  have,  just  at  this  time,  found  himself 
incapable  of  sitting  down  contentedly  for  any  considerable  period  together, 
in  so  humble  and  quiet  a  circle  as  that  of  Mossgiel.  His  appetite  for  wan- 
deriAg  appears  to  have  been  only  sharpened  by  his  Border  excursion.  Afler 
remaining  a  few  days  at  home,  he  returned  to  Edinburgh,  and  thence  pro- 
ceeded on  aootlier  short  tour,  by  way  of  Stirling,  to  Inverary,  and  so  back 
rngBoOf  by  Dumbarton  and  Glasgow,  to  Mauchline.  Of  this  second  excur- 
iMon,  no  journal  has  been  discovered ;  nor  do  the  extracts  from  his  corres- 
pondence, printed  by  Dr.  Curric,  appear  to  be  worthy  of  much  notice.  Ja 
one,  he  briefly  describes  the  West  Highlands  as  a  country  *'  where  savage 
streams  tumble  over  savage  mountains,  thinly  overspread  with  savage  flocks, 
which  starvingly  support  as  savage  inhabitants  :*'  and  in  another,  he  gives 
an  account  of  Jenny  Geddes  running  a  race  after  dinner  with  a  Highlander's 
pony — of  his  dancing  and  drinking  till  sunrise  at  a  gentleman's  house  on 
Loch  Lomond ;  and  of  other  simikir  matters. — **  I  have  as  yet,"  says  he, 
^<  fixed  on  nothing  with  respect  to  the  serious  business  of  life.  I  am,  just 
as  usual,  a  rhyming,  mason-making,  raking,  aimless,  idle  fellow.  However, 
I  dudl  aomewhere  have  a  fium  soon." 

In  the  course  of  this  tour,  Bums  visited  the  motlier  and  sisters  of  his 
fiicnd,  Gavin' Hamilton,  then  residing  at  Harvieston,  in  ClackmannanshireB 
m  the  immfidiatP  neighbourhood  of  the  magnificent  scenery  of  Castle  Camp- 

Hiiiijpj  Ihg  nti^  of  Derw,    Caatle  Cai»pb^  called  otberwtst  ^ml  Cbilil 
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^Gloom^  ii  grandly  situated  in  a  gorge  of  the  Ochilli,  cohitnihding  ii 
extensive  view  ci  Uie  plain  of  Stirling.  This  ancie&t  possession  of  the 
Argyll  fiunily  was»  in  sonw  sortt  a  town-residence  of  those  chieftains  in  the 
dajrs  when  Uie  court  was  usually  held  at  Stirling,  Linlithgow,  or  Falkland. 
The  castle  was  humt  hy  Mcmtrose,  and  has  never  heen  repaired.  The 
Cauldnm  Linn  and  EumbUng  Brigg  of  the  Devon  lie  near  Castle  Camp* 
bellf  on  the  verge  of  the  plaLi.  He  was  especially  delighted  with  one  of 
the  young  ladies ;  and,  according  to  his  usual  custom,  celebrated  her  in 
•  song,  in  which,  in  opposition  to  his  general  custom,  there  is  nothing  but 
the  respectfulness  of  admiration. 

How  fdeuant  the  baaka  of  tbe  datf-winding  Doron, 
With  green  ipreoding  buihct,  and  flowers  blooming  finr  | 

But  the  bonniest  flower  on  the  banks  of  the  Devon 
Wu  onoe  m  sweet  bud  on  the  braes  of  the  Ayr. 

Mild  be  the  son  on  this  sweet  bloshing  flower. 

In  the  gaj  roinr  mom  as  it  bathes  in  the  dew! 
And  gentle  the  nil  of  the  soft  vcmal  shower. 

That  steals  on  the  evening  each  leaf  to  renew. 

O  spare  the  dear  blossom,  je  orient  breezes. 

With  diill  hoarjr  wing  as  je  usher  the  dawn  t 
And  hi  be  thou  distant,  thou  reptile  that  seises 

The  Terdure  and  pride  of  the  garden^and  lawn ! 

Let  Bourbon  exult  in  his  gaj  gilded  lilies. 
And  England  triumphant  di^>laj  her  proud  rose  f 
.  A  fiurer  than  either  adorns  the  green  Valleys, 
Where  Devon,  sweet  Devon,  meandering  flows. 

At  Harviestonbank,  also,  the  poet  first  became  acquainted  with  Miss 
Chalmers,  afterwards  Mrs.  Hay,  to  whom  one  of  the  most  interesting  se- 
ries of  his  letters  is  addressed.  Indeed,  with  the  exception  of  his  letters  to 
Mrs.  Dunlop,  there  is,  perhaps,  no  part  of  his  correspondence  which  may 
be  quoted  so  uniformly  to  his  honour.  It  was  on  this  expedition  that, 
haying  been  visited  wiUi  a  high  flow  of  Jacobite  indignation  while  viewing 
the  neglected  palace  at  Stirling,  he  was  imprudent  enough  to  write  some 
verses  bitterly  vituperative  of  the  reigning  family  on  the  window  ci  his 
inn.  These  verses  were  copied  and  talked  of;  and  although  the  next  time 
Bums  passed  through  Stirlmg,  he  himself  brdce  the  pane'  of  glass  contain- 
ing them,  they  were  remembered  years  afterwards  to  his  disadvantage,  and 
even  danger. — As  these  verses  have  never  appeared  in  any  edition  of  his 
works  hi&erto  puUished  in  Britain,  we  present  them  to  our  readars  iM  m 
literary  curiosity. 

Here  onee  in  triumph  Stuarts  reisn'd,  ' 

And  laws  for  Scotia  weU  ordain*d ; 
But  now  unroof  *d  their  palace  stands  ; 
Their  soqicrc*8  swaj'd  bj  other  hands. 

I 

The  ii^jured  Stuart  line  is  gone, 

A  race  outlandish  filla  the  tnnme  ;— 

An  idiot  race,  to  honour  lost, 

Who  know  them  best,' despise  them  most* 

The  young  ladies  of  Harvieston  were,  according  to  Dr.  Currie,  surprised 
with  the  calm  manner  in  which  Bums  contemplated  their  fine  scenery  on 
Devon  water;  and  the  Doctor  enters  into  a  little  dissertation  on  the  si^ecty 
showing  that  a  man  of  Bums's  lively  imagination  might  probably  have  rorm- 
#d  antkipaliom  which  the  xealitiii^oft&  prospect  mi^tntberdiaappgial* 
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TUt  is  possible  enough ;  but  I  suppose  few  will  take  it  for  granted  that 
Burns  surveyed  ai^  scenes  either  oif  beauty  or  of  grandeur  without  emo- 
tion, merely  because  he  did  not  choose  to  be  ecstatic  for  the  benefit  of  a 
company  of  young  ladies.  He  was  indeed  very  impatient  of  interrtqption 
on  such  occasions :  riding  one  dark  night  near  Carron»  his  companion  teased 
him  with  noisy  exclamations  of  delight  and  wonder,  whenever  an  opening 
in  the  wood  permitted  them  to  see  tlie  magnificent  glare  of  the  furnaces  ; 
*'  Look,  Bums  !  Good  Heaven  !  look  !  look  !  what  a  glorious  sight  !*' — 
**  Sir,"  said  Bums,  clapping  spurs  to  Jenny  Geddcs,  "  I  would  not  look  ! 
look  f  'at  your  bidding,  if  it  were  tlie  moutli  of  hell !" 

Bums  ^ent  the  month  of  July  at  Mossgiel ;  and  Mr.  Dugald  Stewart, 
in  a  letter  to  Currie,  gives  some  recollections  of  him  as  he  then  appeared : 
— '<  Notwithstanding  the  various  reports  I  heard  during  the  preceding  win- 
tcr  of  Bums's  predilection  for  convivial,  and  not  very  select  society,  I 
should  have  concluded  in  favour  of  his  habits  of  sobriety,  from  all  of  him 
that  ever  fell  under  my  own  observation.  He  told  me  indeed  himself,  that 
the  weakness  of  his  stomach  was  such  as  to  deprive  him  entirely  of  any 
merit  ih  his  temperance.  I  was,  however,  somewhat  alarmed  about  the 
effect  of  his  now  comparatively  sedentary  and  luxurious  life,  when  he  con- 
fessed to  me,  the  first  night  he  spent  in  my  house  af\cr  his  winter's  cam- 
paign in  town,  that  he  had  been  much  disturbed  when  in  bed,  by  a  palpi- 
tation at  his  heart,  which,  he  said,  was  a  complaint  to  which  he  had  of  late 
become  subject.  In  the  course  of  the  same  season  I  was  led  by  curiosity 
to  attend  for  an  hour  or  two  a  Masonic  Lodge  in  Mauchline,  where  Bums 
presided.  He  had  occasion  to  make  some  short  unpremeditated  com- 
pliments to  different  individuals  from  whom  he  had  no  reason  to  expect  a 
visit,  and  every  thing  he  said  was  happily  conceived,  and  forcibly  as  well 
an  fluently  expressed.  His  manner  of  speaking  in  public  had  evidently  the 
marks  of  some  practice  in  extempore  elocution.'* 

In  August,  Hums  revisited  Stirlingshire,  in  company  with  Dr.  Adair,  of 
Harrowgate,  and  remained  ten  days  at  Harvieston.  He  was  received  with 
particulsur  kindness  at  Ochtert3n-e,  on  the  Teith,  by  Mr.  Ramsay  (a  friend 
of  Blacklock),  whose  beautiful  retreat  he  enthusiastically  admired.  His 
host  was  among  the  last  of  those  old  Scottish  Latinisis  who  began  with  Bu- 
chanan. Mr.  Ramsay,  among  other  eccentricities,  had  sprinkled  the  walla 
of  his  house  witli  Latin  inscriptions,  some  of  them  highly  elegant ;  and 
these  particularly  interested  Bums,  who  asked  and  obtained  copies  and 
translations  of  them.  This  amiable  man  (another  Monkbams)  was  deaply 
read  in  Scottish  antiquities,  and  the  author  of  some  learned  essays  on  the 
elder  poetry  of  his  country.  His  conversation  must  have  delighted  any 
man  of  talents ;  and  Bums  and  he  were  mutually  charmed  with  each  other. 
Ramsay  advised  him  strongly  to  turn  his  attention  to  the  romantic  drama, 
and  proposed  the  Crentk  Shq)herd  as  a  model :  he  also  urged  him  to  write 
SeoUith  Georgia^  observing  that  Thomson  had  by  no  means  exhausted  that 
field.  He  appears  to  have  relished  both  hints.  "  But,"  says  Mr.  R.  <<  to 
have  executed  either  plan,  steadiness  and  abstraction  firom  company  were 
wanting." — Mr.  Ramsay  thus  writes  of  Bums  : — *'  I  have  been  in  the  com- 
pany of  many  men  of  genius,  some  of  them  poets ;  but  I  never  witnessed 
such  flashes  of  intellectual  brightness  as  from  him,  the  impulse  of  the  mo- 
ment, ^wrks  of  celestial  fire.  I  never  was  more  delighted,  therefore,  than 
with  his  company  two  days  t^te-a-t^te.  In  a  mixed  company  I  should  have 
made  little  of  him;  for,  to  use  a  gamester's  phrase,  he  did  not  always  know 
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when  to  play  off  and  when  to  play  on.  'W^hen  I  asked  him  whether  tht 
Edinburgh  literati  had  mended  his  poems  by  their  criticisms-—'  Sir/  laid 
hcy  '  those  gentlemen  remind  me  of  some  spinsters  in  my  country,  who  spin 
their  thread  so  fine  that  it  h  neither  fit  for  weft  nor  woof.'  " 

At  Clackmannan  Tower,  the  Poet*f  jacobitism  procured  him  a  hearty 
welcome  from  the  ancient  lady  of  the  place,  who  gloried  in  considering 
herself  a  lineal  descendant  of  Robert  Bruce.  She  bestowed  on  Bums  knight* 
hood  with  the  touch  of  the  hero*s  sword ;  and  delighted  him  by  giving  as 
|ier  toast  after  dinner,  Hopki  uncotf  away  strangers ! — a  she^erd'i  cry 
when  strange  sheep  mingle  in  the  flock.  At  Dunfermline  the  poet  betray* 
ed  deep  emotion,  Dr.  Adair  tells  us,  on  seeing  the  grave  of  the  Bruce ;  but, 
passing  to  another  moqd  on  entering  the  adjoining  church,  he  mounted  the 
pulpit,  and  addressed  his  companions,  who  had,  at  his  desire,  ascended  the 
euityMiool^  in  a  parody  of  the  rebuke  which  he  had  himself  undergone  some 
time  before  at  Mauchline.  From  Dunfermline  the  poet  crossed  the  Frith  rf 
Forth  to  Edinburgh ;  and  forthwith  set  out  with  his  friend  Nicoll  on  a  more 
extensive  tour  than  he  had  as  yet  undertaken,  or  was  ever  again  to  under- 
take. Some  fragments  of  his  journal  have  recently  been  discovered,  and 
are  now  in  my  hands ;  so  that  I  may  hope  to  add  some  interesting  particu* 
lars  to  the  accout  of  Dr.  Currie.  The  travellers  hired  a  post-chaiae  io€ 
their  expedition — the  schoolmaster  being,  probably,  no  very  skilful  equet* 
trian. 

**  August  25th,  1787.— This  day,"  says  Bums,  <<  I  leave  Edinburgh  lor 
a  tour,  in  company  with  my  good  friend,  Mr.  Nicoll,  whose  originaH^  of 
humour  promises  me  much  entertainment — lAnUtkffow* — A  fertDe  im- 
proved country  is  West  Lothian.  The  more  elegance  and  luxury  among 
the  fanners,  I  always  observe,  in  equal  proportion,  the  rudeness  and  stupi- 
dity of  the  peasantry.  This  remark  1  have  made  all  over  the  Lothians, 
Merse,  Roxburgh,  &c. ;  and  for  this,  among  other  reasons,  I  think  that  8 
man  of  romantic  taste,  '  a  man  of  feeling,'  will  be  better'  pleased  with  the 
poverty,  but  intelligent  minds  of  the  peasantry  of  Ayrshire,  (peasantry  they 
yre  all,  below  the  Justice  of  Peace),  than  the  opulence  of  a  club  of  Merse 
fiurmers,  when  he,  at  tlie  same  time,  considers  the  VandaKsm  of  their  plough- 
folks,  &c.  I  carry  this  idea  so  far,  that  an  uninclosed,  unimpiroved  coun- 
try is  to  me  actually  more  agreeable  as  a  prospect,  than  ^  country  culti- 
vated like  a  garden." 

It  was  hardly  to  be  expected  that  Robert  Bums  should  have  estimated 
the  wealth  of  nations  on  the  principles  of  a  political  economist ;  or  that 
with  him  the  greatest  possible  produce,— no  matter  how  derived,— -was  to 
be  the  paramount  principle.  But,  where  the  greatness  and  hamtiness  of  « 
people  are  concerned,  perhaps  the  inspirations  of  the  poet  may  be  as  safely 
taken  for  a  guide  as  the  inductions  of  the  political  economist  :«- 

From  loeiiet  like  tbete  old  Scotia**  grandeur  iptinaii 

That  makes  her  k>ved  at  home,  revered  abroad : 
Prinoei  and  lords  are  hut  the  breadi  of  kiiun,    ' 

^^  An  honest  man's  the  noblest  work  of  Oos  I** 
And  cerU*^  in  fair  virtue's  heav*nl]r  road. 

The  cottage  leaves  the  palace  nr  behind ; 
What  is  a  lordHng's  pomp  I  a  eumbrous  IomU 

Oisipiinng  bft  the  wretch  of  human  Idni, 
Studied  m  arts  of  hell,  in  wickedness  refined; 

O  Scotia  !  my  dear,  my  native  soil  I 

For  whonr  mr  warmest  widi  to  Heaven  n  icnt  ^ 

l/Hm  may  thy  hardy  was  of  lunk  toU, 

^  bkn  wrtb  bcsi|h|  sad  ptMs,  ssa  iwsK  cMMBt  I  . 
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AbA,  O  !  wmf  HeftT*ii  their  rimple  Mrtt  prevent 

Fmn  haxvajH  oontagkNi,  weik  and  tuc  ! 
HmO)  howe'er  crowns  and  cortmttt  be  rent, 
A  vlirfwni*  populace  miy  rise  the  while, 
AtA  tCaad  a  wall  of  fire  anmnd  their  macfa»loved  Itfe, 

Of  Tinltthgpff  the  poet  sap,  "  the  town  carries  the  appearance  of  rude, 
decftjedy  idle  grandeur— charmingly  rural  retired  situation — the  old  Rojal 
Fkkee  a  tolerably  fine  but  melancholy  ruin — sweetly  situated  by  the  bnnk 
of  A  loch*  Shown  the  room  where  the  beautifiil  ujured  Mary  Queen  of 
Seots  was  bom*  A  pretty  good  old  Gothic  church — the  infamous  stool  of 
repentance,  in  the  old  Romish  way,  on  a  lofly  situation.  What  a  poor 
pimping  bnsineas  is  a  Presbyterian  place  of  worship ;  dirty,  narrow,  and 
aqoalid*  studc  in  a  comer  of  old  Popish  grandeur,  such  as  Linlithgow^  and 
BMch  more  Melrose !  Ceremony  and  show,  if  judiciously  tlirown  in,  are  ab- 
aoliitely  necessary  ibr  the  bulk  of  mankind,  both  in  religious  and  ciril  mat- 
ten " 

At  Bannockbura  he  writes  as  follows : — **  Here  no  Scot  can  pass  unin- 
tcreated.  I  fancy  to  myself  that  I  see  my  gallant  countrymen  coming  over 
the  hil),  and  down  upon  the  plunderers  of  their  country,  the  murderers  of 
their  ftthers,  noble,  revenge  and  just  hate  glowing  in  every  vein,  striding 
more  and  iqore  eagerly  as  they  approach  the  oppressive,  insulting,  blood- 
Mnty  fbe«  I  see  them  meet  in  glorious  triumphant  congratulation  on  the 
Yictorious  field,  exulting  in  their  heroic  royal  leader,  and  rescued  liberty 
and  indqpendence."—- Here  we  have  the  germ  of  Bums*8  famous  ode  on  the 
battle  Of  Bannockbum. 

At  Tajrmouth,  the  Journal  merely  has — *'  described  in  rhyme,^  This  al« 
Ittdet  to  the  <<  verses  written  with  a  pencil  over  the  mantle-piece  of  the 
partcKir  in  the  inn  at  Kenmorc  ;'*  some  of  which  arc  among  his  best  purely 
Engliih  heroics — 

^  Poetic  ardours  in  my  1)Osom  kwcII, 
I^ne  wanderin^r  by  the  hennit*8  mossy  cell ; 
The  Rweeping  theatre  of  hanging  woods ; 
The  inceeiant  roar  of  headlong-tumbling  floods  .... 
Here  Pbesy  might  wake  her  heaven-uuffht  lyre. 
And  took  through  nature  with  creatiTe  fire  .... 
Here,  to  the  wrongs  of  ^te  half  reconciled. 
Misfortune's  lighten*d  steps  might  wander  wild ; 
And  Disappointment,  in  these  lonely  bounds, 
Find  balm  to  soothe  her  bitter  rankung  woundn : 
Here  heart-struck  Orief  might  heayenward  stretch  her  scan. 
And  injured  Worth  forget  and  pardon  man.** 

Of  Glenlyon  we  Iiave  this  memorandum : — "  Druids'  temple,  three  cir- 
dea  of  stones,  the  outermost  sunk,  the  second  has  thirteen  stones  remain- 
ing, the  innermost  eight ;  two  large  detached  ones  like  a  gate  to  the  south- 
east— way prayen  (mil" 

His  notes  on  Dunkeld  and  Blair  of  Athole  are  as  follows : — <<  DutikM 
—Breakfast  with  Dr.  Stuart — ^Neil  Gow  plays ;  a  sliort,  stout-built.  High- 
land figure,  with  his  greyish  hair  shed  on  his  honest  social  brow — an  inte- 
resting fiu^e,  narking  strong  sense,  kind  openheartedness  mixed  with 
unmittrusting  simplicity — ^visit  his  house — Margaret  Gow. — Friday — 
ride  up  Tummel  river  to  Blair.  Fascally,  a  beautiful  roniantic  nest— wild 
*  of  the  pass  of  Killikrankie — ^visit  the  gallant  Lord  Dimdee*s  stone, 
-^up  with  the  Duchess— easy  and  happy  from  the  manners  of 
that  fimily— confirmed  in  my  good  opinion  of  mv  friend  Walker.-*iSSBiter« 
dbgH-Titit  the  scenes  round  Blair — fine,  but  spoilt  with  bad  taste." 
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Mr.  Walker,  who,  as  we  have  seen,  formed  Burns's  acquaintance  in 
Edinburgh  through  Blacklock,  was  at  this  period  tutor  in  the  family  of 
Athole,  and  from  him  the  following  particulars  of  Bums's  reception  at  the 
leat  of  his  noble  patron  are  derived : — <<  On  reaching  Blair,  he  sent  me  no- 
tice of  his  arrival  (as  I  had  been  previously  acquainted  with  him),  and  I 
hastened  to  meet  him  at  the  inn.  The  Duke,  to  whom  he  brought  a  letter 
of  introduction,  was  from  home  ;  but  the  Duchess,  being  informed  of  his  ar« 
rival,  gave  him  an  invitation  to  sup  and  sleep  at  Athole  House.  He  ac« 
oepted  the  invitation ;  but,  as  the  hour  of  supper  was  at  some  distance, 
begged  I  would  in  the  interval  be  his  guide  through  the  grounds.  It  waa 
afaready  growing  dark ;  yet  the  softened,  though  faint  and  uncertain,  view 
of  their  beauties,  which  die  moonlight  afforded  us,  seemed  exactly  suited 
to  the  state  of  his  feelings  at  the  time.  I  had  oflen,  like  others,  experienced 
the  pleasures  which  arise  from  the  sublime  or  elegant  landscape,  but  I  ne- 
ver saw  those  feelings  so  intense  as  in  Burns.  When  we  reached  a  rustic . 
hut  on  the  river  Tilt,  where  it  is  overhimg  by  a  woody  precipice,  from 
which  there  is  a  noble  water-fall,  he  threw  himself  on  the  heathy  seat, 
and  gave  himself  up  to  a  tender,  abstracted,  and  voluptuous  enthusiasm  of 
imagination.  It  was  with  much  difficulty  I  prevailed  on  him  ^  qtdt  thia 
spot,  and  to  be  introduced  in  proper  time  to  supper.  My  curiosity  was 
great  to  see  how  he  would  conduct  himself  in  company  so  different  from 
what  he  had  been  accustomed  to.  His  manner  was  unembarrassed,  plain, 
and  firm.  He  appeared  to  have  complete  reliance  on  his  own  native  good 
sense  for  directing  his  j}ehaviour.  He  seemed  at  once  to  perceive  and  to 
appreciate  what  was  due  to  the  company  and  to  himself,  and  never  to  for- 
get a  proper  respect  for  the  separate  species  of  dignity  bebnging  to  each* 
He  did  not  arrogate  conversation,  but,  when  led  into  it,  he  spoke  with  ease, 
propriety,  and  manliness.  He  tried  to  exert  his  nihilities,  because  he  knew 
it  was  ability  alone  gave  him  a  title  to  be  there.  The  Duke's  fine  young 
family  attracted  much  of  his  admiration ;  he  drank  their  healths  as  hanut 
men  and  honnie  lasses^  an  idea  which  was  much  applauded  by  the  company, 
and  with  which  he  has  very  felicitously  closed  his  poem.  Next  day  I  took 
a  ride  with  him  through  some  of  the  most  romantic  parts  of  that  neigh- 
bourhood, and  was  highly  gratified  by  his  conversation.  '  As  a  specimen 
of  his  happiness  of  conception  and  strength  of  expression,  I  will  meation  a 
remark  which  he  made  on  liis  fellow-traveller,  who  was  walking  at  tlie  time 
a  few  paces  before  us.  He  was  a  man  of  a  robust  but  clumsy  person ;  and 
while  Bums  was  expressing  to  me  the  value  he  entertained  for  him,  on 
account  of  his  vigorous  talents,  although  they  were  clouded  at  times  by 
coarseness  of  manners ;  ^*  in  short,"  he  added,  <<  his  mind  is  like  his  body» 
he  has  a  confounded  strong  in>-knee'd  sort  of  a  soul."— -Much  attention  was 
paid  to  Bums  both  before  and  after  the  Duke's  return,  of  which  he  was 
perfectly  sensible,  witliout  being  vain ;  and  at  his  departure  I  recommended 
to  him,  as  the  most  appropriate  return  he  could  make,  to  write  some  des- 
criptive verses  on  any  of  the  scenes  with  which  he  had  been  so  much  de- 
]u;hted«  After  leaving  Blair,  he,  by  the  Duke's  advice,  visited  the  FaUt  rf 
Mruar^  and  in  a  few  days  I  received  a  letter  from  Inverness,  with  the  verset 
enclosed."  * 

At  Blair,  Bums  first  met  with  Mr.  Graham  of  Fintray,  a  gentleman  to 
whose  kindness  he  was  afterwards  indebted  on  more  than  one  important 

*  Extract  of  a  letter  from  Mr.  Walkei:to  Mr.  Cuimingluun,  dated  Perth.  34th  October^ 
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occasion ;  and  Mr.  Walker  expresses  great  regret  that  he  did  not  remain 
a  day  or  two  more,  in  which  case  he  must  have  been  introduced  to  Mr. 
Dmidas,  the  first  Lord  Melville,  who  was  then  Treasurer  of  the  Navy,  and 
had  the  chief  management  of  the  afiairs  of  Scotland  This  statesman  was 
but  little  addicted  to  literature;  still,  had  such  an  introduction  taken 
place,  he  might  probably  have  been  induced  to  bestow  that  consideration 
on  the  claims  of  the  poet,  which,  in  the  absence  of  any  personal  acquain- 
tance,  Bums's  works  should  have  commanded  at  his  himds. 

From  Blair,  Bums  passed  **  many  miles  through  a  wild  country,  among 
diflb  grey  with  eternal  snows,  and  gloomy  savage  glens,  till  he  crossed  the 
Spey ;  and  went  down  the  stream  dirough  Strathspey,  (so  famous  in  Scot« 
liih  music),  Badenoch,  &c.  to  Grant  Castle,  where  he  spent  half  a  day  with 
Sir  James  Grant ;  crossed  the  country  to  fort  George,  but  called  by  the 
way  at  Cawdor,  the  ancient  seat  of  Macbetli,  whpre  he  saw  the  identical 
bed  in  which,  tradUion  taysy  King  Duncan  was  murdered ;  lastly,  from  Fort 
George  to  Inverness.  From  Inverness,  he  went  along  the  Murray  Frith  to 
Hodiabers,  taking  Culloden  Muir  and  Brodie  House  in  his  way. — 7%tir9- 
dfay*  Came  over  Culloden  Muir-*reflections  on  the  field  of  battle — break- 
at  Kilraick— old  Mrs.  Rose — sterling  sense,  warm  heart,  strong  pas- 
honest  pride — all  to  an  uncommon  degree — a  true  chieftain's  wife, 
daughter  of  Clephane — Mrs.  Rose  junior,  a  little  milder  than  the  mother, 
perhaps  owing  to  her  being  younger — two  young  ladies — ^Miss  Rose  sung 
two  Gaelic  songs — beautiful  and  lovely — Miss  Sophy  Brodie,  not  very 
beautiful,  but  most  agreeable  and  amiable — both  of  them  the  gentlest,  mild- 
eat,  sweetest  creatures  on  earth,  and  happiness  b^  with  Uiem !  Brodie. 
House  to  lie-— Mr.  B.  truly  polite,  but  not  quite  the  Highland  cordiality.—- 
JPriday^  Cross  the  Findhom  to  Forres — famous  stone  at  Forres — Mr.  Bro* 
die  tells  me  the  muir  where  Shakspeare  lays  Macbeth's  witch*meeting,  is 
•till  haunted — that  the  country  folks  won't  pass  by  night — Elgin — ^vene- 
rable ruins  of  the  abbey,  a  grander  effect  at  first  glance  than  Melrose,  but 
nothing  near  so  beautifuL — Cross  Spey  to  Fochabers — ^fine  palace,  worthy 
cf  the  noble,  the  polite,  the  generous  proprietor — the  Duke  makes  me  hap* 
pier  than  ever  great  man  did ;  noble,  princely,  yet  mild,  condescending, 
and  aflbble— gay  and  kind. — The  Duchess  charming,  witty,  kind,  and  sen- 
aible— Xjod  bless  them."* 

Bums,  who  had  been  much  noticed  by  this  noble  family  when  in  Edin- 
burgh, happened  to  present  himself  at  Gordon  Castle,  just  at  the  dinner 
hour,  and  being  invited  to  take  a  place  at  the  table,  did  so>  without  for  the 
moment  adverting  to  the  circumstance  that  his  travelling  companion  had 
been  left  alone  at  the  inn,  in  the  adjacent  village.  On  remembering  this 
aooQ  after  dinner,  he  begged  to  be  allowed  to  rejoin  his  friend ;  and  the 
Duke  of  Gordon,  who  now  for  the  first  time  learned  that  he  was  not  jour- 
neying alone,  immediately  proposed  to  send  an  invitation  to  Mr  Nicoll  tp 
come  to  the  Castle.  His  Grace's  messenger  found  the  haughty  school- 
master striding  up  and  down  before  the  inn  door,  in  a  state  of  high  wrath 
and  indignation,  at  what  he  considered  Bums's  neglect,  and  no  apologies 
could  s(^n  his  mood.  He  had  already  ordered  horses,  and  the  poet  find- 
ing that  he  must  choose  between  the  ducal  circle  and  his  irritable  associ- 
ate, at  once  left  Gordon  Castle,  and  repaired  to  the  inn ;  whence  Nicoll 
mad  he,  in  silence  and  mutual  displeasure,  pursued  their  joumey  along  the 

*  Extnct  tan  JooniiL 
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€SOMt  of  the  Murray  Frith.  The  abridgment  of  Burns^s  visit  at  Gordon 
CS«atle»  **  was  not  only,"  says  Mr.  Walker,  <<  a  mortifying  disappointment, 
but  in  all  probability  a  serious  misfortune,  as  a  longer  stay  among  persons 
cf  such  influence,  might  have  begot  a  permanent  intimacy,  and  on  their 
parts,  an  active  concern  for  his  future  advancement.**  *  But  this  touches 
mi  a  delicate  subject,  which  we  shall  not  at  present  pause  to  consider. 

Pursuing  his  journey  along  the  coast,  the  poet  visited  successively 
Nairn,  Forres,  Aberdeen,  and  Stonehive  ;  where  one  of  his  relations,  James 
Bumess,  writer  in  Montrose,  met  him  by  appointment,  and  conducted  him 
Into  the  circle  of  his  paternal  kindred,  among  whom  he  spent  two  or  three 
days.  When  William  Bumess,  his  father,  abandoned  his  native  district, 
never  to  revisit  it,  he,  as  he  used  to  tell  his  children,  took  a  sorrowful  fkre- 
well  of  his  brother  on  the  summit  of  the  last  hill  from  which  the  roof  of 
their  lowly  home  could  be  descried ;  and  the  old  man  appears  to  have 
ever  after  kept  up  an  aflPectionate  correspondence  with  his  family.  It  fell 
to  the  poet's  lot  to  communicate  his  father's  death  to  th^  Kincardineshire 
Idndred,  and  afWr  that  he  seems  to  have  maintained  the  same  sort  of  cor- 
vespondence.  He  now  formed  a  personal  acquaintance  with  these  good 
people,  and  in  a  letter  to  his  brother  Gilbert,  we  find  him  describing  them 
in  terms  which  show  the  lively  interest  he  took  in  all  their  concerns.  * 

**  The  rest  of  my  stages,"  says  he,  "  are  not  worth  rehearsing :  warm 
at  I  was  from  Ossion's  country,  where  I  had  seen  his  very  grave,  what 
eared  I  for  fishing  towns  and  fertile  carses  ?*'  He  arrived  once  more  in 
Auld  Reekie,  on  tlie  16th  of  September,  having  travelled  about  six  Inm- 
dred  -miles  in  two*and-twenty  days — greatly  extended  his  acquaintance 
with  his  own  country,  and  visited  some  of  its  most  classical  scenery — ob- 
served something  of  Highland  manners,  which  must  have  been  as  interest- 
ing as  they  were  novel  to  him — and  strengthened  considerably  among  the 
•lardy  Jacobites  of  the  North  those  political  opinions  which  he  at  this  pe- 
riod avowed. 

Of  the  few  poems  composed  during  this  Highland  tour,  we  have  already 
Mentioned  two  or  three.  While  standing  by  the  Fall  of  Fycrs,  near  Loch 
Mesfy  he  wrote  with  his  pencil  the  vigorous  couplets — 

*'*'  Among  the  heathy  hiDs  and  rugged  woodm 
The  roaring  Fyen  pours  his  mossy  floods,^  Stc 

When  at  Sir  William  Murray's  of  Ochtert3rre,  he  celebrated  Miss  Murray 
of  Lintrose,  commonly  called  "  The  Flower  of  Sutherland,"  in  the  Song— 

''  Blythe,  blythe,  and  merry  was  she, 
Blythe  was  she  bat  and  ben,'*  &c 

And  the  verses  On  Scaring  some  Wild/owl  on  Loch  Turit, — 

"  Why,  ye  tenants  of  the  lake, 
For  me  your  wat*ry  haunu  foruke,**  Ac 

were  composed  while  imder  the  same  roof.  Tliesc  last,  except  perhi^ 
Bruar  Waier^  are  the  best  that  he  added  to  his  collection  during  the  wan- 
derings of  the  summer.  But  in  Burns's  subsequent  productions,  we  find 
many  traces  of  the  delight  with  which  he  had  contemplated  nature  in  these 
alpine  regions. 
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The  poet  once  more  visited  his  family  at  Mossgiel,  and  Mr.  Miller  at 
Dalswinton,  ere  the  winter  set  in ;  and  on  more  leisurely  examination  of 
that  gentleman's  estate,  we  find  him  writing  as  if  he  had  all  but  decided 
to  become  his  tenant  on  the  farm  of  Elliesland.  It  was  not,  however,  un« 
til  he  had  i&r  the  third  time  visited  Dumfriesshire,  in  March  1788|  that  A 
bargain  was  actually  concluded.  More  than  half  of  the  intervening 
months  were  spent  in  Edinburgh,  where  Burns  foimd,  or  fancied  that  hit 
presence  was  necessary  fbr  the  satisfactory  completion  of  his  affairs  with 
the  booksellers.  It  seems  to  be  clear  enough  that  one  great  object  was  the 
society  of  his  jovial  intimates  in  the  capital.  Nor  was  he  without  thie 
amusement  of  a  little  romance  to  fill  up  what  vacant  hours  they  lefl  him. 
He  lodged  that  winter  in  Bristo  Street,  on  purpose  to  be  near  a  beautiful 
widow — the  same  to  whom  he  addressed  the  song, 

*^  Clarinda,  mistress  of  my  soul,**  &c. 

and  a  series  of  prose  epistles,  which  have  been  separately  published,  and 
irhich  present  md^e  instances  of  bad  taste,  bombastic  language,  and  fulsome 
sentiriient,  than  could  be  produced  from  all  his  writings  besides. 

At  this  time  the  publication  called  Johnsons  Museum  of  Scottish  Song 
was  going  on  in  Edinburgh ;  and  tb.e  editor  appears  to  have  early  prevailed  on 
Bums  to  give  him  his  assistance  in  tlie  arrangement  of  his  materials.  Thouch 
Chreen  grow  the  rashes  is  the  only  song,  entirely  his,  which  appears  in  tne 
first  volume,  published  in  1787.  many  of  the  old  ballads  uicluded  in  that 
▼olume  bear  traces  of  his  hand ;  but  in  the  second  volume,  which  appeared 
in  March  1788,  we  find  no  fewer  than  ^-^q  songs  by  4^ums ;  two  that  have 
been  already  mentioned,  *  and  three  far  better  than  them,  viz.  77i0iim( 
MenzM  bonny  Mary;  that  grand  l}Tic, 

'^  Farewell,  ye  dungeons  dark  and  strong, 
The  wretches  dc:$tiny, 
3Iaq)herson*s  time  wiJl  not  be  long 
On  yonder  gallows  tree  ;" 

both  of  which  performances  bespeak  the  recent  impressions  of  his  Highland 
visit ;  and,  lastly,  Whistle  and  1*11  come  to  you,  my  lad.  Bums  had  been 
from  his  youth  upwards  an  enthusiastic  lover  of  the  old  minstrelsy  and 
music  of  his  country ;  but  he  now  studied  both  subjects  with  far  better  op- 
portunities and  appliances  than  he  could  have  commanded  previously ;  and 
it  is  from  this  time  that  we  must  date  his  ambition  to  transmit  his  own 
poetry  to  posterity,  in  eternal  association  with  those  exquisite  airs  which 
had  hitherto,  in  far  too  many  instrnces,  been  married  to  verses  that  did 
not  deserve  to  be  immortal.  It  is  well  known  that  from  this  time  Burns 
composed  very  few  pieces  but  songs ;  and  whether  we  ought  or  not  to  re- 
gret that  such  was  die  case,  must  depend  on  the  estimate  we  make  of  his 
songs  as  compared  with  his  other  poems ;  a  point  on  which  critics  are  to  this 
hour  divided,  and  on  which  their  descendants  are  not  very  likely  to  agree. 
Mr.  Walker,  who  is  one  of  those  that  lament  Bums's  comparative  derelic- 
tion of  the  species  of  composition  which  he  most  cultivated  in  the  early 
days  of  his  inspiration,  suggests  very  sensibly,  that  if  Bums  had  not  taken 
to  song-writing,  he  would  probably  have  written  little  or  nothing  amidst 
the  various  temptations  to  company  and  dissipation  which  now  and  hence* 
forth  surrounded  him — to  say  nothing  of  the  active  duties  of  life  in  which 

•  u  cUrinds,'*  and  ^'  How  pleuant  the  banks  of  the  clear  winding  Peroiu"* 
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he  WM  at  lengia  about  to  be  engaged.  Bums  was  present,  on  the  Slst  of 
December,  at  a  dinner  to  celebrate  the  birth-day  of  the  unfortunate  Prince 
Charles  Edward  Stuart,  and  produced  on  the  occasion  an  ode,  part  of  which 
Dr.  Currie  has  preserved.  The  specimen  will  not  induce  any  regret  that 
the  renuunder  of  the  piece  has  been  suppressed.  It  appears  to  be  a  mouth- 
ing rhapsody — ^far,  far  different  indeed  from  the  ChevaUer's  Lament^  which 
the  poet  composed  some  months  afterwards,  with  probably  the  tithe  of 
die  eflfort,  while  riding  alone  **  through  a  track  of  melancholy  muirs  be- 
tween Galloway  and  A3n-8hire,  it  being  Sunday."  * 

For  six  weeks  of  the  time  that  Bums  spent  this  year  in  Edinburgh,  he 
was  confined  to  his  room,  in  consequence  of  an  overturn  in  a  hackney  coach. 
**  Here  I  am,"  he  writes,  **  under  the  care  of  a  surgeon,  with  a  bruised 
limb  extended  on  a  cushion,  and  the  tints  of  my  mind  vying  with  the  livid 
liorrors  preceding  a  midnight  thunder-storm.  A  drunken  coachman  was 
the  cause  of  the  first,  and  incomparably  the  lightest  evil ;  misfSrtune,  bodi- 
ly constitution,  hell,  and  myself,  have  formed  a  quadruple  aiUance  po  gua^- 
rantee  the  other.  I  have  taken  tooth  and  nail  to  the  Bible,  and  am  got 
hfllf  way  through  the  five  books  of  Moses,  and  half  way  in  Joshua.  It  is 
really  a  glorious  book.  I  sent  for  my  bookbinder  to-day,  and  ordered  him 
to  get  an  8vo.  Bible  in  sheets,  the  best  paper  and  print  in  town,  and  bind  * 
it  with  all  the  elegance  of  his  craft."  f — In  another  letter,  which  opens  gaily 
enough,  we  find  him  reverting  to  the  same  prevailing  darkness  of  moocL 
<'  I  can't  say  I  am  altogether  at  my  ease  when  I  see  anywhere  in  my  path 
that  meagre,  squalid,  famine-faced  spectre.  Poverty,  attended  as  he  always 
is  by  iron-fitted  Oppression,  and  leering  Contempt.  But  I  have  sturdily 
withstood  his  buffetirgs  many  a  hard-laboured  day,  and  still  my  motto  is  / 
PARE.  My  worst  enemy  is  tnoi-meme.  There  are  just  two  creatures  that 
I  would  envy — a  horse  in  his  wild  state  traversing  the  forests  of  Asia,  or 
an  oyster  on  some  of  the  desert  shores  of  Europe.  The  one  has  not  a  wish 
, without  enjoyment;  the  other  has  neither  wish  nor  fear."  J — One  more 
specimen  may  be  sufficient.  ||  <*  These  h^ve  been  six  horrible  weeks. 
Anguish  and  low  spirits  have  made  me  unfit  to  read,  write,  or  think.  I  have 
a  hundred  times  wished  that  one  could  resign  life  as  an  officer  does  a  com- 
mission ;  for  I  would  not  take  in  any  poor  ignorant  wretch  by  selling  ouL 
Lately,  I  was  a  sixpenny  private,  and  God  knows  a  miserable  soldier  enough  : 
now  I  march  to  the  campaign  a  starving  cadet,  a  little  more  conspicuously 
wretched.  I  am  ashamed  of  all  this  ;  for  though  I  do  not  want  bravery  for 
the  warfare  of  life,  I  could  wish,  like  some  other  soldiers,  to  have  as  much 
fortitude  or  cunning  as  to  dissemble  or  conceal  my  cowardice." 

#t  seems  impossible  to  doubt  that  Bums  had  in  fact  lingered  in  Edin- 
burgh, in  the  hope  that,  to  use  a  vague  but  sufficiently  expressive  phrase, 
something  would  be  done  for  him.  He  visited  and  revisited  a  farm, — talked 
•ad  wrote  about  *'  having  a  fortune  at  the  plough-tail,"  and  so  forth ;  but 
all  the  while  nourished,  and  assuredly  it  would  have  been  most  strange  if 
ha  had  not,  the  fond  dream  that  the  admiration  of  his  country  would  ere 
kmg  present*  itself  in  some  solid  and  tangible  shape.  His  illness  and  con- 
Cnement  gave  him  leisure  to  concentrate  his  imagination  on  the  darker  side 
af  his  prospects ;  and  the  letters  which  we  have  quoted  may  teach  those 
who  envy  the  powers  and  the  fame  of  genius,  to  pause  for  a  moment  over 
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the  annals  of  literature,  and  think  what  superior  capabilities  of  misery  have 
been,  in  the  great  majority  of  cases,  interwoven  with  the  possession  of 
those  very  talents,  from  which  all  but  their  possessors  derive  unmingled 
gratification.  Bums*s  distresses,  however,  were  to  be  still  farther  aggravated* 
While  still  under  the  hands  of  his  surgeon,  he  received  intelligence  from 
Mauchline  that  his  intimacy  with  Jean  Armour  had  once  more  exposed 
her  to  the  reproaches  of  her  family.  The  father  sternly  and  at  once  turned 
her  out  of  doors;  and  Bums,  unable  to  walk  across  his  room,  had  to  write 
to  his  friends  in  Mauchline  to  procure  shelter  for  his  children,  and  for  her 
whom  he  considered  as — all  but  his  wife.  In  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop» 
written  on  hearing  of  this  new  misfortune,  he  says,  ^<  *  /  wish  I  were  dead, 
htti  Tm  no  like  to  die*  I  fear  I  am  something  like — undone  ;  but  I  hope  for 
the  best.  You  must  not  desert  mc.  Your  friendship  I  think  I  can  count 
on,  though  I  should  date  my  letters  from  a  marching  regiment.  Early  in 
life,  and  eJl  my  life,  I  reckoned  on  a  recruiting  drum  as  my  forlorn  hope.  Se« 
riously,  though,  life  at  present  presents  me  with  but  a  melancholy  path^— 
But  my  limb  will  soon  be  sound,  and  I  shall  struggle  on."  * 

it  seems  to  have  been  now  that  Burns  at  last  screwed  up  his  courage  to 
mUeU  the  active  interference  in  his  behalf  of  tlie  Earl  of  Glencairn.  The 
letter  is  a  brief  one.  Burns  could  ill  endure  this  novel  attitude,  xmd  he 
bushed  at  once  to  his  request.  *<  I  wish,"  says  he,  '^  to  get  into  the  excise* 
I  am  told  your  Lordship  will  easily  procure  me  the  grant  from  the  com- 
niissioners ;  and  your  lordship*s  patronage  and  kindness,  wliich  have  already 
rescued  me  from  obscurity,  wretchedness,  and  exile,  embolden  me  to  ask 
that  interest.  You  have  likewise  put  it  in  my  power  to  save  tlie  little  tie 
of  ikwie,  that  sheltered  an  aged  mother,  two  brothers,  and  three  sistera 
from  destruction.   There,  my  lord,  you  have  bound  me  over  to  the  highest 

latitude. My  heart  sinks  within  me  at  the  idea  of  applying  to  any 

other  of  The  Great  who  have  honoured  mc  with  their  countenance.  I  am 
ill  qualified  to  dog  the  heels  of  greatness  with  the  impertinence  of  solicita- 
tion ;  and  tremble  nearly  as  much  at  the  thought  of  the  cold  promise  as  of 
the  cold  denial."  f  It  would  be  hard  to  think  that  this  letter  was  coldly  or 
negligently  received ;  on  the  contrary,  we  know  that  Burns's  gratitude  to 
Lord  Glencairn  lasted  as  long  as  his  life.  But  the  excise  appointment 
which  he  coveted  was  not  procured  by  any  exertion  of  his  hoble  patron's 
influence.  Mr.  Alexander  Wood,  surgeon,  (still  affectionately  remembered 
in  Edinburgh  as  *<  kind  old  Sandy  Wood,")  happening  to  hear  Bums,  while 
his  patient,  mention  the  object  of  his  wishes,  v/ent  immediately,  without 
dropping  any  hint  of  his  inten^on,  and  communicated  the  state  of  the 
poet's  case  to  Mr.  Graham  of  Fin  tray,  one  of  the  commissioners  of  excis^ 
who  had  met  Burns  at  the  Duke  of  A  thole's  in  the  autumn,  and  who  im- 
mediately had  the  poet's  name  put  on  tlie  roll. — <*  I  have  chosen  tliis,  my 
dear  friend,"  (tlius  wrote  Burns  to  Mrs.  Dunlop),  *<  after  mature  delibera- 
tion.  The  question  is  not  at  what  door  of  Fortune's  palace  shall  we  enter 
in  ;  but  what  doors  does  she  open  to  us  ?  I  was  not  likely  to  get  any  thing 
to  do.  I  wanted  un  buty  which  is  a  dangerous,  an  unhappy  situation.  I  got 
this  without  any  hanging  on  or  mortifying  solicitation.  It  is  immediate 
bread,  and,  though  poor  in  comparison  of  the  last  eighteen  months  of  my 
existence,  'tis  luxury  in  comparison  of  all  my  preceding  life.  Besides,  the 
commissioners  are  some  of  them  my  acquaintances,  and  all  of  them  my 
firm  friends.'*  X 
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Our  poet  seems  to  have  kept  up  an  angry  correspondence  during  bis  con- 
finement with  his  bookseller,  Mr.  Creech,  whom  he  also  abuses  very  heartily 
in  his  letters  to  his  friends  in  Ayrshire.  The  publisher's  accounts,  however* 
when  they  were  at  last  made  up,  must  have  given  tlie  impatient  author  a 
very  agreeable  surprise ;  for,  in  his  letter  above  quoted,  to  Lord  Glencainiy 
we  find  him  expressing  his  hopes  that  the  gross  profits  of  his  book  might 
amount  to  <<  better  than  ^€200,"  whereas,  on  the  day  of  settling  with  Mr. 
Creech,  he  found  himself  in  possession  of  £500,  if  not  of  £600.  Mr.  Ni- 
coll,  the  most  intimate  friend  Burns  had,  writes  to  Mr  John  Lewarsy  ex« 
cise  officer  at  Dumfries,  immediately  on  hearing  of  the  poet's  death, — *'  He 
certainly  told  me  that  he  received  i:  tiOO  for  the  first  Edinburgh  edition,  and 
£100  afterwards  for  the  copyright." — Dr.  Currie  states  the  gross  product 
of  Creech's  edition  at  £500,  and  Burns  himself,  in  one  of  his  printed  let- 
ters, at  £400  only.  Nicoll  hints,  in  the  letter  already  referred  to,  that 
Bums  had  contracted  debts  while  in  Edinburgh,  which  he  might  not  wish 
to  avow  on  all  occasions  ;  and  if  we  arc  to  believe  this — and»  as  is  probablci 
the  expense  of  printing  the  subscription  edition,  should,  moreover,  be  de- 
ducted from  the  £700  stated  by  Mr.  Nicoll — the  apparent  contradictions 
id  these  stories  may  be  pretty  nearly  reconciled.  There  appears  to  be 
reason  for  thinking  that  Creech  subsequently  paid  more  than  £100  for  the 
cq)yright.  If  he  did  not,  how  came  Bums  to  realize,  as  Currie  states  it 
at  the  end  of  his  Memoir,  "  nearly  £900  in  all  by  his  poems?" 

This  supply  came  truly  in  the  hour  of  need ;  and  it  seems  to  have  ele- 
vated his  spirits  greatly,  and  given  him  for  the  time  a  new  stock  of  confi- 
dence ;  for  he  now  resumed  immediately  his  purpose  of  taking  Mr.  Miller'i 
farm,  retaining  his  excise  commission  in  his  pocket  as  a  dernier  resart^  to  be 
made,  use  of  only  should  some  reverse  of  fortune  come  upon  him.  His  first 
act,  however,  was  to  relieve  his  brotlier  from  his  difficulties,  by  advancing 
£180  or  £200,  to  assist  him  in  the  management  of  Mossgiel.  '*  I  give  my- ' 
self  no  airs  on  this,"  he  generously  says,  in  a  letter  to  Dr.  Moore,  *<  for  It 
was  mere  selfishness  on  my  part.  1  was  conscious  that  the  wrong  scale  of 
the  balance  was  pretty  heavily  charged,  and  I  thought  that  the  throwing  a 
little  filial  piety  and  fraternal  affection  into  the  scale  in  my  fitvour,  might 
help  to  smooth  matters  at  the  grattd  reckoning.**  * 

*  Genei;Bl  Con:e8pondence,«Ko.6& 


CHAPTER  VII. 

C&9KWf9>  ^^Marriiim^AMmottneemeHitf  fapolo^eticaljt  of  the  event  "^lUMork^-^Stcomu 
(1786)  JPbi'MtJ'  atJSBiuUmd^  on  the  Nitky  in  a  romamtie  vicinity,  $i*  milee  from  J}tm^He9~^ 
Tke  Mutt  waktfkd  at  coer,  whiU  the  Poet  mainiaine  a  varied  and  extendve  Ktermy  eom» 
ipamdemee  with  ail  and  tuiufry — Remarks  upon  the  correepondmue — Sketch  of  hie  jmtmh 
mad  kabitt  at  ikie  period  by  a  brother  poetf  who  ehows  eauee  against  euceeu  in  farming-'-^ 
The  Wfdmoatd  cmytmetion  of  Ganger  to  Farmer —  The  notice  of  the  equirewrehg,  cmd  the 
mtk  ^mdmiring  viaiiore,  lead  too  uniformly  to  the  uhra  convivial  lift'^Leatee  ElHeeiand 
( 1791 )  to  he  exciseman  in  the  town  of  jDumfriet, 


«(  To  nuke  a  btppy  fireside  clime 
For  weans  and  wife — 
That*B  the  true  pathos  and  sublime 
Of  human  life,** 

BuftHs,  ai  soon  as  his  bruised  limb  was  able  for  a  journey,  went  to  Moss* 
gUf  md  went  through  the  ceremony  of  a  Jus tice-of- Peace  marriage  with 
JeiD  Armoor,  in  the  writing-chambers  of  his  friend  Gavin  Hamilton.  He 
then  crossed  the  country  to  Dalswinton,  and  concluded  his  bargain  with 
Mr.  Miller  as  to  the  farm  of  Ellicsland,  on  terms  which  must  undoubtedly 
have  been  considered  by  both  parties,  as  highly  favourable  to  the  poet; 
they  were  indeed  fixed  by  two  of  Bums's  own  friends,  who  accompanied 
him  fiir  that  purpose  from  Ayrshire.  The  lease  was  for  four  successive 
tennSy  of  nineteen  years  each, — in  all  seventy- six  years ;  the  rent  for  the 
first  three  years  and  crops  X'50  ;  during  the  remainder  of  the '  period  £70 
per  annum.  Mr.  Miller  bound  himself  to  defray  the  expense  of  any  plan* 
tattoos  which  Bums  might  please  to  make  on  die  banks  of  the  river ;  and, 
the  fiinn-house  and  offices  being  in  a  de]it])ldated  condition,  the  new  tenant 
was  to  receive  £300  fiom  the  proprietor,  for  the  erection  of  suitable  build- 
ings. Bums  entered  on  possession  of  his  farm  at  Whitsuntide  1788,  but 
the  necessary  rebuilding  of  the  house  prevented  his  removing  Mrs.  Bums 
thither  until  the  season  was  far  advanced.  He  had,  moreover,  to  qualify 
himself  far  holding  his  excise  commission  by  six  weeks*  attendance  on  the 
bnuness  of  that  profession  at  Ayr.  From  these  circumstances,  he  led  all 
the  summer  a  wandering  and  unsettled  life,-  and  Dr.  Currie  mentions  this 
atone  of  his  chief  misfortunes.'  The  poet,  as  he  says,  was  continually  rid- 
ing between  A3nrshire  and  Dumfriesshire,  and  oflen  spending  a  night  on 
the  road,  **  sometimes  fell  into  company,  and  forgot  the  resolutions  he  had 
formed."  What  these  resolutions  were,  the  poet  himself  shall  tell  us.  On 
the  third  day  of  his  residence  at  Elliesland,  he  thus  writes  to  Mr.  Ainslie  : 
-»'*  I  have  all  along  hitherto,  in  the  warfare  of  hfe,  been  bred  to  amis, 
among  the  li^ht-horse,  the  piquet  guards  of  fancy,  a  kind  of  hussars  and 
Highlanders  of  the  brain ;  but  I  am  firmly  resolved  to  sell  out  of  these  giddy 
battalions.  Cost  what  it  will,  I  am  determined  to  buy  in  among  the  grave 
aquadrons  of  heavy-armed  thought,  or  the  artillery  corps  of  plodding  con 
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trivance.  •  •  •  Were  it  not  for  the  terrors  of  mj  ticklish  situation  re* 
tpecting  a  family  of  children,  I  am  decidedly  of  opinion  that  tUb  step  1  have 
taken  is  vastly  for  my  happiness."  * 

To  all  his  friends  he  expresses  himself  in  terms  of  similar  satisfaction  in 
regard  to  his  marriage.  **  Your  surmise,  Madam/'  he  writes  to  Mrs.  Dun« 
lop,  **  is  just.  I  am  indeed  a  husband.  I  found  a  once  much^loved,  and 
still  much-loved  female,  literally  and  truly  cast  out  to  the  mercy  of  the 
naked  elements,  but  as  I  enabled  her  to  purchase  a  shelter ;  and  there  is  no 
sporting  with  a  fellow-crcature*s  happiness  or  misery.  The  most  pJacid 
goodnature  and  sweetness  of  disposition  ;  a  warm  heart,  gratefully  devoted 
with  all  its  powers  to  love  me  ;  vigorous  health  and  sprightly  cheerfulness, 
let  off  to  the  best  advantage  by  a  more  than  commonly  handsome  figure ; 
these,  I  think,  in  a  woman,  may  make  a  good  wife,  though  she  should  ne- 
ver have  read  a  page  but  the  Scriptures  of  the  Old  and  New  Testament, 

nor  danced  in  a  brighter  assembly  'than  a  penny-pay  wedding 

To  jealousy  or  infidelity  I  am  an  equal  stranger ;  my  preservative  from  the 
first,  is  the  most  thorough  consciousness  of  her  sentiments  of  honpur,  and 
her. attachment  to  me  ;  my  antidote  against  the  last,  is  my  long  and  deep- 
rooted  affection  for  her.  In  housewife  matters,  of  aptness  to  learn,  and 
activity  to  execute,  she  is  eminently  mistress,  and  during  my  absence  in 
Nithsdale,  she  is  regularly  and  constantly  an  apprentice  to  my  mother  and 

sisters  in  their  dairy,  and  other  rural  business You  are  ri^t, 

that  a  bachelor  state  would  have  ensured  me  more  friends ;  but  fnm  a 
cause  you  will  easily  guess,  conscious  peace  in  the  enjoyment  of  my  own 
mind,  and  unmistrusting  confidence  in  approaching  my  God,  would  seldom 
have  been  of  the  number."  f 

Some  months  later  he  tells  Miss  Chalmers  that  his  marriage  ''  was  noty 
perhaps,  in  consequence  of  the  attachment  of  romance,*' — (he  is  addressing 
a  voung  lady), — '*  but,"  he  continues,  '*  I  have  no  cause  to  repent  it.  If 
I  have  not  got  polite  tattle,  modish  manners,  and  fashionable  dress,  I  am  noc 
tickened  and  disgi^ted  with  the  multiform  curse  of  boarding-school  afiec- 
tation  ;  and  I  have  got  the  handsomest  figure,  the  sweetest  temper,  the 
soundest  constitution,  and  the  kindest  heart  in  the  country.  Mrs.  Bums 
believes  as  firmly  as  her  creed,  that  I  am  leplus  bel  esprit  ei  iephu  kmnite 
komme  in  the  universe  ;  although  she  scarcely  ever,  in  her  life,  except  the 
Scriptures  and  the  Ptolms  of  David  in  Metre,  spent  five  minutes  together 
on  either  prose  or  verse^I  must  except  also  a  certain  late  publication  of 
Scots  poems,  which  she  has  perused  very  devoutly,  and  all  the  ballads  of 
the  country,  as  she  has  (O  die  partial  lover,  you  will  say),  the  finest 
woodnote-wild  I  ever  heard." — It  was  during  this  honeymoon,  as  he  calls 
it,  while  chiefly  resident  in  a  miserable  hovel  at  EUiesland,  j:  and  only 
occasionally  spending  a  day  or  two  in  Ayrshire,  that  he  wrote  the  beautiful 
song:  II 

*'  Of  a*  the  airts  the  liind  can  blaw  I  dearly  like  the  wett, 
For  there  the  bonnie  lassie  lives,  the  lassie  I  lo*e  best ; 
There  wildwoods  grow,  and  rivers  row,  and  niony  a  hUl  between  { 
But  day  and  night  my  fancy^s  flight  is  ever  wi*  my  Jean. 

O  blaw,  ve  westlin  winds,  Uaw  saft  amang  the  leafy  trees, 
AVr ffentie  gale,  frae  muir  and  dale,  bringname  the  laden  bees. 
And  bting  tne  lassie  back"  to  me,  that*s  ave  sae  neat  and  dean.; 
Ae  blink  o*  her  wad  banish  care,  sae  lovdy  is  my  Jean.** 

*  Reliqaes,  p.  6S.  f  See  General  Correspondence,  No.  (8;  and  ReUmics,  p.  0(k 

$  Adiqaes,  p.  70*  H  Ihid.  p.  273^ 
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Ooe  of  burns's  letters*  written  not  long  after  this*  contains  a  passage  strong- 
I7  marked  with  his  haughtiness  of  character.  •<  I  have  escaped,"  says  he, 
**  the  fantastic  caprice,  the  apish  affectation,  with  all  the  other  blessed 
boarding-school  acquirements  which  are  sometimes  to  be  found  aknong  fk» 
nales  or  the  upper  ranks,  but  almost  universally  pervade  the  misses  of  the 
WDidd-be  gentry."  ♦ 

**  A  discerning  reader,*'  says  Mr.  Walker,  "  will  perceive  that  the  let- 
ters in  which  he  announces  his  marriage  to  some  of  his  most  respected  cor- 
Teipondents,  are  written  in  that  state  when  the  mind  is  pained  by  reflect- 
ing OD  an  unwelcome  step,  and  finds  relief  to  itself  in  seeking  argumentf 
to  justify  the  deed,  and  lessen  its  disadvantages  in  the  opinion  of  others."  f 
I  confess  I  am  not  able  to  discern  any  traces  of  this  kind  of  feeling  in  any 
of  Bums's  letters  on  this  interesting  and  important  occasion.  The  Rer. 
Hamilton  Paul  takes  an  original  view  of  this  business : — *'  Much  praisev** 
MtLjM  he,  "  has  been  lavished  on  Bums  for  renewing  his  engagement  with 
Jean  when  in  the  blaze  of  his  fame.  .  .  The  praise  is  misplaced.  We 
do  not  think  a  man  entitled  to  credit  or  commendation  for  doing  what  the 
law  could  compel  him  to  perform.  Bums  was  in  reality  a  married  man* 
and  it  is  truly  ludicrous  to  hear  him,  aware  as  he  must  have  been,  of  the  in- 
disaoluble  power  of  the  obligation,  though  every  document  was  destroyed, 
talking  of  himself  as  a  bachelor."  %  There  is  no  justice  in  these  remaiks. 
It  is  very  true,  that,  by  a  merciful  fiction  of  the  law  of  Scotland,  the  fe- 
male, in  Miss  Armour*s  condition,  who  produces  a  written  promise  of  mar- 
nage,  is  considered  as  having  furnished  evidence  of  an  irregular  marriage 
lianng  taken  place  between  her  and  her  lover ;  but  in  this  case  the  femide 
herself  had  destroyed  the  document,  and  lived  for  many  months  not  only 
not  assuming,  but  rejecting  the  character  of  Bums's  wife ;  and  had  she,  un- 
der such  circumstances,  attempted  to  establish  a  marriage,  with  no  docu- 
ment in  her  hand,  and  widi  no  parole  evidence  to  show  that  any  such  do- 
cmnmt  had  ever  existed,  to  say  nothing  of  proving  its  exact  tenor,  but 
that  of  her  own  father,  it  is  clear  that  no  ecclesiastical  court  in  the  world 
could  have  failed  to  decide  against  her.  So  far  from  Bums's  having  all 
along  regarded  her  as  his  wife,  it  is  extremely  doubtful  whether  she  had 
•rer  for  one  moment  considered  him  as  actually  her  husband,  imtil  he  de- 
clared the  marriage  of  1788.  Burns  did  no  more  than  justice  as  well  as 
honour  demanded ;  but  the  act  was  one  which  no  human  tribunal  could 
have  compelled  him  to  perform. 

To  return  to  our  story.  Bums  complains  sadly  of  his  solitary  condition, 
when  living  in  the  only  hovel  that  he  found  extant  on  his  farm.  <<  I  am," 
says  he,  (September  9th)  «  busy  with  my  harvest,  but  for  all  that  most 
pleasurable  part  of  life  called  social  intercourse,  I  am  here  at  the  very  el- 
bow of  existence.  The  only  things  that  are  to  be  found  in  this  country  in 
any  degree  of  perfection,  are  stupidity  and  canting.  Prose  they  only  know 
in  graces,  &c,  and  the  value  of  these  they  estimate  as  they  do  th^ir  plaid- 
ing  webs,  by  the  ell.  As  for  the  muses,  they  have  as  much  idea  of  ft  rhino- 
ceros as  of  a  poet."  And  in  another  letter  (September  16th)  he  says, 
**  This  hovel  that  I  shelter  in  while  occasionaUy  here,  is  pervious  to  every 
Uast  that  blows,  and  every  shower  that  falls,  and  I  am  only  preserved 
from  being  chilled  to  death  by  being  suffocated  by  smoke.  You  will  be 
pleased  to  hear  that  I  have  laid  aside  idle  eclat,  and  bind  every  day  after 

*  General  CorreipondeDce,  No^  55.  f  Monison,  voL  L  p.  bocxyis. 

tf,  Paori  life  of  Bumi,  p.  45. 
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my  reapers."  His  house,  however,  did  not  take  much  time  in  buildiiig  $ 
nor  haa  he  reason  to  complain  of  want  of  society  long.  He  brou^t  hb 
wife  home  to  EUiesland  about  tlie  end  of  November ;  and  few  housekeepers 
•tart  with  a  larger  provision  of  young  mouthy  to  feed  than  this  couple.  Mrs. 
Qums  had  lain  in  this  autumn,  for  the  second  time,  of  twins,  and  I  sup- 
pose ^  sonsy,  smirking,  dear-bought  Bess,"*  accompanied  her  younger  bro- 
thers and  sisters  from  Mossgiel.  From  that  quarter  also  Bums  brought  a 
whole  establishment  of  servants,  male  and  female,  who,  of  course,  as  was 
then  the  universal  custom  amongst  the  small  farmers,  both  of  the  west  and 
of  the  south  of  Scotland,  partook,  at  the  same  table,  of  the  same  fare  with 
their  master  and  mistress. 

EUiesland  is  beautifully  situated  on  the  banks  of  the  Nith,  about  six  miles 
aibove  Dumfries,  exactly  opposite  to  the  house  of  Dalswinton,  of  those  noble 
woods  and  gardens  amidst  which  Burns*s  landlord,  the  ingenious  Mr.  Fa- 
trick  Miller,  found  relaxation  from  tiic  scientific  studies  and  researches  in 
which  he  so  greatly  excelled.  On  tlic  Dalswinton  side,  the  river  washes 
lawns  and  groves  ;  but  over  against  these  the  bank  rises  into  a  long  red 
9eaur,  of  considerable  height,  alon<;  the  verge  of  which,  where  the  bare 
ihingle  of  the  precipice  all  but  overhan;7s  the  stream.  Bums  had  his  favoit* 
rite  walk,  and  might  now  be  seen  striding  alone,  early  and  late,  especially 
when  the  winds  were  loucl,  and  the  waters  below  him  swollen  and  turbu- 
lent. For  he  was  one  of  those  that  enjoy  nature  most  in  the  more  serious 
and  severe  of  her  aspects  ;  and  throughout  his  poetry,  for  one  allusion 
fo  the  liveliness  of  spring,  or  the  splendour  of  summer,  it  would  be  easy 
to  point  out  twenty  in  which  he  records  the  solemn  delight  with  which  he 
contemplated  the  melancholy  grandeur  of  autumn,  or  the  savage  gloom  of 
winter ;  and  he  has  himself  told  us,  that  it  was  his  custom  **  to  take  a 
gloamin'  shot  at  the  muses/' 

The  poet  was  accustomed  to  say,  that  the  most  happy  period  of  his  life 
was  the  first  winter  he  s])ent  at  EUiesland, — for  the  first  time  under  a  roof 
of  his  own — with  his  wife  and  children  about  him — and  in  spite  of  oc- 
casional lapses  into  the  aiclaiicholy  which  had  haunted  his  youth,  looking 
forward  to  a  life  of  well-regulated,  and  not  ill-rewarded,  industry.  It  is 
known  that  he  welcomed  his  wife  to  her  rooftree  at  £lliesland  in  the  song, 

'^  I  hae  a  wife  o*  mine  ain,  1*11  partake  vi*  naebody ; 
1*11  tak  cuckold  frac  nane.  ril  gie  cuckold  to  nacbody ; 
1  hao  a  penny  to  spend— there —thanks  to  naebodv  ; 
1  hoe  naething  to  lend— rU  borrow  frae  naebody." 

In  commentuig  on  tliis  "  little  lively  lucky  song,"  as  he  well  calls  it,  Mr.  A. 
Cunningham  says,  "  Burns  liad  built  his  house,  he  had  committed  his 
•eed-corn  to  the  ground,  he  was  in  the  prime,  nay  the  morning  of  life — 
health,  and  strengtli,  and  agricultural  skill  were  on  his  side — -his  genius 
had  been  acknowledged  by  his  country,  and  rewarded  by  a  subscription, 
more  extensive  than  any  Scottish  poet  ever  received  before ;  no  wonder, 
therefore,  that  he  broke  out  into  voluntary  song,  expressive  of  his  sense  of 
importance  and  independence." 

Bums,  in  his  letters  of  the  year  1789,  makes  many  apologies  for  doing 
but  little  in  his  poetical  vocation  ;  his  farm,  without  doubt,  occupied  much 
of  his  attention,  but  the  want  of  social  intercourse,  of  which  he  complained 
on  his  first  arrival  m  Nithsdale,  had  by  this  time  totally  disappeared.     On 

*  PoETTCAi.  Inventory  to  Mr.  Aiken,  Febmsiy  ITW^i 
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the  contrary,  his  company  wait  courted  eagerly,  not  only  by  his  brother* 
farmers^  but  by  the  neighbouring  gentry  of  all  classes ;  and  now,  too,  for 
the  first  time,  he  began  to  be  visited  continually  in  his  own  liouse  by  curi- 
ous travellers  of  all  sorts,  who  did  not  consider,  any  more  than  the  gene- 
rous poet  himself,  that  an  extensive  practice  of  hospitality  must  cost  more 
time  than  he  ought  to  have  had,  and  far  more  money  than  he  ever  hady  at 
his  disposal.  Meantime,  he  was  not  wholly  regardless  of  the  muses  ;  for 
in  addition  to  some  pieces  which  we  have  already  had  occasion  to  notice, 
he  contributed  to  this  year's  Muskum,  The  Tiiames  Jiuws  prmidly  to  the 
Sea  ;  Tite  lazy  mist  haitgg^  S^c. ;  The  day  retumSy  my  boxom  bums  ;  Tam 
Glen^  (one  of  the  best  of  his  humorous  songs) ;  the  splendid  lyric.  Go 
fitch  to  me  a  pint  of  tai»e,  and  My  heart's  in  t/ie  HielandSi  (in  both  of  which^ 
however,  he  adopted  some  lines  of  ancient  songs  to  the  same  tunes) ;  John 
Aiuiereon.  in  part  also  a  rifacciamento ;  the  best  of  all  his  Bacchanalian 
'  pieces,  Willie  brewed  a  peck  o  maiUt  written  in  celebration  of  a  festive  meet- 
ing at  the  country  residence,  in  Dumfriesshire,  of  his  friend  Mr.  NicoU  of 
the  High  School ;  and  lastly,  that  noblest  of  all  his  ballads,  To  Mary  in 
Heaven,  This  celebrated  poem  was,  it  is  on  all  hands  admitted,  composed 
•  by  Bums  in  September  1789,  on  the  anniversary  of  the  day  on  which  he 
heard  of  the  deatli  of  his  early  love,  Mary  Campbell ;  but  Mr.  Cromek 
has  thought  fit  to  dress  up  the  story  with  circumstances  which  did  not  oc- 
cur. Mrs.  Bums,  the  only  person  who  could  appeal  to  personal  recollec- 
tion on  tliis  occasion,  and  whose  recollections  of  all  circumstances  con- 
nected with  the  history  of  her  husbancfs  poems,  are  represented  as  being 
remarkably  distinct  and  vivid,  gives  what  may  at  first  appear  a  more  pro- 
saic edition  of  the  history.  *  According  to  her.  Burns  spent  that  day, 
though  labouring  under  cold,  in  the  usual  work  of  his  harvest,  and  appa- 
rently in  excellent  spirits.  But  us  the  twilight  deepened,  he  appeared  to 
grow  **  very  sad  about  something,"  and  at  length  wandered  out  into  the 
bam-yard,  to  which  his  wife,  in  her  anxiety  for  his  health,  followed  him, 
entreating  him  in  vain  to  observe  tliat  frost  had  set  in,  and  to  return 
to  the  fireside.  On  being  again  and  again  requested  to  do  so,  he  always 
promised  compliance — but  still  remained  where  he  was,  striding  up  and 
down  slowly,  and  contemplating  the  sky,  which  was  singularly  clear  and 
starry.  At  last  Mrs.  Burns  found  him  stretched  on  a  mass  of  straw,  with 
his  eyes  fixed  on  a  beautiful  planet  **  that  shone  like  another  moon  ;"  and 
prevailed  on  him  to  come  in.  He  immediately  on  entering  the  house,  called 
lor  his  desk,  and  wrote  exactly  as  they  now  stand,  with  all  the  ease  of  one 
copying  from  memory,  the  sublime  and  pathetic  verses — 

*^  Thou  lingering  star  with  lessening  ray. 

That  lovest  to  greet  the  early  mom. 
Again  thou  usher*st  in  the  day 

Aly  Mary  from  my  soul  was  torn. 
O  Alary,  dear  departed  shade. 

Where  is  thy  place  of  blissful  rest ; 
See*st  thou  tliy  lover  lowly  laid, 

nearest  thou  the  groans  tliat  rend  his  breast  ?^  &c 

The  Motlierg  Lament  for  her  Son^  and  Inscription  in  an  Hermitage  m 

Ntthidale^  were  also  written  this  year.     From  the  time  when  Bums  settled 

>  himself  in  Dumfriesshire,  he  appears  to  have  conducted  with  much  care 

tlie  extensive  correspondence  in  wliich  his  celebrity  had  engaged  him.    The 

*  I  owe  thfte  particulars  to  Af  r.  9I*Diannid,  the  ibk  editor  of  die  Oumfrin  Courier,  wofi 
^      Imnher  of -die  Umepled  author  of  ^^  Lives  of  British  StateamcD*"* 
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letters  that  passed  between  him  and  his  brother  Gilbert,  afe  amottg  the 
most  precious  of  the  collection.  That  the  brothers  had  entire  knowledge 
of  and  confidence  in  each  other,  no  one  can  doubt ;  and  the  plain  mamjr 
affectionate  language  in  which  they  both  write,  is  truly  honourable  to  them^ 
and  to  the  parents  that  reared  them.  <<  Dear  Brother,"  writes  Gilbert, 
January  Ist,  1789,  *<  I  have  just  finished  my  new-year*s-day  breakfast  in 
the  usual  form,  which  naturally  makes  me  call  to  mind  the  days  of  former 
years,  and  the  society  in  which  we  used  to  begin  them  ;  and  when  I  look 
at  our  family  vicissitudes,  *  through  the  dark  postern  of  time  lonff  elapsed,' 
I  cannot  help  remarking  to  you,  my  dear  brother,  how  good  &e  God  of 
seasons  is  to  us ;  and  that,  however  some  clouds  may  seem  to  lour  over 
the  portion  of  time  before  us,  we  have  great  reason  to  hope  that  all  will 
turn  out  well." 

It  was  on  the  same  new-year*s-day  that  Bums  himself  addressed  to  Mrs.  ^ 
Dunlop  a  letter,  part  of  which  is  here  transcribed.  It  is  dated  EUieslandy 
New-year-day  morning,  1789,  and  certainly  cannot  be  read  too  oflen  :— 
**  This,  dear  Madam,  is  a  morning  of  wishes,  and  would  to  God  that  I 
came  under  the  apostle  Jameses  description  ! — the  prayer  rf  a  righteous  man 
availeth  much.  In  that  case,  madam,  you  should  welcome  in  a  year  full  a£ 
blessings ;  every  thing  that  obstructs  or  disturbs  tranquillity  and  self-enjoy« 
ment,  should  be  removed,  and  every  pleasure  that  frail  humanity  can  taste, 
should  be  yours.  I  own  myself  so  little  a  Presbyterian,  that  I  approve  of 
set  times  and  seasons  of  more  than  ordinary  acts  of  devotion,  for  breaking 
in  on  that  habituated  routine  of  life  and  thought,  which  is  so  apt  to  reduce 
our  existence  to  a  kind  of  instinct,  or  even  sometimes,  and  with  some  minds, 
to  a  state  very  little  superior  to  mere  machinery.  This  day, — the  first 
Sunday  of  May, — a  breezy,  blue-skyed  moon  sometime  about  the  begin- 
ning, and  a  hoary  morning  and  calm  sunny  day  about  the  end  of  autumn ; 
these,  time  out  of  mind,  have  been  with  me  a  kind  of  holiday. 

*<  I  believe  I  owe  this  to  that  glorious  paper  in  the  Spectator,  '  The 
Vision  of  Mirza  ;*  a  piece  that  struck  my  young  fancy  before  I  was  capable 
of  fixing  an  idea  to  a  word  of  three  syllables :  *  On  the  5th  day  of  the  moon, 
which,  according  to  the  custom  of  my  forefathers,  I  always  heq)  hofyy  afVer 
having  washed  myself,  and  offered  up  my  morning  devotions,  I  ascended 
the  high  hill  of  Bagdat,  in  order  to  pass  the  rest  of  the  day  in  meditation 
and  prayer.'  We  know  nothing,  or  next  to  nothing,  of  the  substance  or 
structure  of  our  souls,  so  cannot  account  for  those  seeming  caprices  in 
them,  that  one  should  be  particularly  pleased  with  this  thing,  or  struck 
with  that,  which,  on  minds  of  a  different  cast,  makes  no  extraordinary  im- 
pression. I  have  some  favourite  flowers  in  spring,  among  which  are  the 
mountain-daisy,  the  hare-bell,  the  fox-glove,  the  wild  brier-rose,  the  bud- 
ding-birch, and  the  hoary  hawthorn,  that  I  view  and  hang  over  with  par- 
ticular delight.  1  never  hear  the  loud,  solitary  whistle  of  the  curlew  in  a 
summer  noon,  or  the  wild  mixing  cadence  of  a  troop  of  grey  plover,  in  an 
autumnal  morning,  without  feeling  an  elevation  of  soul  like  the  enthusiasm 
of  devotion  or  poetry.  Tell  me,  my  dear  friend,  to  what  can  this  be  ow- 
ing ?  Are  we  a  piece  of  machinery,  which,  like  the  ^olian  harp,  passive, 
takes  the  impression  of  the  passing  accident  ?  Or  do  these  workings  argue 
something  within  us  above  the  trodden  clod  ?  I  own  myself  partial  to  such 
proofs  of  those  awful  and  important  realities — a  God  that  made  all  things 
-—man's  immaterial  and  immortal  nature--and  a  world  of  weal  or  woe  be^ 
yond  death  and  the  ^ve." 
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Pew,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  can  read  such  things  as  these  without  delight ; 
Hone,  surely,  that  taste  the  elevated  pleasure  they  are  calculated  to  in- 
qiire,  can  turn  from  tliem  to  the  well-known  issue  of  Bums*s  history,  with- 
out being  afflicted.  The  '*  golden  days'*  of  Elliesland,  as  Dr.  Currie  justly 
Cidls  them,  were  not  destined  to  be  many.  Burns's  farming  speculations 
once  more  failed  ;  and  he  himself  seems  to  have  been  aware  that  such  was 
likely  to  be  the  case  ere  he  had  given  the  business  many  months*  trial ;  for, 
ere  the  autumn  of  1788  was  over,  he  applied  to  his  patron,  Mr.  Graham  of 
Fintray,  for  actual  employment  as  an  exciseman,  and  was  accordingly  ap- 
pointed to  do  duty,  in  that  capacity,  in  the  district  where  his  lands  were 
situated.  His  income,  as  a  revenue  ofHccr,  was  at  first  only  £35  ;  it  by 
and  by  rose  to  VbO  ;  and  sometimes  was  £70.  These  pounds  were  hardly 
tuned,  since  the  duties  of  his  new  calling  necessarily  withdrew  him  very 
often  from  the  farm,  which  needed  his  utmost  attention,  and  exposed  him, 
which  was  still  worse,  to  innumerable  temptations  of  the  kind  he  was  lease 
Bkely  to  resist 

I  have  now  the  satisfaction  of  prescntipg  the  reader  with  some  particu- 
lars of  this  part  of  Hurns's  history,  derived  from  a  source  which  every 
lover  of  Scotland  and  Scottisli  poetry  must  be  prepared  to  hear  mentioned 
with  respect.  It  happened  that  at  the  time  when  our  poet  went  to  Niths- 
dale,  the  father  of  Mr.  Allan  Cunningham  was  steward  on  the  estate  of 
Dalswinton :  he  was,  as  all  who  have  read  the  writings  of  his  sons  will 
readily  believe,  a  man  of  remarkable  talents  and  attainments :  he  was  a 
wise  and  good  man  ;  a  devout  admirer  of  Burns's  genius  ;  and  one  of  those 
sober  neighbours  who  in  vain  strove,  by  advice  and  warning,  to  arrest  the 
poet  in  the  downhill  path,  towards  which  a  thousand  seductions  were  per- 
petually drawing  him.  Mr.  Allan  Cunningliani  was,  of  course,  almost  a 
child  when  he  first  saw  Burns ;  but,  in  what  he  has  to  say  on  this  subject, 
we  may  be  sure  we  are  hearing  the  substance  of  his  benevolent  and  saga- 
cious father's  observations  and  reflections.  His  own  boyish  recollections 
of  the  poet*s  personal  appearance  and  demeanour  will,  however,  be  read 
with  interest.  •'  I  was  very  young,"  says  Allan  Cunningham,  "  when  I 
first  saw  Bums.  He  came  to  see  my  father ;  and  their  conversation  turned 
partly  on  farming,  partly  on  poetry,  in  both  of  which  my  father  had  taste 
and  skill.  Burns  had  just  come  to  Nithsdale  ;  and  I  think  he  appeared  a 
shade  more  swarthy  tlian  he  does  in  Nasmytlf  s  picture,  and  at  least  ten  years 
older  tlian  he  really  was  at  the  time,  liis  face  was  deeply  marked  by 
thoUlght,  and  the  habitual  expression  intensely  melancholy.  His  frame  was 
very  muscular  and  well  proportioned,  though  he  had  a  short  neck,  and 
something  of  a  ploughman's  stoop :  he  was  strong,  and  proud  of  his  strength. 
I  saw  him  one  evening  match  himself  with  a  number  of  masons ;  and  out 
of  (ive-and-twenty  practised  hands,  the  most  vigorous  young  men  in  tlie 
parish,  there  was  only  one  that  could  lift  the  same  weight  as  Bums.  He 
liad  a  very  manly  face,  and  a  very  melancholy  look ;  but  on  the  coming  of 
those  he  esteemed,  his  looks  brightened  up,  and  his  whole  face  beamed 
witli  affection  and  genius.  His  voice  was  very  musical.  I  once  heard 
him  read  Tarn  o  Shunter.  I  think  I  hear  him  now.  His  fine  manly  voice 
followed  all  the  undulations  of  the  sense,  and  expressed  as  well  as  his  ge- 
nius had  done,  the  pathos  and  humour,  the  horrible  and  the  awful,  of  that 
wonderful  performance.  As  a  man  feels,  so  will  he  write ;  and  in  propor- 
tion as  he  sympatliizes  with  his  author,  so  will  he  read  him  with  grace  and 
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*<  I  said  tliat  Durns  and  my  fatlicr  conversed  about  poetry  and  ftrtnmg. 
The  poet  had  newly  taken  possession  of  his  farm  of  ElHesland,— tlie  maMtii 
were  busy  building  his  house, — the  applause  of  tlie  world  was  with  hiro« 
and  a  little  of  its  money  in  his  pocket* — in  short,  he  had  found  a  resting** 
place  at  last.  He  spoke  with  great  delight  about  the  excellence  of  hii 
farm,  and  particularly  about  the  beauty  of  the  situation.  *  Yes,*  my  father 
Raid,  <  the  walks  on  the  river  bank  are  fine,  and  you  will  see  fVom  your  win* 
dows  some  miles  of  the  Nith;  but  you  will  also  see  several  farms  of  fine 
rich  Ao/m,  *  any  one  o£  which  you  might  have  had.  You  have  made  a' 
poet's  choice,  rather  than  a  former's.'  If  Burns  had  much  of  a  farmer's 
skill,  he  had  little  of  a  farmer's  prudence  and  economy.  I  once  inquired 
of  James  Corrie,  a  sagacious  old  farmer,  whose  ground  marched  with  Ellieo* 
land,  the  cause  of  the  poet's  failure.  *  Faith,'  said  he,  *  how  could  he  miia 
but  fall,  when  his  servants  ate  the  bread  as  fast  as  it  was  baked  ?  I  doa*i 
mean  figuratively,  I  mean  literally,  ('onsider  a  little.  At  that  time  cloit 
economy  was  necessary  to  have  enabled  a  man  to  clear  twenty  pounds  a» 
year  by  ElHesland.  Now,  Burns's  own  handywork  was  out  of  the  ques- 
tion !  he  neither  ploughed,  nor  sowed,  nor  reaped,  at  least  like  a  hard- 
working  farmer ;  and  then  he  had  a  bevy  of  servants  i'rom  Ayrshire.  The 
lasses  did  nothing  but  bake  bread,  and  the  lads  sat  by  the  fireside,  and  ate 
it  warm  with  ale.  Waste  of  time  and  consumption  o£  food  would  soon 
reach  to  twenty  pounds  a-year.'  " 

**  The  truth  of  the  cose,"  says  Mr.  Cunningham,  in  anotlier  letter  with 
which  he  has  favoured  me,  "  the  truth  is,  that  if  Robert  Burns  liked  hb 
thrm,  it  was  more  for  tlie  beauty  of  the  situation  than  tor  the  labours  which 
it  demanded.  He  was  too  wayward  to  attend  to  the  stated  duties  of  a 
husbandman,  and  too  impatient  to  wait  till  the  ground  returned  in  sain  the 
cultivation  he  bestowed  upon  it.  Tlie  condition  of  a  farmer,  a  Nithsdale 
one,  I  mean,  was  then  very  humble.  His  one*story  house  hfid  a  covering 
of  straw,  and  a  clay  floor;  the  furniture  wos  from  the  hands  of  a  country 
carpenter ;  and,  between  the  roof  and  floor,  there  seldom  intervened  a 
smoother  ceiling  than  of  rough  rods  and  grassy  turf — while  a  huge  lang-settle 
of  black  oak  for  himself,  and  a  carved  arm>chair  for  his  wife,  were  the  only 
matters  out  of  keeping  with  the  homely  looks  of  his  residence.  He  took 
all  his  meals  in  his  own  kitchen,  and  presided  regularly  among  his  children 
and  domestics.  He  performed  family  worship  every  evening.-^^xcept  dur« 
tng  the  hurry  of  harvest,  when  that  duty  was  perhaps  limited  to  Saturday 
night.  A  few  religious  books,  two  or  three  favourite  poets,  the  history  of 
his  country,  and  his  Bible,  oided  him  in  forming  the  minds  and  manners  of 
the  family.  To  domestic  education,  Scotland  owes  as  much  as  to  the  care 
of  her  clergy,  and  the  excellence  of  her  parish  schools. 

**  The  picture  out  of  doors  was  less  interesting,  'llie  ground  from  which 
the  farmer  sought  support,  was  generally  in  a  very  moderate  state  of  culti- 
vation. Tlie  implements  with  which  he  tilled  his  land  were  primitive  and 
clumsy,  and  his  own  knowledge  of  the  management  of  crops  exceedingly 
limited.  He  plodded  on  in  the  regular  slothful  routine  of  his  ancestors  ; 
he  rooted  out  no  bushes,  he  dug  up  no  stones  ;  he  drained  not,  neither  did 
he  enclose ;  and  weeds  obtained  their  full  share  of  the  dung  and  the  lime, 
which  he  bestowed  more  like  a  medicine  than  a  meal  on  bis  soil.  His 
plough  was  the  rude  old  Scotch  one ;  his  harrows  had  as  often  teeth  of 

*  //o/iff  in  fist,  rich  meadow  land,  intervening  between  s  ttream  and  the  gencnU  tltVillMl 
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wtM  M  of  iron ;  his  carts  were  heavy  and  low-wheeled,  or  were,  more 
properly  speaking,  tunibler*carts,  so  called  to  distinguish  them  from  trail* 
eartii  both  of  which  were  in  common  use.  On  these  rude  carriages  his 
Muiiire  was  taken  to  the  field,  and  his  crop  brought  home.  The  farmer 
kbnself  corresponded  in  all  respects  with  his  imperfect  instruments.  His 
poverty  secured  him  from  risking  costly  experiments ;  and  his  hatred  of 
aifiOYaUon  made  him  entrench  himself  behind  a  breast-work  of  old  maxims 
and  rustic  saws,  which  he  interpreted  as  oracles  delivered  against  improve^ 
memL  With  ground  in  such  condition,  with  tools  so  unHt,  and  with  know- 
ledge so  imperfect,  he  sometimes  succeeded  in  wringing  a  few  hundred 
pounds  ScoU  from  the  fumi  lie  occupied.  Such  was  generally  the  state  of 
agriculture  when  Burns  came  to  Nithsdale.  I  know  not  how  far  his  own 
skill  was  equal  to  the  task  of  improvement — his  trial  was  short  and  unfor- 
tunate. An  important  chnnge  soon  took  place,  by  which  he  was  not  fated 
to  profit ;  he  had  not  the  ibresi<;ht  to  see  its  approach,  nor,  probably,  the 
fortitude  to  await  its  coming. 

*•  In  the  year  1790,  much  of  the  ground  in  Nithsdale  was  leased  at  seven, 
and  ten,  and  fifleen  shillings  per  acre  ;  and  the  fumier«  in  his  person  and 
his  house,  differed  little  from  the  peasants  and  mechanics  around  him.  He 
would  have  thought  Ifis  daughter  wedded  in  her  degree,  had  she  married  a 
joiner  or  a  mason  ;  and  at  kirk  or  market,  all  men  beneath  the  rank  of  a 
••  portioner"  of  the  soil  mingled  together,  equals  in  appearance  and  impor- 
tance. But  the  war  which  soon  commenced,  gave  a  decided  impulse  to 
agriculture :  the  army  and  navy  consumed  largely  :  corn  rose  in  demand ; 
die  price  augmented ;  more  land  was  called  into  cultivation :  and,  as  leases 
expired,  the  proprietors  improved  the  grounds,  built  better  houses,  enlarg- 
etl  the  rents ;  and  the  farmer  was  soon  borne  on  the  wings  of  sudden  wealth 
Aore  his  original  condition.  His  house  obtained  a  slated  roof,  sash-windows, 
csrpeted  floors,  plasteVed  walls,  and  even  began  to  exchange  the  hanks  of 

Gm  with  which  it  was  formerly  hung,  for  paintings  and  |iiunofortes.  He 
d  aside  his  coat  of  home-made  cloth  ;  he  retired  from  his  seat  among  his 
servants ;  he — I  am  grieved  to  mention  it — gave  up  family  worship  as  a 
thing  unfashionable,  and  became  a  kind  of  rmticef€tUlr$nun,  who  rode  a  blood 
horse,  and  galloped  home  on  market  nights  at  the  peril  of  his  own  neck,  and 
to  the  terror  of  every  modest  pedestrian.  When  a  change  like  this  took 
place,  and  a  farmer  could,  with  a  do/.en  year^^*  industry,  be  able  to  purchase 
the  land  he  rented — which  many  were,  and  many  did — the  same,  or  a  still 
wort  profitable  cliange  might  have  happened  with  res|>ect  to  Elliesland ; 
and  Bums,  had  he  stuck  by  his  lease  and  his  plough,  would,  in  all  human 
possibility,  have  found  the  independence  which  he  sought,  and  sought  in 
vain,  from  the  coldness  and  parsimony  of  mankind.'* 

Mr.  Cunningham  sums  up  his  reminiscences  of  Burns  at  KHiesland  in 
these  terms : — '•'•  During  the  prosperity  of  his  farn^,  my  father  oftan  said 
tiMit  Bums  conducted  himself  wisely,  and  like  one  anxious  for  his  name  as 
a  nan,  and  his  fame  as  a  poet.  He  went  to  Dunscore  Kirk  on  Sunday, 
tkoagh  he  expressed  oflener  than  once  his  dislike  to  the  stem  Calvinism  of 
that  strict  old  divine,  Mr.  Kirkpatrick ; — he  assisted  in  forming  a  reading 
dub ;  and  at  weddings  and  house-heatings,  and  kirns,  and  other  scenes  of  fes- 
tivity, he  was  a  welcome  guest,  universally  liked  by  the  young  and  the  old. 
But  the  failure  of  his  farming  projects,  and  the  limited  income  with  which 
be  was  compelled  to  support  an  increasing  family  and  an  expensive  station 
in  lifei  preyed  on  his  spirits ;  and,  during  these  fits  of  despair,  he  was  will* 
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ing  too  often  to  become  the  companion  of  the  thoughtless  and  tlie  gross.  I 
am  grieved  to  say,  that  besides  leaving  the  book  too  much  for  the  bowl, 
and  grave  and  wise  friends  for  lewd  and  reckless  companions,  he  was  also 
in  the  occasional  practice  of  composing  songs,  in  which  he  surpassed  the 
licentiousness,  as  well  as  the  wit  and  humour,  of  the  old  Scottish  muse. 
These  have  unfortunately  found  their  way  to  tlie  press,  and  I  am  afraid 
they  cannot  be  recalled.  In  conclusion,  I  may  say,  that  few  men  have  had 
so  much  of  the  poet  about  them,  and  few  poets  so  much  of  the  man ; — the 
man  was  probably  less  pure  than  he  ougl\]t  to  have  been,  but  the  poet  wai 
pure  and  bright  to  the  last." 

The  reader  must  be  sufficiently  prepared  to  hear,  that  from  the  time 
when  he  entered  on  his  excise  duties,  the  poet  more  and  more  neglected 
the  concerns  of  his  farm.  Occasionally,  he  might  be  seen  holding  the 
plough,  an  exercise  in  which  he  excelled,  and  was  proud  of  excelling,  or 
stalking  down  his  furrows,  with  tlie  white  sheet  of  grain  wrapt  about  him, 
a  "  tenty  seedsman  ;'*  but  he  was  more  commonly  occupied  in  far  different 
pursuits.  *'  I  am  now,'*  says  he,  in  one  of  his  letters,  '<  a  poor  rascally 
ganger,  condemned  to  gallop  two  hundred  miles  every  week,  to  inspect 
dirty  ponds  and  yeasty  barrels."  Both  in  verse  and  in  prose  he  has  recorded 
the  feelings  with  which  he  first  followed  his  new  vocation.  His  jests  on 
the  subject  are  uniformly  bitter.  ''  1  have  the  same  consolation,"  he  telle 
Mr  Ainslie,  **  which  I  once  heard  a  recruiting  sergeant  give  to  his  audi- 
ence in  the  streets  of  Kilmarnock  :  '  Gentlemen,  for  your  farther  encourage- 
ment, I  can  assure  you  that  ours  is  the  most  blackguard  corps  under  the 
crown,  and,  consequently,  with  us  an  honest  fellow  has  the  surest  chance 
of  preferment.* "  On  one  occasion,  however,  he  takes  a  higher  tone.  "  lliere 
is  a  certain  stigma,"  says  he  to  Bishop  Geddes,  **  in  the  name  of  Excise- 
man ;  but  I  do  not  intend  to  borrow  honour  from  any  profession  :" — whidl 
may  perhaps  remind  the  reader  of  Gibbon's  lofly  language,  on  finally  quit- 
ting the  learned  and  polished  circles  of  London  and  Paris,  for  his  Swiss  re* 
tirement :  <*  I  am  too  modest,  or  too  proud,  to  rate  my  value  by  that  of 
my  associates." 

Bums,  in  his  perpetual  perambulations  over  the  moors  of  Dumfriesshire, 
had  every  temptation  to  encounter,  which  bodily  fatigue,  the  blandishments 
of  hosts  and  hostesses,  and  the  habitual  manners  of  those  who  acted  along 
with  him  in  the  duties  of  the  excise,  could  present.  He  was,  moreover, 
wherever  he  went,  exposed  to  perils  of  his  own,  by  the  reputation  which 
he  had  earned  as  a  poet,  and  by  his  extraordinary  powers  of  entertairnneni 
in  conversation.  From  the  castle  to  the  cottage,  every  door  flew  open  at 
his  approach  ;  and  the  old  system  of  hospitality,  Uien  flourishing,  rendered 
it  difficult  for  the  most  soberly  inclined  guest  to  rise  from  any  man*8  board 
in  the  same  trim  that  he  sat  down  to  it.  The  farmer,  if  Burns  was  seen 
passing,  left  his  reapers,  and  trotted  by  the  side  of  Jenny  Geddes,  until 
he  could  persuade  the  bard  that  the  day  was  hot  enough  to  demand  an 
extra-libation.  If  he  entered  an  inn  at  midnight,  after  all  the  inmates 
were  in  bed,  the  news  of  liis  arrival  circulated  from  the  cellar  to  the  garret; 
and  ere  ten  minutes  had  elapsed,  the  landlord  and  ^  his  guests  were  as- 
sembled round  tlie  ingle ;  the  largest  punch-bowl  was  produced  ;  and 

'^  Be  ours  this  night — who  knows  what  comes  to-morrow  ?** 

was  the  language  of  every  eye  in  the  circle  that  welcomed  him.     The 
stateliest  gentry  of  the  county,  whenever  they  had  especial  merriment  in 
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view,  called  in  the  wit  and  eloquence  of  Burns  to  enliven  their  carousals.* 
The  famous  song  of  The  Whittle  qf^  xcoriJi  commemorates  a  scene  of  this 
Idndy  more  picturesque  in  some  o^  its  circumstances  than  every  day  oc- 
curred, yet  strictly  in  character  with  the  usual  tenor  of  life  among  this  jo- 
vial Bqmrtarcky.  Three  gentlemen  of  ancient  descent,  had  met  to  deter- 
mine, by  a  solemn  drinking  match,  who  should  possess  tJie  WhUtle,  which 
a  common  ancestor  of  them  all  had  earned  ages  before,  in  a  Bacchanalian 
contest  o£  the  same  sort  with  a  noble  toper  from  Denmark ;  and  the  poet 
was  summoned  to  watch  over  and  celebrate  the  issue  of  the  debate. 

^^  Then  up  roM  the  bard  like  a  prophet  in  drink, 
Crai^jdarroch  shall  soar  when  creation  xhall  sink  ; 
But  i(  thou  would*Kt  flourifJ)  immortal  in  rhyme. 
Come,  one  bottle  more,  and  have  at  the  subume.** 

Kor,  as  has  already  been  hinted,  was  he  safe  from  temptations  of  this  kind, 
«ven  when  he  was  at  home,  and  most  disposed  to  enjoy  in  quiet  the  socie- 
ty  €£  his  wife  and  children.  Lion-gazers  from  all  quarters  beset  him ;  they 
and  drank  at  his  cost,  and  oden  went  away  to  criticise  him  and  his 
as  if  they  had  done  Bums  and  his  black  boiol  f  great  honour  in  con- 
descending to  be  entertained  for  a  single  evening,  with  such  company  and 
such  liquor. 

We  have  on  record  various  glimpses  of  him,  as  he  appeared  while  he 
was  half-farmer,  half-exciseman ;  and  some  of  these  present  him  in  atti- 
tudes and  aspects,  on  which  it  would  be  pleasing  to  dwell.  For  example, 
tile  circumstances  under  which  the  verses  on  The  wounded  Hare  were 
written,  are  mentioned  generally  by  the  poet  himself.  James  Thomson, 
■cm  of  the  occupier  of  a  farm  adjoining  Elliesland,  told  Allan  Cunningham, 
that  it  was  he  who  wounded  the  animal.  <'  Burns,'*  said  this  person,  <*  was 
in  the  custom,  when  at  home,  of  strolling  by  himself  in  the  twilight  every 
evening,  along  the  Nith,  and  by  the  march  between  his  land  and  ours. 
The  hares  often  came  and  nibbled  our  wheat  braird ;  and  once,  in  the 
gloaming, — it  was  in  April, — I  got  a  shot  at  one,  and  wounded  her  :  she  ran 
Ueeding  by  Burns,  who  was  pacing  up  and  down  by  himself,  not  far  from 
nie.  He  started,  and  with  a  bitter  curse,  ordered  me  out  of  his  sight,  or 
he  would  throw  me  instantly  into  the  Nith.  And  had  I  stayed.  111  war* 
rant  he  would  have  been  as  good  as  his  word — though  I  was  both  young 
and  strong." 

Among  otlier  curious  travellers  who  found  their  way  about  this  time  to 
Elliesland,  was  Captain  Grose,  the  celebrated  antiquarian,  whom  Bums 
briefly  describes  as 

'^  A  fine  fat  fodgel  wight — 
Of  stature  short,  but  genius  bright  ;** 

and  who  has  painted  his  own  portrait,  both  with  pen  and  pencil,  at  full 
length,  in  his  OUo.  This  gentleman's  taste  and  pursuits  are  ludicrously  set 
forth  in  the  copy  of  verses — 

*  These  particulars  are  from  a  letter  of  Darid  Macculloch,  Esc^.,  who,  being  at  this  period 
a  very  young  man,  a  nassionate  admirer  of  Bums^  and  a  capital  amger  of  manv  of  his  serious 
foogs,  used  often,  in  nis  enthusiasm,  to  accompany  the  poet  on  his  profescionaJ  excursions. 

-f  Bums*s  famous  black  punch-bowl,  of  Inverary  marble,  was  the  nuptial  gift  of  Mr.  Ar- 
BMur,  his  father-in-law,  who  himself  fashioned  it.  After  passing  through  many  hands,  it  is 
in  exoeilent  keeping,  that  of  Alexander  Uastie,  Esq.  ox  Londoii. 
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^  Rmt,  liMd  o*  Cakes  and  blither  8coU, 
Fhie  Maidenkirk  to  John  O'Oroata, 
A  cfaield*s  amang  ye  takxn*  notet,**  &c. 

and,  iiUer  aUa^  his  love  of  port  is  not  forgotten.  Grose  and  Bums  had  too 
much  in  common,  not  to  become  great  friends.  The  poet^s  accurate  know« 
kdge  of  Scottish  phraseology  and  customs,  was  of  great  use  to  the  re* 
searches  of  the  humourous  antiquarian  ;  and,  above Hdl,  it  is  to  their  ac- 
quaintance that  we  owe  Tom  o*  Sftanier,  Bums  told  die  story  as  he  had 
heard  it  in  Ayrshire,  in  a  letter  to  the  Captain,  and  was  easily  persuaded 
to  venify  it.  The  poem  was  the  work  of  one  day  ;  and  Mrs.  Burns  well  re- 
members the  circumstances.  He  spent  most  of  the  day  on  his  favourite  walk 
by  the  river,  where,  in  the  afternoon,  slie  joined  him  with  some  of  her 
children.  '<  He  was  busily  engaged  croonitig  to  himM^  and  Mrs.  Bums 
perceiving  that  her  presence  was  an  interruption,  loitered  behind  with  her 
little  ones  among  the  broom.  Her  attention  was  presently  attracted  by  the 
strange  and  wild  gesticulations  of  the  bard,  who,  now  at  some  distance, 
was  offonized  with  an  ungovemable  access  of  joy.  He  was  reciting  very 
loud,  and  with  the  tears  rolling  down  his  cheeks,  those  animated  verses 
which  he  had  just  conceived : — 

"  Now  Tam  !  O  Tarn  !  had  thc^  been  queans, 
A'  plump  and  strappin'  in  their  teens ; 
Their  sarkit,  instead  of  creeshie  flannen. 
Been  cnaw-white  9cventeen-hunder  *linen, — 
Thir  breeks  o*  mine,  mv  onlir  pair. 
That  aoce  were  plush  o  gooa  blue  hair, 
I  wad  hae  ffi*en  them  ofT  njy  hiirdies. 
For  M  blink  o*  the  bonnie  burdiea  !**  f 

To  the  last  Burns  was  of  opinion  that  7am  o*  Shanier  was  the  best  of 
all  his  productions ;  and  although  it  does  not  always  happen  that  poet  and 
public  come  to  the  same  conclusion  on  such  points,  I  believe  the  decision  in 
question  has  been  all  but  unanimously  approved  of.  The  admirable  execu- 
tion of  the  piece,  so  far  as  it  goes,  leaves  nothing  to  w-ish  for ;  the  only  cri« 
ticism  has  been,  that  the  catastrophe  appears  unworthy  of  the  preparation. 
Burns  lays  the  scene  of  this  renuu'kablc  performance  almost  on  the  spot 
where  he  was  bom ;  and  all  the  terrific  circumstances  by  which  he  has 
marked  the  progress  of  Tam's  midnight  journey,  are  drawn  ffom  local  tra« 
dition. 

'^  Rv  this  time  he  was  croM  the  ford 
>Vhare  in  the  snaw  the  chapman  smoor*d, 
And  past  the  birks  and  meikle  atane, 
Whare  drucken  Charlie  brak's  neck-bane ; 
And  through  the  whins,  and  by  the  cairn, 
Whare  hunter's  fand  the  murdered  bairn ; 
And  near  the  thom,  aboon  the  well,        * 
Mliare  3Iungo*s  mither  hang*d  herseU.** 

None  of  these  tragic  memoranda  were  derived  from  imagination.  Nor  was 
Tam  o*  Shanter  himself  an  imaginary  character.  Shanter  is  a  farm  close 
to  Kirkoswald's,  that ,  smuggling  village,  in  which  Burns,  when  nineteen 
years  old,  studied  mensuration,  and  <'  first  became  acquainted  with  scenes 
of  swaggering  riot.*'     'i'he  then  occupier  of  Shanter,  by  name  Douglas 

•  '*  The  manufacturer's  term  for  a  fine  linen,  woven  on  a  reed  of  1 700  divisions.'*— CrwwrAr. 

+  The  above  is  quoted  from  a  MS.  Journal  of  Cromek.  Wr.  M^Diarmid  confirms  the 
atatemcnt,  and  adds,  that  the  poet,  having  committed  the  verses  to  writing  on  the  top  oi  hit 
9oi»dyke  over  the  water,  came  into  the  house,  and  read  them  immediate! v  m  high  triumph  at 
ths  flffiklc 
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GnJiame,  was,  by  all  accounts,  equally  what  the  Tarn  Wtho  poet  appears, 
<— a  jolly>  careless,  rustic,  who  took  much  more  interest  in  the  contrabanj 
traffic  of  the  coast,  than  the  rotation  of  crops.  Burns  knew  the  man  well ; 
and  to  his  dying  day,  he,  nothing  loath,  passed  among  his  rural  compeersi 
hy  the  name  of  Tani  o'  Shanter. 

A  few  words  will  bring  us  to  the  close  of  Burns's  career  at  Elliesland* 
Mr.  Ramsay  of  Ochtcrtyre,  happening  to  pass  through  Nithsdale  in  1790, 
met  Burns  riding  rapidly  near  Closeburn.  The  poet  was  obliged  to  pursue 
his  professional  journey,  but  sent  on  Mr.  Ramsay  and  his  fellow-traveller 
to  Elliesland,  where  he  joined  them  as  soon  as  his  duty  permitted  him, 
saying,  as  he  entered,  **  I  come,  to  use  the  words  of  Shakspeare,  ittetaed 
m  haste.'*  Mr^  Ramsay  was  "  much  pleased  with  his  uxor  «Sa/>im/  qvalii^ 
and  his  modest  mansion,  so  unlike  the  habitation  of  ordinary  rustics." 
The  evening  was  spent  delightfully.  A  gentleman  of  dry  temperament, 
who  looked  in  accidentally,  soon  partook  the  contagion,  and  sat  listen* 
ing  to  Bums  with  the  tears  running  over  his  cheeks.  "  Poor  Burns!"  says. 
Mr.  Ramsay,  **  from  that  time  I  met  him  no  more.*' 

The  summer  after,  some  English  travellers,  calling  at  Elliesland,  were 
told  that  the  poet  was  walking  by  the  river.  They  proceeded  in  search  ot 
him,  and  presently,  "  on  a  rock  that  projected  into  the  stream,  they  saw 
a  man  employed  in  angling,  of  a  singular  appearance.  He  had  a  cap  made 
of  a  fox's  skin  on  his  head  ;  a  loose  great-coat,  fastened  round  him  by  a 
belt,  from  which  depended  an  enormous  Highland  broadsword.  It  was 
Burns.  He  received  them  with  great  cordiality,  and  asked  them  to  share 
his  humble  dinner."  These  travellers  also  classed  the  evening  they  spent 
at  Elliesland  with  the  brightest  of  their  lives. 

Towards  the  close  of  1791,  the  poet,  finally  despairing  of  his  farm,  de- 
termined to  give  up  his  lease,  which  the  kindness  of  his  landlord  rendered 
easy  of  arrangement ;  and  procuring  an  appointment  to  the  Dumfries  divi- 
sion, which  raised  his  salary  from  the  revenue  to  £10  per  annuiti,  removed 
his  family  to  the  county  town,  in  which  he  terminated  his  days.  His  con- 
duct as  an  excise  officer  had  hitherto  met  with  uniform  approbation  ;  and 
he  nourished  warm  hopes  of  being  promoted,  when  he  had  thus  avowedly 
devoted  himself  altogether  to  the  service.  He  lefl  Elliesland,  however, 
with  a  heavy  heart.  The  affection  of  his  neighbours  was  rekindled  in  all  its 
early  fervour  by  the  thoughts  of  parting  with  him  ;  and  the  roup  of  his 
farming-stock  and  other  effects,  was,  in  spite  of  whisky,  a  very  melancholy 
scene.  The  competition  for  his  chatties  was  eager,  each  being  anxious  to 
secure  a  memorandum  of  Burns's  residence  among  them.  It  is  pleasing  to 
know,  that  among  other  "  titles  manifold"  to  their  respect  and  gratitude, 
Bums  had  superintended  the  formation  of  a  subscription  library  in  the  parish. 
His  letters  to  the  booksellers  on  this  subject  do  him  much  honour :  his 
choice  of  authors  (which  business  was  naturally  left  to  his  discretion)  being 
in  the  highest  degree  judicious.  8uch  institutions  are  now  common,  almost 
universal,  indeed,  in  all  the  rural  districts  of  southern  Scotland :  but  it 
should  never  be  forgotten  that  Burns  was  among  the  first,  if  not  the  very 
first,  to  set  the  example.  **  He  was  so  good,"  says  Mr.  Riddel,  "  as  to 
take  the  whole  management  of  this  concern  ;  he  was  treasurer,  librarian, 
and  censor,  to  our  little  society,  who  will  long  have  a  grateful  sense  of  his 
public  spirit,  and  exertions  for  their  improvement  and  information."  Once, 
and  only  once,  did  Burns  quit  his  residence  at  Elliesland  to  revisit  Edin- 
burgh.    His  object  was*  to  close  accounts  with  Creech  j  that  business  ac 
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■  • 

oompUiIiedy  he  returned  immediately,  and  he  never  again  saw  the  cafntal. 
He  that  writes  to  Mrs.  Dunlop : — «*  To  a  man  who  has  a  home,  however 
humble  and  remote,  if  that  home  is,  like  mine,  the  scene  <^  domestic  corn- 
forty  the  bustle  of  Edinburgh  will  soon  be  a  business  of  sickening  disgust-* 

^  Vain  pomp  and  glor  of  the  woild,  I  hate  job  !** 

**  When  I  must  skulk  into  a  comer,  lest  the  rattling  equipage  of  some  gsp- 
ing  blockhead  should  mangle  me  in  the  mire,  I  am  tempted  to  exclaim, 
what  merits  had  he  had,  or  what  demerits  have  I  had,  m  some  state  of 
pre*existence,  tliat  he  is  ushered  into  this  state  of  being  with  the  sceptre 
of  rule,  and  the  key  of  riches  in  his  puny  fist,  and  I  kicked  into  the  world, 
the  sport  of  folly  or  the  victim  of  pride  •  •  •  .  oflen  as  I  have  glided  with 
humble  stealth  through  the  pomp  of  Prince's  Street,  it  lias  suggested  itself 
to  me  as  an  improvement  on  the  present  human  figure,  that  a  man,  in  pro* 
portion  to  his  own  conceit  of  his  consequence  in  the  world,  could  have 

Ched  out  the  longitude  of  his  common  size,  as  a  snail  pushes  out  his 
ns,  or  as  we  draw  out  a  perspective.** 


CHAPTER  Vlir. 

CoxTBNT<:. — It  more  beset  in  tnwn  than  eounfjy — Hig  early  hiographm^  {Dr,  Citrrie  m^  csw 
cepttd)^  hiive  coloured  too  thtrkhj  under  that  head — Ti  i»  not  correct  to  *peak  of  the  poei  aa 
Mavinp  mttk  into  a  toper,  or  n  solitary  drinker^  or  ofhi»  rerel*  an  other  than  oecanonaU  <rr  of 
their  having  iHtrrftii-d  tnth  the  puttctttat  dischnrce  of  his  rjjicinl  dntiea — lie  it  thnwn  to 
have.  /xrrN  the  aJfectiuKO/e  and  ItKloced  huf.handy  nlt'iouyh  pm^smp  fJliet  impnted  ;  and  tho 
couttant  and  nuttt  nsniduong  instructor  nf  his  ihildien — Inipulsts  if  the  Frencft  RewUutioH 
—  StfMptoms  fffratrrniziiin —  The  atttntion  of  h'>»  rfUciaf  superiors  is  called  to  them-^Prat- 
ticafly  no  blow  is  infiictrti^  only  the  bud  name — fntereslinp  details  of  this  period^-^GittM  hia 
whole  sohl  to  tony  tnaking-^Preftrenee  in  i/iat  for  his  uativt  dialect^  with  the  Other  attauU 
mntfactt^  at  to  that  portion  of  hit  intmortul  luyt. 


"  The  King**  mo&t  humble  ftervant,  I 
Can  scarcely  spare  a  minute; 
But  I  am  yours  nt  dinner-time. 
Or  else  the  devil's  in  it."  • 

Tub  four  principal  biographers  of  our  poet,  Heron,  Currie,  Walker,  and 
Irving,  concur  in  the  general  statement,  that  his  moral  course  from  the 
time  when  he  settled  in  Dumfries,  was  downwards.  Heron  knew  more  of 
the  matter  personally  than  any  of  the  others,  and  his  words  are  these  :— 
**  In  Dumfries  his  dissipation  became  still  more  deeply  habitual.  He  was 
here  exposed  more  than  in  the  country,  to  be  solicited  to  share  the  riot 
of  the  dissolute  and  the  idle.  Foolish  young  men,  such  as  ^vriters*  ap« 
jHrentices,  young  surgeons,  .merchants'  clerks,  and  his  brother  excise* 
Biien»  flocked  eagerly  about  him,  and  from  time  to  time  pressed  him  to 
drink  with  them,  that  they  might  enjoy  his  wicked  wit.  The  Caledonian 
Club,  too,  and  the  Dumfries  and  Galloway  Hunt,  had  occasional  meet« 
ings  in  Dumfries  after  Burns  came  to  reside  there,  and  the  poet  was  of 
course  invited  to  share  their  hospitality,  and  hesitated  not  to  accept  the 
invitation.  The  morals  of  the  town  were,  in  consequence  of  its  becom« 
ing  so  much  the  scene  of  public  amusement,  not  a  little  corrupted,  and 
though  a  husband  and  a  father,  Burns  did  not  escape  suffering  by  the  gene- 
ral contamination,  in  a  manner  which  I  forbear  to  describe.  In  the  inter- 
vals between  his  different  fits  of  intemperance,  he  suffered  the  keenest  an- 
guish of  remorse  and  horribly  afflictive  foresight.  His  Jean  behaved  with 
a  degree  of  maternal  and  conjugal  tenderness  and  prudence,  which  made 
him  feel  more  bitterly  the  evils  of  his  misconduct,  though  they  could  not 
reclaim  him." — This  picture,  dark  as  it  is,  wants  some  distressing  shades 
that  mingle  in  the  parallel  one  by  Dr.  Currie  ;  it  wants  nothing,  however, 
of  which  truth  demands  the  insertion.  That  Burns,  dissipated,  ere  he  vent 
to  Dumfries,  became  still  more  dissipated  in  a  town,  than  he  had  been  in 
the  country,  is  certain,  .  It  may  also  be  true,  that  his  wife  had  her  own 

*  '*  The  above  answer  to  an  Uivitation  was  written  extempore  on  a  leaf  torn  from  his  £x« 
OM-lwok.^CromeA-'j  MSS  ^ 
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particular  causofi,  sometimes,  for  dissatisfaction.  But  that  Bums  ever  sunk 
into  a  toper — that  he  ever  was  addicrtcd  to  solitary  drinking — that  his  bot- 
tle ever  interfered  with  his  dischartrc  of  his  duties  as  an  exciseman— or 
that,  in  spite  of  some  transitory  follies,  he  ever  ceased  to  be  a  most  affec- 
tionate husband — all  these  charges  have  been  insinuated — and  they  are  all 
fnhe.  His  intemperance  was,  as  Heron  says,  injits;  his  aberrations  of  all 
kinds  were  occasional,  not  systematic ;  they  were  all  to  himself  the  sources 
of  exquisite  misery  in  the  retrospect ;  they  were  the  aberrations  of  a  man 
whose  moral  sense  was  never  deadened ; — of  one  who  encountered  more 
temptations  from  without  and  from  within,  than  the  immense  majority  of 
mankind,  far  from  having  to  contend  against,  are  even  able  to  imagine  ; — 
of  one,  finally,  who  prayed  ibr  pardon,  wliere  alone  eifectual  pardon  could 
be  found ;— «nd  who  died  ere  he  had  reached  that  term  of  life  up  to  which 
the  passions  of  many,  who,  their  mortal  career  being  regarded  as  a  whole, 
are  honoured  as  among  the  most  virtuous  of  mankind,  have  proved  too 
strong  for  the  control  of  reason.  We  have  already  seen  that  the  poet  was 
careful  of  decorum  in  all  things  during  the  brief  space  of  his  prosperity  at 
Elliesland,  and  that  he  became  less  so  on  many  points,  as  the  prospects  of 
his  farming  speculation  darkened  around  him.  It  seems  to  be  equally  certain, 
that  he  entertained  high  hopes  of  promotion  in  the  excise  at  the  period  of 
his  removal  to  Dumfries  ;  and  that  the  comparative  recklessness  of  his 
later  con^luct  there,  was  consequent  on  a  certain  overclouding  of  these  pro- 
fessional expectations.  The  case  is  brcKully  stated  so  by  Walker  and  Paul ; 
and  there  are  hints  to  tlic  same  eifect  in  the  Jiarrative  of  Currie.  The 
statement  has  no  doubt  been  exaggerated,  but  it  has  its  foundation  in  truth ; 
and  by  the  kindness  of  Mr.  Train,  supervisor  at  Castle  Douglas  in  Gallo- 
way, I  shall  presently  be  enabled  to  give  some  details  which  may  tlirow 
light  on  this  business. 

Burns  was  much  patronised  when  in  Edinburgh  by  the  Honourable  Henry 
Erskine,  Dean  of  the  Faculty  of  Advocates,  and  other  leading  Whigs  of 
the  place — much  more  so,  to  their  honour  be  it  said,  than  by  any  o\'  the 
influential  adherents  of  the  then  administration.  His  landlord  at  Ellies- 
land,  Mr.  Miller  of  Dalswinton,  his  neighbour.  Mr.  lliddel  of  Friars- Carse* 
and  most  of  the  other  gentlemen  who  showed  him  special  attention,  belong- 
ed to  the  same  political  party  ;  and,  on  his  removal  to  Dumfries,  it  so  hap- 
pened, that  some  of  his  immediate  superiors  in  the  revenue  service  of  the 
district,  and  other  persons  of  standing  authority,  into  whose  society  he  was 
thrown,  entertained  sentiments  of  the  siimc  desqription.  Burns,  whenever 
in  his  letters  he  talks  seriously  of  political  matters,  uniformly  describes  his 
early  jacobitism  as  mere  ''  matter  of  fancy."  It  may,  however,  be  easily 
believed,  tliat  a  fancy  like  his,  long  indulged  in  dreams  of  that  sort,  was 
well  prepared  to  pass  into  certain  otlier  dreams,  which  likewise  involved 
feelings  of  dissatisfaction  with  ''  the  existing  order  of  things."  Many  of 
the  old  elements  of  political  disaffection  in  Scotland,  put  on  a  new  shape  at 
tlie  outbreaking  of  Uie  French  Kevolution  ;  and  Jacobites  became  half  jaco- 
bins, ere  they  were  at  all  aware  in  what  the  doctrines  of  jacobinism  were 
to  end.  The  Whigs  naturally  regarded  the  first  dawn  of  freedom  in  France 
with  feelings  of  sympathy,  delight,  exultation.  The  general,  the  all  but 
universal  tone  of  feeling  was  favourable  to 'the  first  assailants  of  the  Bour- 
bon despotism ;  and  there  were  few  who  more  ardently  participated  in  the 
general  sentiment  of  the  day  than  Burns.  The  revulsion  of  feeling  that 
took  place  in  this  country  at  lar^,  when  wanton  atrocities  began  to  stain 
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the  course  of  the  French  Revolution,  and  Burke  lifted  his  powerful  voice^ 
was  great.  Scenes  more  painful  at  the  time,  and  more  so  even  now  in  the 
tetrospecty  than  had  for  generations  afflicted  Scotland,  were  the  conse* 
quences  of  the  rancour  into  which  party  feelings  on  both  sides  now  rose  and 
fermented.  Old  and  dear  ties  of  friendship  were  torn  in  sunder ;  society 
was  for  a  tiipe  shaken  to  its  centre.  In  the  most  extravagant  dreams  of 
the  Jacobites  there  had  always  been  much  to  command  respect,  high  chi- 
valrous devotion,  reverence  for  old  affections,  ancestral  loyalty,  and  the 
generosity  of  romance.  In  the  new  species  of  hostility,  every  thing  seemed 
mean  as  well  as  perilous  ;  it  was  scorned  even  more  than  hated.  The  very 
name  stained  whatever  it  came  near ;  and  men  that  had  known  and  loved 
each  other  from  boyhood,  stood  aloof,  if  this  influence  intei*fe,red,  as  if  it 
had  been  some  loathsome  pestilence. 

There  was  a  great  deal  of  stately  Toryism  at  this  time  in  the  town  of 
Dumfries,  which  was  the  favourite  winter  retreat  of  many  of  the  best  gen- 
tlemen's families  of  the  south  of  Scotland.  Feelings  that  worked  more 
violently  in  Edinburgh  than 'in  London,  acquired  additional  energy  stiil,  in 
this  provincial  capital.  All  men's  eyes  were  upon  Burns.  He  was  the 
standing  marvel  of  the  place  ;  his  toasts,  his  jokes,  his  epigrams,  his  songs, 
were  tlie  daily  food  of  conversation  and  scandal ;  and  he,  open  and  care- 
less, and  thinking  he  did  no  great  harm  in  saying  and  singing  what  many 
of  his  superiors  had  not  the  least  objection  to  hear  and  applaud,  soon  be- 
gan to  be  considered  among  the  local  admirers  and  disciples  of  King  George 
the  Third  and  his  minister,  as  the  most  dangerous  of  all  the  apostles  of  se- 
dition,— and  to  be  shunned  accordingly.  ^ 

The  records  of  the  Excise-Office  are  silent  concerning  the  suspicions 
which  the  Commissioners  of  the  time  certainly  took  up  in  regard  to  Burnt 
as  a  political  offender — according  to  the  phraseology  of  the  tempestuous 
period,  a  democrat.  In  that  department,  as  then  conducted,  I  am  assured 
that  nothing  could  have  been  more  unlike  the  usual  course  of  things,  than 
that  one  syllable  should  have  been  set  down  in  writing  on  such  a  subject, 
unless  the  case  had  been  one  of  extremities.  That  an  inquiry  was  insti- 
tuted, we  know  from  Burns's  own  letters — but  what  the  exact  termination 
of  the  inquiry  was,  will  never,  in  all  probability,  be  ascertained.  Accord- 
ing to  the  tradition  of  the  neighbourhood.  Burns,  inter  alia,  gave  great  of- 
fence by  demurring  in  a  large  mixed  company  to  the  proposed  toast,  •*  the 
health  of  William  Pitt  ;*'  and  left  tlie  room  in  indignation,  because  the  so- 
ciety rejected  what  he  wished  to  substitute,  namely,  "  the  health  of  a 
greater  and  a  better  man,  George  Washington."  1  suppose  the  warmest 
admirer  of  Mr.  Pitt's  talents  and  politics  would  hardly  venture  now-a-days 
to  dissent  substantially  from  Burns's  estimate  of  the  comparative  merits  of 
tliese  two  great  men.  The  name  of  Washington,  at  all  events,  when  con- 
temporary passions  shall  have  finally  sunk  into  the  peace  of  the  grave,  will 
unquestionably  have  its  place  in  the  first  rank  of  heroic  virtue, — a  station 
which  demands  the  exhibition  of  victory  pure  and  unstained  over  tempta- 
tions and  trials  extraordinary,  in  kind  as  well  as  strength.  But  at  the  time 
when  Bums,  being  a  servant  of  Mr.  Pitt's  government,  was  guilty  of  this 
indiscretion,  it  is  obvious  that  a  great  deal  **  more  was  meant  than  reached 
the  car."  In  the  poet's  own  correspondence,  we  have  traces  of  another  oc- 
currence of  the  same  sort.  Bums  thus  writes  to  a  gentleman  at  whose 
table  he  had  dined  the  day  before  : — **  I  was,  I  know,  drunk  last  night,  but 
I  am  sober  this  morning.   From  the  expressions  Captain  ■  ■■       ■  made  use 
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of  to  me,  liad  I  had  nobody's  welfare  to  care  for  but  my  own,  we  should 
certftbly  have  come,  according  to  the  manner  of  the  world,  to  the  necet- 
fity  of  murdering  one  another  about  the  busincts*  The  words  were  such 
as  generai]y>  I  believe,  end  in  a  brace  of  pistols ;  but  J  am  still  pleased  to 
think  that  I  did  not  ruin  the  peace  and  welfare  of  a  wife  and  children  in 
a  drunken  squabble.  Farther,  you  know  that  the  report  of  certain  political 
opinions  being  mine;  has  already  once  before  brought  me  to  the  brink  of 
destruction.  I  dread  last  night's  business  may  be  interpreted  in  the  same 
way.  You,  I  beg,  will  take  care  to  prevent  it.  I  tax  your  wish  for  Mrs. 
Bums*s  welfare  with  the  task  of  waiting  on  every  gentleman  who  was  pre- 
lent  to  state  this  to  him  ;  and,  as  you  ple&se,  show  this  letter.  What,  af- 
ter all,  was  the  obnoxious  toast  ?  May  our  success  in  the  present  war  be  equal 
to  the  justice  of  our  cause — a  toast  that  the  most  outrageous  frenzy  of  loyalty 
cannot  object  to." — Bums,  no  question,  was  guilty  o£  unpoliteness  as  well 
as  indiscretion,  in  offering  any  such  toasts  as  these  in  mixed  company ;  but 
that  such  toasts  should  have  been  considered  as  attaching  any  grave  sus- 
picion to  his  character  as  a  loyal  subject,  is  a  circumstance  which  can  only 
be  accounted  for  by  reference  to  the  exaggerated  state  of  political  feelings 
on  all  matters,  and  among  all  descriptions  of  men,  at  that  melancholy  pe- 
riod of  disaffection,  distrust,  and  disunion.  Who,  at  any  other  period  than 
that  lamentable  time,  would  ever  have  dreamed  of  erecting  the  drinking* 
or  declining  to  drink,  the  health  of  a  particular  minister,  or  the  approving, 
or  disapproving,  of  a  particular  measure  of  government,  into  the  test  of  a 
man's  loyalty ^to  his  King  ? 

Burns,  eager  of  temper,  loud  of  tone,  and  wiUi  declamation  and  sarcasm 
equally  at  command,  was,  we  may  easily  believe,  the  most  hated  of  human 
beings,  because  the  most  dreaded,  among  the  provincial  champions  of  the 
administration  of  which  he  thought  fit  to  disapprove.  But  that  he  ever,  in 
his  most  ardent  moods,  upheld  the  principles  of  those  whose  applause  of 
the  French  Revolution  was  but  the  mask  of  revolutionary  designs  at  home, 
afler  these  principles  had  been  really  developed  by  those  that  maintained 
them,  and  understood  by  him,  it  may  be  saJfely  denied.  There  is  not,  in 
all  his  correspondence,  one  syllable  to  give  countenance  to  such  a  charge. 
His  indiscretion,  however,  did  not  always  confine  itself  to  words ;  and 
though  an  incident  now  about  to  be  recorded,  belongs  to  the  year  1792» 
before  the  French  war  broke  out,  there  is  reason  to  believe  that  it  formed 
the  main  subject  of  the  inquiry  which  the  Excise  Commissioners  thought 
*  themselves  called  upon  to  institute  touching  the  politics  of  our  poet. 

At  that  period  a  great  deal  of  contraband  traffic,  chiefly  from  the  Isle  of 
Man,  was  going  on  along  the  coasts  of  Galloway  and  A)Tshirc,  and  the 
whole  o£  the  revenue  officers  from  Gretna  to  Dumfries,  were  placed  under 
the  orders  of  a  superintendent  residing  in  Annan,  who  exerted  himself 
zealously  in  intercepting  the  descent  of  the  smuggling  vessels.  On  the 
27th  o£  February,  a  suspicious-looking  brig  was  discovered  in  the  Solway 
Frith,  and  Burns  was  one  of  the  party  whom  the  superintendent  conducted 
to  watch  her  motions.  She  got  into  shallow  water  the  day  afterwards,  and 
the  officers  were  enabled  to  discover  that  her  crew  were  numerous,  armed, 
and  not  likely  to  yield  without  a  struggle.  Lewars,  a  brother  exciseman, 
an  intimate  friend  of  our  poet,  was  accordingly  sent  to  Dumfries  for  a 
guard  of  dragoons  ;  the  superintendent,  Mr.  Crawford,  proceeded  himself 
on  a  similar  errand  to  Ecclefechan,  and  Bums  was  left  witli  some  men  un- 
der bis  orders,  to  watch  the  brig,  and  prevent  landing  or  escape.    From 
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dii  private  Journal  of  one  of  the  excisemen,  (now  in  my  hands),  it  appeara 
that  Bums  manifested  considerable  impatience  while  thus  occupied*  being 
left  for  many  hours  in  a  wet  salt-marsh,  with  a  force  which  he  knew  to  be 
inadequate  for  the  purpose  it  was  meant  to  fulfil.  One  of  his  oomradet 
liearing  him  abuse  his  firiend  Lewars  in  particular,  for  being  slow  about  his 
journey,  the  man  answered,  that  he  also  wished  the  devil  had  him  for  bit 
paint,  and  that  Bums,  in  the  meantime,  would  do  well  to  indite  a  song  upon 
the  sluggard :  Bums  said  nothing ;  but  after  taking  a  few  strides  by  himself 
Ipnong  the  reeds  and  shingle,  rejoined  his  party,  and  chanted  to  them  thia 
well-known  ditty : — 

**  The  de*a  cam*  flddline  thro*  tht  town. 
And  danced  awa*  wi*  tne  Exdaeman  ; 
And  ilk  auld  wife  crjM,  ^  Auld  Mahoun, 

*  We  wiah  you  luck  o*  the  prize,  man. 

Cnoaua.— ^  Well  mak*  our  maut^  and  brew  our  drink, 
^  We*II  dance  and  ting  and  rejoice,  man ; 
*  And  monj  thanks  to  the  muckle  black  dt^ 
^  That  danc*d  awa*  wi*  the  Exciseman. 

*  There*s  threesome  reels,  and  foursome  reels, 

*  Thcre*8  hornpipes  and  strathspeys,  man ; 

^  But  the  ae  best  dance  e*er  cam*  to  our  Ian*, 
«  Was  the  deil*s  awa*  wi*  the  Exciseman.*  ** 

Lewars  arrived  shortly  afterwards  with  his  dragoons ;  and  Bums,  putting 
himself  at  their  head,  waded,  sword  in  hand,  to  the  brig,  and  was  the  first  to 
board  her.  The  crew  lost  heart,  and  submitted,  though  their  numbers  were 
greater  than  those  of  the  assailing  force.  The  vessel  was  condemned,  and, 
with  all  her  arms  and  stores,  sold  by  auction  next  day  at  Dumfries :  upon 
which  occasion  Bums,  whose  behaviour  had  been  highly  commended, 
thought  fit  to  purchase  four  carronades,  by  way  of  trophy.  But  his  glee 
went  a  step  farther ; — ^he  sent  the  guns,  with  a  letter,  to  the  French  Con- 
vention, requesting  that  body  to  accept  of  them  as  a  mark  of  his  admiration 
and  respect,  llie  present,  and  its  accompaniment,  were  intercepted  at  the 
custom-house  at  Dover ;  and  here,  there  appears  to  be  little  room  to  doubt, 
was  the  principal  circumstance  that  drew  on  Bums  the  notice  of  his  jealous 
superiors.  We  were  not,  it  is  true,  at  war  with  France ;  but  every  one 
knew  and  felt  that  we  were  to  be  so  ere  long ;  and  nobody  can  pretend 
that  Bums  was  not  guilty,  on  this  occasion,  of  a  most  absurd  and  presump- 
tuous breach  of  decorum.  When  he  leamed  the  impression  that  had  been 
created  by  his  conduct,  and  its  probable  consequences,  he  wrote  to  his  pa- 
tron, Mr.  Graham  of  Fin  tray,  the  following  letter,  dated  December  1792 : 

«  Sir,-*!  have  been  surprised,  confounded,  and  distracted  by  Mr.  Mit- 
chell, the  collector,  telling  me  that  he  has  received  an  order  from  your 
board  to  inquire  into  my  political  conduct,  and  blaming  me  as  a  person 
disaffected  to  government.  Sir,  you  are  a  husband  and  a  father.  You 
know  what  you  would  feel  to  see  the  much-loved  wife  of  your  bosom,  and 
your  helpless,  prattling  little  ones  turned  adrifl  into  the  world,  degraded 
and  disgraced,  from  a  situation  in  which  they  had  been  respectable  and  re- 
apected,  and  left  almost  without  the  necessary  support  of  a  miserable  exist- 
ence. Alas !  Sir,  must  I  think  that  such  soon  will  be  my  lot  ?  and  from  the 
damned  dark  insinuations  of  hellish,  groundless  envy  too  ?  I  believe,  Sir,  I 
ipay  aver  it,  and  jn  the  sight  of  Omniscience,  that  I  would  pot  tell  a  dcli« 
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berate  falsehood,*  no,  not  though  even  worse  horrors,  if  worse  tan  te»  thin 
tliose  I  have  mentioned,  hung  over  my  head.  And  I  saj  that  the  allega* 
lion,  whatever  villain  has  made  it,  is  a  lie.  To  the  British  ConstitutUMif 
on  revolution  principles,  next,  after  my  God,  I  am  most  devoutlv  attach«d« 
You,  Sir,  have  been  much  and  generously  my  friencL  Heaven  knows  how 
warmly  I  have  felt  the  obligation,  and  how  gratefully  I  have  thanked  you. 
Fortune,  Sir,  has  made  you  powerful,  and  me  impotent ;  has  given  you  pa- 
tronage, and  me  dependence.  I  would  not,  for  my  single  self,  call  on  your 
humanity  :  were  such  my  insular,  unconnected  situation,  I  would  disperse 
the  tear  that  now  swells  in  my  eye ;  I  could  brave  misfortune ;  I  could  fkoe 
ruin  ;  at  the  worst,  <  death's  thousand  doors  stand  open.'  But,  good  God  I 
the  tender  concerns  tliat  I  have  mentioned,  the  claims  and  ties  that  I  see 
at  Uiis  moment,  and  feel  around  me,  how  they  unnerve  courage  and  wither 
resolution  !  To  your  patronage,  as  a  man  of  some  genius,  you  have  allowed 
me  a  claim  ;  and  your  esteem,  as  an  honest  man,  I  know  is  my  due.  To 
these,  Sir,  permit  me  to  appeal.  By  these  may  I  adjure  you  to  save  me 
from  that  misery  which  threatens  to  overwhelm  nic ;  and  which,  with  my 
latest  breath,  I  will  say  1  have  not  deserved  !'* 

On  the  2d  of  January,  (a  week  or  two  al  tcrwards),  we  find  him  writing  to 
Mrs,  Dunlop  in  these  terms  : — *•  Mr.  C.  can  be  of  little  service  to  me  at 
present ;  at  least,  1  should  be  sliy  of  applying.  I  cannot  probably  be  set- 
tled as  a  supervisor  for  several  years.  1  n)ust  wait  tlie  rotation  of  lists, 
&'C.  Besides,  some  envious  malicious  devil  has  raised  a  little  demur  on  my 
political  principles,  and  I  wish  to  let  that  niattcT  settle  before  1  offer  my- 
self too  much  in  tlie  eye  of  my  superiors.  1  have  set  henceforth  a  se;U  on 
my  lips,  as  to  these  unlucky  politics ;  but  to  you  I  must  breailie  my  senti- 
ments. In  this,  as  in  every  thing  else,  I  shall  show  the  undisguised  emo- 
tions of  my  soul.  War,  1  deprecate  :  misery  and  ruin  to  thousands  arc  in 
the  blast  that  announces  the  destructive  demon.     But " 

"  The  remainder  of  this  letter,"  says  Cromek,  "  has  been  torn  away  by 
some  barbarous  hand.'' — There  can  be  little  doubt  that  it  was  torn  away  by 
one  of  the  kindeot  hands  in  the  world,  that  of  Mrs.  Dunlop  herself,  and 
from  the  most  praise-worth  motive. 

The  exact  result  of  the  Excise  Board's  investigation  is  hidden,  as  lias 
been  said  above,  in  obscurity ;  nor  is  it  at  all  likely  that  the  cloud  will  be 
withdrawn  hereafler.  A  general  impression,  however,  appears  to  have 
gone  forth,  that  the  affair  terminated  in  something  which  Burns  himselt 
considered  as  tantamount  to  tlie  destruction  of  all  hope  of  future  promo- 
tion in  his  profession  ;  and  it  has  been  insinuated  by  almost  every  one  of 
his  biographers,  that  the  crushing  of  these  hopes  operated  unhappily,  even 
fatally,  on  the  tone  of  his  mind,  and,  in  consequence,  on  the  habits  of  his 
life.  In  a  word,  the  early  deatli  of  Bums  has  been  (by  implication  at  least) 
ascribed  mainly  to  the  circumstances  in  question.  Even  Sir  Walter  Soott 
has  distinctly  intimated  his  acquiescence  in  this  prevalent  notion.  *'  The 
political  predilections,"  says  he,  *'  for  they  could  hardly  be  termed  princi- 
ples, of  Bums,  were  entirely  determined  by  his  feelings.  At  his  first  ap- 
pearance, he  felt,  or  affected,  a  propensity  to  Jacobitism.  Indeed,  a  youth 
of  his  warm  imagination  in  Scotland  thirty  years  ago,  could  hardly  esci^ 
.  this  bias.  The  side  of  Charles  Edward  was  that,  not  surely  of  sound  sense 
and  sober  reason,  but  of  romantic  gallantry  and  high  achievement.  The 
inadequacy  of  the  means  by  which  that  prince  attempted  to  regain  the 
oroim  forfeited  by  his  fathers;  the  Strang  and  ahnost  poetical  adventurai 
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which  he  underwent, — the  Scottish  martial  character,  honoured  hi  hit  vic^ 
tories,  and  degraded  and  crushed  in  his  defeat, — the  tales  of  the  veterana 
who  had  followed  his  adventurous  standard,  were  all  calculated  to  impreei 
upon  the  mind  of  a  poet  a  warm  interest  in  the  cause  of  the  House  of 
Stuart.  Yet  the  impression  was  not  of  a  very  serious  cast ;  for  Bums  him** 
self  acknowledges  in  one  of  his  letters,  (Reliques,  p.  240),  that  *  to  tell 
the  matter  of  fact,  except  when  my  passions  were  heated  by  some  acci- 
dental cause,  my  Jacobitism  was  merely  by  way  of  vive  la  bagaJtdle,*  The 
same  enthusiastic  ardour  of  disposition  swayed  Burns  in  his  choice  of  poli- 
tical tenets,  when  the  country  was  agitated  by  revolutionary  principles. 
That  the  poet  should  have  chosen  the  side  on  which  high  talents  were 
most  likely  to  procure  celebrity  ;  that  he  to  whom  the  fastidious  distinc- 
tions of  society  were  aln-ays  odious,  should  have  listened  with  complin 
tence  to  the  voice  of  French  philosophy,  which  denounced  them  as  Usui^ 
{Mitions  on  the  rights  of  man,  was  precisely  the  thing  to  be  expected.  Yet 
we  cannot  but  think,  that  if  his  superiors  in  the  Excise  department  htti 
tried  the  experiment  of  soothing  rather  than  irritating  his  feelings,  ihejr 
might  have  spared  themselves  the  disgrace  of  rendering  desperate  the  pos- 
sessor of  such  uncommon  talents.  For  it  is  btU  too  certain^  that  from  tht 
moment  his  hopes  of  promotion  were  utterly  blasted,  his  tendency  to  dii- 
sipation  hurried  him  precipitately  into  those  excesses  which  shortened  hit 
life.  We  doubt  not,  that  in  that  awful  period  of  national  discord,  he  had 
done  and  said  enough  to  deter,  in  ordinary  cases,  the  servants  of  govera- 
nent  from  countenancing  an  avowed  partizan  of  faction.  But  this  partizatt 
was  Bums  !  Surely  the  experiment  of  lenity  might  have  been  tried,  and 
perhaps  successfully.  The  conduct  of  Mr.  Graham  of  Fintray,  our  poet*t 
only  shield  against  actual  dismission  and  consequent  ruin,  reflects  the  high- 
est credit  on  that  gentleman." 

In  the  general  strain  of  sentiment  in  this  passage,  who  can  refuse  to 
concur  ?  but  I  am  bound  to  say,  that  after  a  careful  examination  of  all  the 
documents,  printed  and  MS.,  to  which  I  have  had  access,  I  have  great 
doubts  as  to  some  of  the  principal  facts  assumed  in  this  eloquent  state- 
ment«  I  have  before  me,  for  example,  a  letter  of  Mr.  Findlater,  formerly 
Collector  at  Glasgow,  who  was,  at  the  period  in  question,  Bums*s  imme- 
diate superior  in  the  Dumfries  district,  in  which  that  very  respectable  per- 
son distinctly  says  : — "  1  may  venture  to  assert,  that  when  Bums  was  ac- 
cused of  a  leaning  to  democracy,  and  an  inquiry  into  his  conduct  took 
place,  he  was  subjected,  in  consequence  thereof,  to  no  more  than  perhant 
n  verbal  or  private  caution  to  be  more  circumspect  in  future.  Neither  do 
I  believe  his  promotion  was  thereby  affected,  as  has  been  stated.  That, 
liad  he  lived,  would,  I  have  every  reason  to  think,  have  gone  on  in  thfe 
Wioal  routine.  His  good  and  steady  friend  Mr.  Graham  would  have  attended 
to  this.  What  cause,  therefore,  was  there  for  depression  of  spirits  on  thift 
Mconnt  ?  or  how  should  he  have  been  hurried  thereby  to  a  premature 
grave  ?  /never  saw  his  spirit  fail  till  he  was  borne  down  by  the  pressure 
of  disease  and  bodily  weakness  ;  and  even  then  it  would  occasionally  revitc^ 
vnd  like  an  expiring  lamp,  emit  bright  flashes  to  the  last." 

When  the  war  had  fairly  broken  out,  a  battalion  of  volunteers  was  fbrm- 
«d  in  Dumfries,  and  Burns  was  an  original  member  of  the  corps.  It  it 
Ycry  true  that  his  accession  was  objected  to  by  some  of  his  neighboura ; 
tet  these  were  over- ruled  by  the  gentlemen  who  took  the  lead  in  the  huA^ 
IMtty  Md  the  poet  toon  became^  as  might  have  been  espected^  the  gfMl^ 
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est  pogsible  fkvoarite  with  his  brothers  in  arms.  His  cotniiilUiding  offid6r» 
Colonel  De  Pejrster,  attests  his  zealous  discharge  of  his  duties  as  a  mem* 
ber  of  the  corps ;  and  their  attachment  to  him  was  on  the  increase  to  the 
last.  He  was  their  laureate,  and  in  that  capacity  did  more  good  service  to 
the  government  of  the  country,  at  a  crisis  of  the  darkest  aJarm  and  dan- 
ger, than  perhaps  any  one  person  of  his  rank  and  station,  with  the  ex* 
ception  of  Dibdin,  had  the  power  or  the  inclination  to  render.  <<  Bums,** 
says  Allan  Cunningham,  *<  was  a  zealous  lover  of  his  country,  and  has 

stamped  his  patriotic  feelings  in  many  a  lasting  verse }lis  poor  and 

Jtonesi  Sodger  laid  hold  at  once  on  the  public  feeling,  and  it  was  everr* 
where  sung  with  an  enthusiasm  which  only  began  to  abate  when  Campbell's 
£xile  of  Erin  and  Wounded  Hussar  were  published.  Dumfries,  whidi 
sent  so  many  of  her  sons  to  the  wars,  rung  with  it  from  port  to  port ;  and 
the  poet,  wherever  he  went,  heard  it  echoing  from  house  and  hall.  I  wish 
this  exquisite  and  useful  song,  with  SeoU  wha  hoe  wC  <  Wailace  bUdy — the 
Song  of  DeaJthy  and  Dots  luiugJUy  Gaul  Invasion  Threaty — all  lyrics  which 
enforce  a  love  of  country,  and  a  martial  enthusiasm  into  men's  breasts,  had 
obtained  some  reward  for  the  poet.  His  perishable  conversation  was  re* 
membered  by  the  rich  to  his  prejudice — his  imperishable  lyrics  were  re- 
warded only  by  the  admiration  and  tears  of  his  fellow  peasants." 

Lastly,  whatever  the  rebuke  of  the  Excise  Board  amounted  to— (Mr. 
James  Gray,  at  that  time  schoolmaster  in  Dumfries,  and  seeing  ;nuch  of 
Bums  both  as  the  teacher  of  his  children,  and  as  a  personal  friend  and  as- 
sociate of  literary  taste  and  talent,  is  the  only  person  who  gives  any  thing 
like  an  exact  statement :  and  according  to  him.  Bums  was  admonished 
**  that  it  was  his  business  to  act,  not  to  think") — in  whatever  language  the 
censure  was  clothed,  the  Excise  Board  did  nothing  from  which  Bums  had 
any  cause  to  suppose  that  his  hopes  of  ultimate  promotion  were  extinguish- 
ed. Nay,  if  he  had  taken  up  such  a  notion,  rightly  or  erroneously,  Mr. 
Findlater,  who  had  him  constantly  under  his  eye,  and  who  enjoyed  all  hit 
confidence,  and  who  enjoyed  then,  as  he  still  enjoys,  the  utmost  confidence 
of  the  Board,  must  have  known  the  fact  to  be  so.  Such,  I  cannot  help 
thinking,  is  the  fair  view  of  the  case :  at  all  events,  we  know  that  Burns, 
the  year  before  he  died,  was  permitted  to  oc^  as  a  Supervisor;  a  thing  not 
likely  to  have  occurred  had  there  been  any  resolution  against  promoting 
him  in  his  proper  order  to  a  permanent  situation  of  that  superior  rank. 

On  the  whole,  then,  I  am  of  opinion  that  the  Excise  Board  have  been 
dealt  with  harshly,  when  men  of  eminence  have  talked  of  their  conduct  to 
Burns  as  affixing  disgrace  to  them.  It  appears  that  Bums,  being  guiltT 
unquestionably  of  great  indiscretion  and  indeconun  both  of  word  and  deed» 
was  admonished  in  a  private  manner,  that  at  such  a  period  of  national  dis- 
traction, it  behoved  a  public. officer,  gifted  with  talents  and  necessarily  with 
influence  like  his,  very  carefully  to  abstain  from  conduct  which,  now  that 
passions  have  had  time  to  cool,  no  sane  man  will  say  became  his  situation : 
that  Bums's  subsequent  conduct  effaced  the  unfavourable  impression  create 
ed  in  the  minds  of  his  superiors ;  and  that  he  had  begun  to  taste  the  fruits 
of  their  recovered  approbation  and  confidence,  ere  his  career  was  closed  by 
illness  and  death.  These  Commissioners  of  Excise  were  themselves  sub* 
ordinate  officers  of  the  govemment,  and  strictly  responsible  for  those  un* 
der  them.  That  they  did  try  the  experiment  of  lenity  to  a  certain  extent, 
mppeaan  to  be  made,  out ;  that  they  could  have  been  justified  in  trying  it  to  a 
ftrtber  extent,  is  at  the  least  doubtfuL  But  with  regard  to  the  govenuneot 
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ti  the  cdttntry  itself,  I  must  say  I  think  it  is  much  more  di£ScuIt  to  defend 
them.  Mr.  Pitt's  ministry  gave  Dibdin  a  pension  of  iS200  a-year  for  writ- 
ing his  Sea  Songs  ;  and  one  cannot  help  remembering,  that  when  Bums  did 
begin  to  excite  the  ardour  and  patriotism  of  his  countrymen  by  such  songn 
as  Mr.  Cunningham  has  been  alluding  to,  there  were  persons  who  had 
every  opportunity  of  representing  to  the  Premier  the  claims  of  a  greater 
than  Dibdin.  Lenity,  indulgence,  to  whatever  length  carried  in  such 
quarters  as  these,  would  have  been  at  once  safe  and  graceful.  What  the 
minor  politicians  of  the  day  thought  of  Burns*s  poetry  I  know  not ;  but 
Mr.  Pitt  himself  appreciated  it  as  highly  as  any  man.  <<  I  can  think  of 
no  verse,"  said  the  great  Minister,  when  Burns  was  no  more — "  I  can  think 
of  no  verse  since  Shakspeare*s,  that  has  so  much  the  appearance  of  com- 
ing sweetly  from  nature."  * 

Had  Bums  put  forth  some  newspaper  squibs  upon  Lepaiix  or  Camot,  or 
a  smart  pamphlet  "  On  the  State  of  the  Country,"  he  might  have  been 
more  attended  to  in  his  lifetime.  It  is  common  to  say,  '*  what  is  every- 
body's business  is  nobody's  business  ;"  but  one  may  be  pardoned  for  think- 
ing that  in  snch  cases  as  this,  that  which  the  general  voice  of  the  countiy 
does  admit  to  be  everybody's  business,  comes  in  fact  to  be  the  business  of 
those  whom  the«nation  intrusts  with  national  concerns. 

To  return  to  Sir  Walter  Scott's  reviewal — it  seems  that  he  has  some* 
what  overstated  the  political  indiscretions  of  which  Burns  was  actuallj 
guilty.  Let  us  hear  the  counter-statement  of  Mr.  Gray,  f  who,  as  has  al- 
ready been  mentioned,  enjoyed  Burns*s  intimacy  and  confidence  during  his 
residence  in  Dumfries. — No  one  who  ever  knew  anything  of  that  excellent 
man,  will  for  a  moment  suspect  him  of  giving  any  other  than  what  he  be- 
lieves to  be  true. 

**  Bums  (says  he)  was  enthusiastically  fond  of  liberty,  and  a  lover  of  the 
popular  part  of  our  constitution  ;  but  he  saw  and  admired  the  just  and  de- 
licate proportions  of  the  political  fabric,  and  nothing  could  be  farther  from 
his  aim  than  to  level  with  the  dust  the  venerable  pile  reared  by  the  labours 
and  the  wisdom  of  ages.  That  provision  of  the  constitution,  however,  by 
which  it  is  made  to  contain  a  self-correcting  principle,  obtained  no  incon- 
siderable share  of  his  admiration  :  he  was,  therefore,  a  zealous  advocate  of 
constitutional  reform.  The  necessity  of  tliis  he  often  supported  in  conver- 
sation with  all  the  energy  of  an  irresistible  eloquence ;  but  there  is  no  evi- 
dence that  he  ever  went  farther.  He  was  a  member  of  no  political  club. 
At  the  time  when,  in  certain  societies,  the  mad  cry  of  revolution  was  rais- 
ed from  one  end  of  the  kingdom  to  the  other,  his  voice  was  never  heard  in 
their  debates,  nor  did  he  ever  support  their  opinions  in  writing,  or  corre- 
spond with'  them  in  any  form  whatever.  Though  limited  to  an  income 
which  any  other  man  would  have  considered  poverty,  he  refused  £50  a- 
year  offered  to  him  for  a  weekly  article,  by  the  proprietors  of  an  opposition 
paper ;  and  two  reasons,  equally  honourable  to  him,  induced  him  to  reject 
this  proposaL    His  independent  spirit  spumed  indignantly  the  idea  of  be- 

*  I  am  assured. that  Mr.  Pitt  used  these  words  at  the  table  of  the  Ute  Loid  liveipoolt 
soon  after  Bums's  death.  How  that  event  might  come  to  be  a  mUund  topic  of  oooveisatioa 
aitfaat  table,  will  be  seen  in  the  sequeL 

-t*  Mr.  Gray  removed  from  the  school  of  Dumixies  to  the  High  School  of  Edinbuxgfat  in 
whidi  eminent  seminary  he  for  many  years  laboured  with  distinguished  success.  He  then  be- 
cnM  Professor  of  Latin  in  the  Institution  at  Belfast ;  he  afterwards  entoed  into  holy  atdtn^ 
and  died  a  few  years  since  in  the  £ast  Indiesi  u  offidatiDg  chapLUn  to  thft  CompsDj  ia  itm 
wrwnAmtT  oif  IWadfiii 


e  LIFE  OF  ROBERT  BURKS. 

coming  the  hireling  of  a  party ;  and  whatever  may  have  been  lus  opinioii 
of  the  men  and  measures  that  then  prevailed,  he  did  not  think  tt  right  to 
fetter  the  operatlonn  of  that  government  by  which  he  was  employed*** 

The  satcment  about  tl)e  newspaper,  refers  to  Mr.  Perry  of  the  Morning 
Chronicle,  who,  at  the  suggestion  of  Mr.  Miller  of  Dalswinton,  made  the 
proposal  referred  to,  and  received  for  answer  a  letter  which  mav  be  seen 
jn  the  General  Correspondence  of  our  poet,  and  the  tenor  of  which  is  in 
Accordance  with  what  Mr.  Gray  has  said.  Mr.  Perry  afterwards  pressed 
Bums  to  settle  in  London  as  a  regular  writer  for  his  paper,  and  the  poet 
declined  to  do  so,  alleging  that,  however  small,  his  Excise  appointment 
was  a  certainty,  which,  in  justice  to  his  family,  he  could  not  think  of  aban  • 
doning.  * 

Burns,  after  the  Excise  inquiry,  took  care,  no  doubt,  to  avoid  similar 
■crapes ;  but  be  had  no  reluctance  to  meddle  largely  and  zealously  in  the 
squabbles  of  county  politics  and  contested  elections  ;  and  thus,  by  merely 
•spousing,  on  all  occasions,  the  cause  of  the  Whig  candidates,  kept  up  very 
•ffectually  the  spleen  which  the  Tories  had  originally  conceived  on  tolera* 
bly  legitimate  grounds.  One  of  the  most  celebrated  of  these  effusions  wal 
written  on  a  desperately  contested  election  for  the  Dumfries  district  of 
boroughs,  between  Sir  James  Johnstone  of  Westerhall,  and  Mr.  Miller  th« 
younger  of  Dalswinton ;  Burns,  of  course,  maintaining  the  caulb  of  hii  pa* 
tron*8  family.     Tliere  is  much  humour  in  it : — 

• 

THE  FIVE  CARLINES. 

1.  There  were  five  carlinci  in  the  south,  thejr  fell  upon  a  scheme^ 
To  send  a  Isd  to  Lunnun  town  to  bring  them  tidings  hune, 
Nor  only  bring  them  tidings  hame,  but  do  their  errands  there. 
And  aiblins  gowd  and  honour  baith  might  be  that  laddie*t  thtft. 

2.  There  was  Maggy  by  the  banks  o*  Nith,  f  a  dame  w*  ptide  entii|li« 
And  Manor}  o'  the  Monylodis,  ±  a  carline  auld  and  teugh ; 

And  blinkin  Bess  o*  Annandale,  §  that  dwelt  near  8olway-dde, 


t.  To  fend  a  lad  to  Lunnun  town,  they  met  upon  a  day. 

And  many  a  knu^ht  and  mony  a  laird  their  errand  fain  wad  gae. 

But  nae  ane  could  their  fancy  please ;  O  ne*er  a  ane  but  tway. 

i.  The  firrt  he  was  a  belted  knight,  **  bred  o*  a  border  dan. 
And  he  wad  gae  to  Limnun  town,  might  nae  man  him  withatan% 
And  he  wad  do  their  errands  wcel,  and  meikle  he  wad  say. 
And  ilka  ane  at  Lunnun  court  would  bid  to  him  gude  day. 

bk  Hie  next  came  in  a  sodger  youths  -ff  and  spak  wi*  modest  gnwe, 
And  he  wad  gae  to  Lunnun  town,  if  sae  their  pleasure  wai ; 
He  wadna  hecht  them  courtlv  gifts,  nor  meikle  speodi  pretend. 
But  he  wad  hecht  an  honest  neart,  wad  ne*er  desert  a  friend. 

8.  Now,  wham  to  chooiie  and  wham  refuse,  at  strife  thir  omUbcs  Mf 
For  some  had  gentle  folks  to  please,  and  some  wad  please  thtmseD. 

7>  Then  out  spak  mim-mou*d  Meg  o*  Nith,  and  she  spak  up  wi*  pride^ 
^\nd  she  wad  send  tlie  soducr  youth,  whatever  might  bedde ; 
For  the  auld  guidman  o*  Lunnun  Xt  ^o^^  "he  didna  cate  s  pin  ; 
But  she  wad  send  the  sodger  youth  to  greet  his  eldest  son.  jg 

*  This  li  stated  on  the  authority  of  Major  Miller. 

iDanMei.  ±  Lacfamaben.  i  Amum.  0  KlihiiittlMb 

taqubtr.  ^  *•  Sir  J.  Johnstooe.        tt  MiAw  MIto, 

^  Oforge  HI.  9S  The  WncfSr  WflS. 
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i.  Thm  vp  cmrang  Ben  e*  Annandale,  and  a  deadly  atth  abe*i  t«Mi, 
Tliat  aha  wad  vota  the  border  knight,  though  aha  should  Tote  htr  lana ; 
y«r  far-aff  fowli  hae  feathers  flur>  and  foou  o*  change  are  fain  { 
Bui  I  haa  tried  the  border  knight,  and  Fll  try  him  yet  again. 

9.  8aja  bUek  Joan  frae  Crichton  PeeU  a  cariine  stoor  and  gpm^ 
The  auld  guidman,  and  the  young  guidman,  for  mc  may  sink  or  awim ; 
For  Ibola  will  freat  o*  right  or  wning,  while  knaven  laugh  them  to  aeon  ; 
But  tbf  iodgey*a  irienda  nae  blawn  the  beat,  so  he  ahaU  bear  the  horn. 

lA.  Then  whisky  Jean  apak  ower  her  drink.  Ye  weel  ken.  kimmen  a*. 
The  auld  guidman  o*  Lunnun  court,  he*a  backus  been  at  toe  wa*  i 
And  mony  a  friend  that  kiss*t  his  cup,  i»  now  a  freroit  wight, 
But  it*8  ne*er  be  said  o*  whisky  Jean— 1*11  send  the  border  knight. 

11.  Then  slow  raise  Marjory  o*  the  liochs,  and  wrinkled  waa  her  brow,  _  ^ 

Her  ancient  weed  wan  rusi^t  ^y,  her  auld  Scots  bluid  was  true ;  '  *" 

There*s  some  great  folkH  bet  hght  by  me, — 1  set  aa  light  by  them ; 
But  I  will  sen  to  Lunnun  toun  wham  1  like  best  at  name. 

19.  Sae  how  this  weighty  plea  may  end,  nae  mortal  wight  con  tell, 
God  grant  the  King  and  ilka  man  may  look  weel  to  himselL 

The  above  is  far  the  best  humoured  of  these  productions.  The  election 
to  which  it  refers  was  carried  in  Major  Miller's  favour,  but  afler  a  levert 
contest,  and  at  a  very  heavy  expense. 

These  political  conflicts  .were  not  to  be  mingled  in  with  impunity  by  the 
chosen  laureate,  wit,  and  orator  of  the  district.  lie  himself,  in  an  uopub^ 
liahed  piece,  speaks  of  the  terror  excited  by 

"  _— —  Rumii*s  venom,  when 

He  dipH  in  gall  unniix*d  his  eager  pen. 

And  iH)urs  his  vengeance  in  the  burning  line;** 

and  represents  his  victims,  on  one  of  these  electioneering  occasions,  ai 
leading  a  choral  shout  that 

^^  .  He  for  Ins  heresies  in  church  and  state, 

flight  richly  merit  .Muii*:t  and  Palmer's  late.** 

But  what  rendered  him  more  and  more  the  object  of  aversion  to  one  set  of 
people,  was  sure  to  connect  him  more  strongly  with  the  passions^  and,  un« 
fortunately  for  himself  and  ior  us,  witli  the  pleasures  of  the  other  ;  and  wo 
have,  among  many  confessions  to  the  same  purpose,  the  following,  which  I 
quote  as  the  shortest,  in  one  of  the  poet's  letters  from  Dumfries  to  Mrs. 
Dunlon.  •*  I  am  better,  but  not  quite  free  of  my  complaint  (he  refers  to 
the  palpitation  of  heart.)  You  must  not  think,  us  you  seem  to  insinuate* 
that  in  my  way  of  life  I  want  exercise.  Of  that  I  have  enough  ;  but  occa* 
sional  hard  drmking  is  the  devil  to  me.**  He  knew  well  what  he  was  doing 
whenever  he  mingled  in  such  debaucheries :  he  had,  long  ere  this,  describ* 
ed  himself  as  parting  <*  with  a  slice  of  his  constitution"  every  time  he  waa 
guilty  of  such  excess. 

This  brings  us  back  to  a  subject  on  which  it  can  give  no  one  pleasure  to 
expatiate. 

•*  Dr.  Currie,"  says  Gilbert  Burns,  "  knowing  the  events  of  the  latter 
years  of  rov  brother's  life,  only  from  the  reports  which  had  been  propagat* 
ed,  and  thinking  it  necessary,  lest  the  candour  of  his  work  should  be  called 
in  question,  to  state  the  substance  of  these  reports,  has  given  a  very  exag* 
geratedTiew  of  the  failings  of  my  brother's  life  at  that  period,  which  is  cer- 
tainly to  be  regretted.** — •*  1  love  Dr.  Currie,'*  says  tlie  Rev.  James  Gray, 
already  more  than  once  referred  to,  but  I  love  tlie  memory  of  Burns  more* 
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and  no  consideration  shall  deter  me  from  a  bold  declaration  of  the  truth* 
The  poet  of  Tke  CoUars  Saturday  Nighi,  who  felt  all  the  charms  of  the 
hmnble  piety  and  virtue  which  he  sung,  is  charged,  (in  Dr.  Currie's  Nar« 
ntive),  with  vices  which  would  reduce  him  to  a  level  with  the  most  degrad- 
ed of  his  species.  As  I  knew  him  during  that  period  of  his  life  emphati- 
cally called  his  evil  days,  lam  enabled  to  speak  from  my  cvm  cbservatUnu 
It  is  not  my  intention  to  extenuate  his  errors,  because  they  were  combined 
with  genius ;  on  that  account,  they  were  only  the  mate  dangerous,  be- 
cause the  more  seductive,  and  deserve  the  more  severe  reprehension  ;  but 
I  shall  likewise  claim  that  nothing  may  be  said  in  malice  even  against  him. 
It  came  under  my  own  view  professionally,  that  he  superin- 
tended the  education  of  his  children  with  a  degree  of  care  that  I  have  ne- 
ver seen  surpassed  by  any  parent  in  any  rank  of  life  whatever.  In  the  bo- 
som of  his  family  he  spent  many  a  delightful  hour  in  directing  the  studies 
of  his  eldest  son,  a  boy  of  uncommon  talents.  I  have  frequently  found  him 
explaining  to  this  youth,  then  not  more  tlian  nine  years  of  age,  the  Eng- 
lish poets,  from  Shakspeare  to  Gray,  or  storing  his  mind  with,  examples  of 
heroic  virtue,  as  they  live  in  the  pages  of  our  most  celebrated  English  his* 
torians.  I  would  ask  any  person  of  common  candour,  if  employments  like . 
these  are  consistent  with  habitual  drunkenness  ? 

**  It  is  not  denied  that  he  sometimes  mingled  with  society  unworthy  of  him. 
He  was  of  a  social  and  convivial  nature.  He  was  courted  by  all  classes  of 
men  for  the  fascinating  powers  of  his  conversation,  but  over  his  social  scene 
uncontrolled  passion  never  presided.  Over  the  social  bowl,  his  wit  flashed 
for  hours  together,  penetrating  whatever  it  struck,  like  the  fire  from  hea- 
ven ;  but  even  in  the  hour  of  thoughtless  gaity  and  merriment,  1  never 
knew  it  tainted  by  indecency.  It  was  playful  or  caustic  by  turns,  foUow* 
ing  an  allusion  through  all  its  windings ;  astonishing  by  its  rapidity,  or . 
amusing  by  its  wild  originality,  and  grotesque,  yet  natural  combinations, 
but  never,  within  my  observation,  disgusting  by  its  grossness.  In  his 
morning  hours,  I  never  saw  him  like  one  suffering  from  the  effects  of  last 
night*s  intemperance.  He  appeared  then  clear  and  unclouded.  He  was 
the  eloquent  advocate  of  humanity,  justice,  and  political  freedom.  From 
his  paintings,  virtue  appeared  more  lovely,  and  piety  assumed  a  more  ce- 
lestial mien.  While  his  keen  eye  was  pregnant  with  fancy  and  feeling, 
and  his  voice  attuned  to  die  very  passion  which  he  wished  to  communicate, 
it  would  hardly  have  been  possible  to  conceive  any  being  more  interesting 
and  delightful.  1  may  likewise  add,  that  to  the  very  end  of  his  life,  reading 
was  his  &vourite  amusement.  I  have  never  known  any  man  so  intimately 
acquainted  with  the  elegant  English  authors.  He  seemed  to  have  the 
poets  by  heart.  The  prose  authors  he  could  quote  either  in  their  own 
words,  or  clothe  their  ideas  in  language  more  beautiful  than  their  own. 
Nor  was  there  ever  any  decay  in  any  ot*  the  powers  of  his  mind.  To  the 
last  day  of  his  life,  his  judgment,  his  memory,  his  imagination,  were  fresh 
and  vigorous,  as  when  he  composed  T/te  Cottars  Saturday  Night.  The 
truth  is,  that  Bums  was  seldom  intoxicated.  The  drunkard  soon  becomes 
besotted,  and  is  shunned  even  by  the  convivial.  Had  he  been  so,  he  could 
not  long  have  continued  the  idol  of  every  party.  It  will  be  freely  confes- 
sed, that  the  hour  of  enjoyment  was  often  prolonged  beyond  the  limit 
marked  by  prudence ;  but  what  man  will  venture  to  affirm,  that  in  situa- 
tions where  he  was  conscious  of  giving  so  much  pleasiure^  he  could  at  all 
times  have  listened  to  her  voice  ? 
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^  The  men  with  whom  he  generally  associated,  were  not  of  the  West 
order.  He  nmnbered  among  his  intimate  friends,  manj  of  the  most  respec- 
table inhabitants  of  Dumfries  and  the  vicinity.  Several  of  those  were  at* 
tadied  to  him  by  ties  that  the  hand  (^calumny,  busy  as  it  was,  could  ne- 
▼er  snap  asunder.  They  admired  the  poet  for  his  genius,  and  loved  the 
nan  for  the  candour,  generosity,  and  kindness  of  his  nature.  His  early 
friends  clung  to  him  through  good  and  bad  report,  with  a  zeal  and  fidelity 
that  prove  their  disbelief  of  the  malicious  stories  circulated  to  his  disad- 
vant^e.  Among  them  were  some  of  the  most  distinguished  characters  in 
this  country,  and  not  a  few  females,  eminent  for  delicacy,  taste,  and  genius. 
They  were  proud  of  his  friendship,  and  cherished  him  to  the  last  moment 
of  his  existence.  He  was  endeared  to  them  even  by  his  misfortunes,  and 
they  still  retain  for  his  memory  that  affectionate  veneration  which  virtue 
alone  inspires.'* 

Part  of  Mr.  Gray*s  letter  is  omitted,  only  because  it  touches  on  subjects, 
as  to  which  Mr.  Findlater's  statement  must  be  considered  as  of  not  merely 
sufficient,  but  the  very  highest  authority. 

**  My  connexion  with  Robert  Bums,"  says  that  most  respectable  man, 
**  commenced  immediately  after  his  admission  into  the  Excise,  and  con- 
tinued to  the  hour  of  his  death.  *  In  all  that  time,  the  superintendence  of 
his  behaviour,  as  an  officer  of  the  revenue,  was  a  branch  of  my  especial  pro- 
vince, and  it  may  be  supposed  that  I  would  not  be  an  inattentive  observer 
of  the  general  conduct  of  a  man  and  a  poet,  so  celebrated  by  his  country- 
men. In  the  former  capacity,  he  was  exemplary  in  his  attention ;  and 
was  even  jealous  of  the  least  imputation  on  his  vigilance  :  as  a  proof  of 
which,  it  may  not  be  foreign  to  the  subject  to  quote  a  part  of  a  letter  from 
him  to  myself,  in  a  case  of  only  seeming  inattention. — *■  I  know.  Sir,  and  re- 
gret deeply,  that  this  business  glances  with  a  malign  aspect  on  my  charac- 
ter as  an  officer ;  but,  as  I  am  really  innocent  in  the  affair,  and  as  the  gentle- 
man is  known  to  be  an  illicit  dealer,  and  particularly  as  this  is  the  single  in- 
stance of  the  least  shadow  of  carelessnes  or  impropriety  in  my  conduct  as 
an  officer,  I  shall  be  peculiarly  unfortunate  if  my  character  shall  fall  a  sa- 
crifice to  the  dark  manoeuvres  of  a  smuggler.' — This  of  itself  affords  more 
than  a  presumption  of  his  attention  to  business,  as  it  cannot  be  supposed  he 
would  have  written  in  such  a  style  to  me,  but  from  the  impulse  of  a  consci- 
ous rectitude  in  this  department  of  his  duty.  Indeed,  it  was  not  till  near 
the  latter  end  of  his  days  that  there  was  any  falling  off  in  this  respect ;  and 
this  was  amply  accounted  for  in  the  pressure  of  disease  and  accumulating 
infirmities.  1  will  further  avow,  that  1  never  saw  him,  which  was  very  fre- 
quently while  he  lived  at  EUiesland,  and  still  more  so,  almost  every  day, 
after  he  removed  to  Dumfries,  but  in  hours  of  business  he  was  quite  him- 
self, and  capable  of  discharging  the  duties  of  his  office ;  nor  was  he  ever 
known  to  drink  by  himself,  or  seen  to  indulge  in  the  use  of  liquor  in  a  fore- 
noon. ...  1  have  seen  Bums  in  all  his  various  phases,  in  his  convivial 
moments,  in  his  sober  moods,  and  in  the  bosom  of  his  family ;  indeed,  I 
believe  I  saw.  more  of  him  than  any  other  individual  had  occasion  to  see, 
after  he  became  an  Excise  officer,  and  I  never  beheld  any  thing  like  the 
gross  enormities  with  which  he  is  now  charged :  That  when  set  down  in 
an  evening  with  a  few  friends  whom  he  liked,  he  was  apt  to  prolong  the 
social  hour  beyond  the  bounds  wh.ich  prudence  would  dictate,  is  unques* 

*  31r.  FindUtcr  watched  by  Bums  the  night  before  he  died. 
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,  #Hnbla  t  but  in  hit  ftmily,  I  will  renture  to  say,  he  wis  newei  leim  other* 
wise  than  attentive  and  affectionate  to  a  high  degree.*' 
•   These  statements  are  entitled  to  every  consideration :  they  come  flt>ni 
men  altogether  incapable,  for  any  pjirpose,  of  wilfully  stating  that  which 
they  know  to  be  untrue. 

To  whatever  Bums*s  excesses  amounted,  they  were,  it  is  obvious,  and 
that  frequently,  the  subject  of  rebuke  and  remonstrance  even  from  his  own 
dearest  friends.  That  such  reprimands  should  have  been  received  at  times 
with  a  strange  mixture  of  remorse  and  indignation,  none  that  have  consi- 
dered the  nervous  susceptibility  and  haughtiness  of  Bums's  character  can 
hear  with  surprise.  But  this  was  only  when  the  good  advice  was  oral.  No 
one  knew  better  than  he  how  to  answer  the  written  homilies  of  such  per- 
sons as  were  most  likely  to  take  the  freedom  of  admonishing  him  on  points 
of  such  delicacy ;  nor  is  there  any  thing  in  all  his  correspondence  more 
amusing  than  his  reply  to  a  certain  solemn  lecture  of  William  NicoU.  .  • 
**  O  thou,  wisest  among  the  wise,  meridian  blaze  of  prudence,  full  moon 
of  discretion,  and  chief  of  many  counsellors  !  how  infinitely  is  thy  puddle* 
h/saded,  rattle-headed,  wrong-headed,  round-headed  slave  indebted  to  thy 
supereminent  goodness,  that  from  the  luminous  path  of  thy  own  right-lined 
rectitude  thou  lookest  benignly  down  on  an  erring  wretch,  of  whom  the 
zig-zag  wanderings  defy  all  the  powers  of  calculation,  from  the  simple  co- 
pulation of  units,  up  to  the  hidden  mysteries  of  fluxions  !  May  one  feeble 
ray  of  that  light  of  wisdom  which  darts  from  thy  sensorium,  straight  as  the 
arrow  of  heaven,  and  bright  as  the  meteor  of  inspiration,  may  it  be  my 
portion,  so  that  I  may  be  less  unworthy  of  the  face  and  favour  of  that  fa- 
ther of  proverbs  and  master  of  maxims,  that  antipod  of  folly,  and  magnet 
among  the  sages,  the  wise  and  witty  Willy  NicoU  !  Amen  !  amen  !  Yea, 
so  be  it! 
•  **  For  me !  I  am  a  beast,  a  reptile,  and  know  nothing  !"  &c.  &c.  &c. 

To  how  many  that  have  moralized  over  the  life  and  death  of  Burns, 
might  not  such  a  Tu  quogue  be  addressed  ! 

The  strongest  argument  in  favour  of  those  who  denounce  the  statements 
of  Heron,  Currie,  and  their  fellow  biographers,  concerning  the  habits  of  the 
poet,  during  the  latter  years  of  his  career,  as  culpably  and  egregiously  ex- 
aggerated, still  remains  to  be  considered.  On  the  whole,  Burns  gave  sa- 
tii&ction  by  his  manner  of  executing  the  duties  of  his  station  in  the  reve- 
nue service ;  he,  moreover,  as  Mr.  Gray  tells  us,  (and  upon  this  ground 
Mr.  Gray  could  not  possibly  be  mistaken),  took  a  lively  interest  in  the  edu- 
cation of  his  children,  and  spent  more  hours  in  their  private  tuition  than 
fathers  who  have  more  leisure  than  his  excisemanship  lefl  him,  are  often 
in  the  custom  of  so  bestowing. — <*  He  was  a  kind  and  attentive  father,  and 
took  p^^  delight  in  spending  his  evenings  in  the  cultivation  of  the  minds 
of  his  diJBdren.  Their  education  was  the  grand  object  of  his  life,  and  he 
did  not,  like  most  parents,  think  it  sufficient  to  send  them  to  public  schoois ; 
he  was  their  private  instructor,  and  even  at  that  early  age,  bestowed  great 
pains  in  training  their  minds  to  habits  of  thought  and  reflection,  and  in 
keeping  them  pure  from  every  fofm  of  vice.  This  he  considered  ah  a  sa- 
cred duty,  and  never,  to  the  period  of  his  last  ilhiess,  relaxed  in  his  dili- 
gence. With  his  eldest  son,  a  boy  of  not  more  than  nine  years  of  age,  he 
had  read  many  of  the  favourite  poets,  and  some  of  the  best  historians  in 
our  language  ;  and  what  is  more  remarkable,  gave  him  considerable  aid  in 
ahe  study  of  Latm.    This  boy  attended  the  Grammar  School  of  Dumfries, 
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wi  scan  attracted  mv  notice  by  the  strengUi  of  his  talents  and  tlie 
of  his  ambition.  Before  he  had  been  a  year  at  school^  I  thought  it  ri^it 
to  advance  him  a  form,  and  he  began  to  read  Caesar,  and  gave  me  transla^ 
lions  pf  that  author  of  such  beauty  as  I  confess  surprised  me.  On  inquiryt 
I  found  that  his  father  made  him  turn  over  his  dictionary,  till  he  was  able 
to  translate  to  him  the  passage  in  such  a  way  that  he  could  gather  the  au* 
tbor*8  meaning,  and  that  it  was  to  him  he  owed  that  polished  and  forcible 
English  with  which  I  was  so  greatly  struck.  I  have  mentioned  this  inci«» 
dent  merely  to  show  what  minute  attention  he  |)aid  to  this  important 
branch  of  parental  duty."  *  Lastly,  although  to  all  men*s  regret  he  wrote* 
afler  his  removal  to  Dumfriesshire,  only  one  poetical  piece  of  considerabla 
length,  ( Tarn  o*  ShaiUer)^  his  epistolary  correspondence,  and  his  songs  to 
Johnson^s  Museum,  and  to  the  collection  of  Mr.  (leorge  Thomson,  furnish 
undeniable  proof  that,  in  whatever  Jits  of  dissipation  lie  unhappily  indulge 
ed,  he  never  could  possibly  have  sunk  into  any  thing  like  that  habitual 
grossness  of  manners  and  sottish  degradation  of  mind,  which  the  writers  in 
question  have  not  hesitated  to  hold  up  to  the  commiseration  o^  mankindi 

Of  his  letters  written  at  Elliesland  and  Dumfries,  nearly  three  octavo 
volumes  have  been  already  printed  by  Currie  and  Cromek ;  and  it  would 
be  easy  to  swell  the  collection  to  double  this  extent.  Enough,  however, 
has  been  published  to  enable  every  reader  to  judge  for  himself  of  the  cha- 
racter of  Burns*s  style  of  epistolary  composition.  The  severest  criticism 
bestowed  on  it  has  been,  that  it  is  too  elaborate — that,  however  natural 
the  feelings,  the  expression  is  frequently  more  studied  and  artificial  than 
belongs  to  that  species  of  composition.  Be  this  remark  altogether  just  in 
point  of  taste,  or  otherwise,  the  fact  on  which  it  is  founded,  fumishea 
strength  to  our  present  position.  The  poet  produced  in  these  years  a  great 
body  of  elaborate  prose- writing. 

We  have  already  had  occasion  to  notice  some  of  his  contributions  to 
Johnson's  Museum.  He  continued  to  the  last  month  of  his  life  to  take  a 
lively  interest  in  that  work ;  and  besides  writing  for  it  some  dozens  of  ex- 
cellent original  songs,  his  diligence  in  collecting  ancient  pieces  hitherto 
unpublished,  and  his  taste  and  skill  in  eking  out  fragments,  were  largely, 
and  most  happily  exerted,  all  along,  for  its  benefit.  Mr.  Cromek  saw 
among  Johnson's  papers,  no  fewer  than  184  of  the  pieces  which  enter  into 
the  collection,  in  Burns's  handwriting. 

His  connexion  with  the  more  important  work  of  Mr.  Thomson  commenc- 
ed in  September  1792 ;  and  Mr.  Gray  justly  says,  that  whoever  considers 
his  correspondence  with  the  editor,  and  the  collection  itself,  must  be  satis- 
fied, that  from  that  time  till  the  commencement  of  his  last  illness,  not 
many  days  ever  passed  over  his  head  without  the  production  of  some  new 
stanzas  mr  its  pages.  Besides  old  materials,  for  the  most  part  embellished 
with  lines,  if  not  verses  of  his  own,  and  a  whole  body  of  hints,  suggestions, 
and  criticisms,  Bums  gave  Mr.  Thomson  about  sixty  original  songs.  The 
songs  in  this  collection  are  by  many  eminent  critics  placed  decidedly  at 
the  head  of  all  our  poet's  performances :  it  is  by  none  disputed  that  very 
many  of  them  are  worthy  of  his  most  felicitous  inspiration.  He  bestowed 
much  more  care  on  them  than  on  his  contributions  to  the  Museum ;  and 
the  taste  and  feeling  of  the  editor  secured  the  work  against  any  intrusions 
of  that  over-warm  element  which  was  too  apt  to  mingle  in  his  amatory  ef- 

•  Letter  fTom  the  Rev.  Jamet  Qnj  to  Mr.  Gilbert  Bumi.  See  his  Edition,  voL  J.  Ap^ 
pcndix,  Nob  ▼. 
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iriiionf.  Burns  knew  that  he  was  now  engaged  on  a  work  destined  for  the 
ejre  and  ear  of  refinement ;  he  laboured  throughout,  under  the  salutary  feel- 
iogf  '<  virginibiis  puerisque  canto  ;"  and  the  consequences  have  been  hap- 
pr  indeed  for  his  own  fame — for  the  literary  taste,  and  the  national  music, 
of  Scotland ;  and,  what  is  of  far  higher  importance,  the  moral  and  national 
feelings  of  his  countrymen. 

In  almost  all  these  productions — certainly  in  all  that  deserve  to  be  placed 
in  the  first  rank  of  his  compositions — Burns  made  use  of  his  native  dialect. 
He  did  so,  too,  in  opposition  to  the  advice  of  almost  all  the  lettered  cor- 
respondents he  had — more  especially  of  Dr.  Moore,  who,  in  his  own  novels, 
never  ventured  on  more  than  a  few  casual  specimens  of  Scottish  colloquy 
—following  therein  the  example  of  his  illustrious  predecessor  Smollett ; 
and  not  foreseeing  that  a  triumph  over  English  prejudice,  which  Smollett 
might  have  achieved,  had  he  pleased  to  make  the  effort,  was  destined  to  be 
the  prize  of  Bums*s  perseverance  in  obeying  the  dictates  of  native  taste 
and  judgment.  Our  poet  received  such  suggestions,  for  the  most  part,  in 
silence — not  choosing  to  argue  with  others  on  a  matter  which  concerned 
only  his  own  feelings  ;  but  in  writing  to  Mr.  Tliomson,  he  had  no  occasion 
either  to  conceal  or  disguise  his  sentiments.  **  These  English  songs," 
says  he,  "  gravel  me  to  death.  1  have  not  that  command  of  the  language 
that  I  have  of  my  native  tongue  ;"*  and  again,  "  so  miich  for  namby* 
pamby.  I  may,  after  all,  try  my  hand  at  it  in  Scots  verse.  There  I  am  al- 
ways most  at  home."  f — He,  besides,  would  have  considered  it  as  a  sort  of 
national  crime  to  do  any  thing  that  must  tend  to  divorce  the  music  of  his 
native  land  from  her  peculiar  idiom.  The  "  genius  loci"  was  never  wor- 
shipped more  fervently  than  by  Burns.  *<  I  am  such  an  enthusiast,"  says 
he,  **  that  in  the  course  of  my  several  peregrinations  through  Scotland,  I 
made  a  pilgrimage  to  the  individual  spot  from  which  every  song  took  its 
rise,  Lodiaber  and  the  Braes  ofBallenden  excepted.  So  far  as  the  locality, 
either  from  the  title  of  the  air  or  the  tenor  of  the  song,  could  be  ascer- 
tained, I  have  paid  my  devotions  at  the  particular  shrine  of  every  Scottish 
Muse."  With  such  feelings,  he  was  not  likely  to  touch  with  an  irreverent 
hand  the  old  fabric  of  our  uational  song,  or  to  meditate  a  lyrical  revolution 
for  the  pleasure  of  strangers.  ♦*  There  is,"  says  he,  J  "  a  naivete,  a  pas- 
toral simplicity  in  a  slight  intermixture  of  Scots  words  and  phraseology, 
which  is  more  in  unison  (at  least  to  my  taste,  and  I  will  add,  to  every  ge- 
nuine Caledonian  taste),  with  the  simple  pathos  or  rustic  sprightliness  of 
our  native  music,  than  any  English  verses  whatever.  One  hint  more  let 
me  give  you : — Whatever  Mr.  Pleyel  does,  let  him  not  alter  one  ioia  of 
the  original  airs ;  1  mean  in  the  song  department ;  but  let  our  Scottish  na- 
tional music  preserve  its  native  features.  They  are,  I  own,  frequently 
wild  and  irreducible  to  the  more  modem  rules  ;  but  on  that  very  eccentri- 
city, perhaps,  depends  a  great  part  of  their  effect."  § 

Of  the  delight  with  which  Bums  laboured  for  Mr.  Thomson's  Collection, 
his  letters  contain  some  lively  descriptions.  *<  You  cannot  imagine,"  says 
he,  7th  April  1793,  *<  how  much  this  business  has  added  to  my  enjoy- 
ments.   What  with  my  early  attachment  to  ballads,  your  book  and  ballad- 

*  Correfpondence  with  Mr.  Thomson,  jp.  111.  +  Ibid.  p.  80.  %  Ibid.  p.  88. 

§  It  may  amuse  the  reader  to  hear,  that  m  spite  of  all  Bums*a  success  in  the  use  of  his  native 
didect,  even  an  eminently  spirited  bookseller  to  whom  the  manuscript  of  Waverley  was  sub. 
mitted,  hesitated  for  some  time  about  pubtiabing  it,  on  account  of  the  Scots  diabfae  interwo* 
VCD  ID  the  notel  « 
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ndking  are  now  as  completely  my  hobbyhorse  as  ever  fortification 
Uncle  Toby*8 ;  so  111  e'en  canter  it  away  till  I  come  to  the  limit  of  my 
race,  (God  grant  I  may  take  the  right  side  of  the  winning-post),  and  theii» 
cheerfully  looking  back  on  the  honest  folks  with  whom  I  have  been  hap* 
py«  I  shall  say  or  sing,  *  Sae  merry  as  we  a'  hae  been,*  and  raising  my  last 
looks  to  the  whole  human  race,  the  last  words  of  the  voice  of  Cotla  shaU 
be  *  Good  night,  and  joy  be  wi'  you,  a*.* "  * 

**  Until  I  am  complete  master  of  a  tune  in  my  own  singing,  such  as  it  is» 
I  can  never,"  says  Burns,  "  compose  for  it.  My  way  is  this :  I  consider 
the  poetic  sentiment  correspondent  to  my  idea  of  the  musical  expressioot 
— then  choose  my  theme, — compose  one  stanza.  When  that  is  composed^ 
which  is  generally  the  most  difficult  part  of  the  business,  I  walk  out,  sit 
down  now  and  then, — look  out  for  objects  in  nature  round  me  that  are  in 
unison  or  harmony  with  the  cogitations  of  my  fancy,  and  workings  of  my 
bosom, — humming  every  now  and  then  the  air,  with  the  verses  I  have  fram« 
ed.  When  I  feel  my  muse  beginning  to  jade,  I  retire  to  the  solitary  fire- 
side of  my  study,  and  there  commit  my  effusions  to  paper ;  swinging  at  in* 
tervals  on  the  hind  legs  of  ,my  elbow-chair,  by  way  of  calling  forth  my  own 
critical  strictures,  as  my  pen  goes.  Seriousl3%  this,  at  home,  is  almost  in^ 
variably  my  way. — What  cursed  egotism  I"  f 

In  this  correspondence  with  Mr.  Thomson,  and  in  Cromek's  later  publi- 
cation, the  reader  will  find  a  world  of  interesting  details  about  the  particu- 
lar circumstances  under  which  these  immortal  songs  were  severally  writ- 
ten. They  are  all,  or  almost  all,  in  fact,  part  and  parcel  of  the  poet's  per- 
sonal history.  No  man  ever  made  his  muse  more  completely  the  compa- 
nion of  his  own  individual  life.  A  new  flood  of  light  has  just  been  poured 
on  the  same  subject,  in  Mr.  Allan  Cunningham's  '*  Collection  of  Scottish 
Songs  ;*'  unless,  therefore,  I  were  to  transcribe  volumes,  and  all  popular 
Tolumes  too,  it  is  impossible  to  go  into  the  details  of  this  part  of  the  poet*s 
history.     The  reader  must  be  contented  with  a  few  general  memoranda  ; 

<«  Do  you  think  that  the  sober  gin-horse  routine  of  existence  could  in- 
spire a  man  with  life,  and  love,  and  joy, — could  fire  him  with  enthusiasm, 
or  melt  him  with  pathos  equal  to  the  genius  of  your  book  ?  No,  no.  W' hen- 
ever  I  want  to  be  more  tlian  ordinary  in  song — to  be  in  some  degree  equal 
to  your  divine  airs — do  you  imagine  I  fast  and  pray  for  the  celestial  ema- 
nation ?  Tout  au  cofUraire,  1  have  a  glorious  recipe,  the  very  one  that  for 
his  own  use  was  invented  by  the  Divinity  of  healing  and  poetry,  when  erst 
he  piped  to  the  flocks  of  Admetus, — I  put  myself  on  a  regimen  of  admir- 
ing a  fine  woman."  % 

**  I  can  assure  you  I  was  never  more  in  earnest. — Conjugal  love  is  a  pas- 
sion which  I  deeply  feel,  and  highly  venerate ;  but,  somehow,  it  does  not 
make  such  a  figure  in  poesy  as  that  other  species  of  the  passion, 

"  Where  love  is  liberty,  and  nature  law." 

Musically  speaking,  the  first  is  an  instrument,  of  which  the  gamut  is  scanty 
and  confined,  but  the  tones  inexpressibly  sweet ;  while  the  last  has  powers 
equal  to  all  the  intellectual  modulations  of  the  human  soul.  Still  I  am  a 
very  poet  in  my  enthusiasm  of  the  passion.  The  welfare  and  happiness  of 
the  beloved  object  is  the  first  and  inviolate  sentiment  that  pervades  my 

*  Correspondence  with  Mr.  Thomson,  p.  57*  f  ^^^^-  P*  119*  t  ^^^  P*  17^ 
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tool ;  and — ^whatever  pleasures  I  might  wish  for,  or  whatever  na>iiiret  they 
might  give  me — yet,  if  they  interfere  with  that  first  principle}  it  is  having 
these  pleasures  at  a  dishonest  price  ;  and  justice  forbids,  and  generosity 
disdains  the  purchase."  * 

Of  all  Burns*s  love  songs,  the  best,  in  his  own  opinion,  was  that  which 
begins, 

*^  Vestreen  I  had  a  pint  o*  wine, 
A  place  where  boay  saw  na*.** 

Mr.  Cunningham  says,  **  if  the  poet  thought  so,  I  am  sorry  for  it  ;*'  while 
the  Reverend  Hamilton  Paul  fully  concurs  in  the  author's  own  estimate  df 
theperformance. 

There  is  in  the  same  collection  a  love  song,  which  unites  the  sufiragesi 
and  ever  will  do  so,  of  all  men.  It  has  furnished  Byron  with  a  mottOi 
and  Scott  has  said  that  that  motto  is  "  worth  a  thousand  romances.*' 


*^  Hud  we  ne%*er  loved  sae  kindly. 
Had  we  never  loved  nae  hlindlj, 
Never  met — or  never  parted, 
We  had  ne*er  been  broken-hearted.** 

There  are  traditions  which  connect  Burns  with  the  heroines  of  these  be- 
witching songs. 

I  envy  no  one  the  task  of  inquiring  minutely  in  how  far  these  traditions 
rest  on  the  foundation  of  truth.  They  refer  at  worst  to  occasional  errors. 
**  Many  insinuations,"  suys  Mr.  Gray,  **  have  been  made  against  the  poet*s 
character  as  a  husband,  but  without  the  slightest  proof;  and  I  might  pass 
from  the  charge  with  tliat  neglect  which  it  merits  ;  but*  I  am  happy  to  say 
that  I  have  in  exculpation  the  direct  evidence  of  Mrs.  Bums  herself,  who, 
among  many  amiable  and  respectable  qualities,  ranks  a  veneration  for  the 
memory  of  her  departed  husband,  whom  she  never  names  but  in  terms  of 
the  profoundest  respect  and  the  deepest  regret,  to  lament  his  misfortunes, 
or  to  extol  his  kindnesses  to  herself,  not  as  the  momentary  overflowings  of 
the  heart  in  a  season  of  penitence  ibr  offences  generously  forgiven,  but  an 
habitual  tenderness,  which  ended  only  with  his  life.  I  place  this  evidence, 
which  I  am  proud  to  bring  forward  on  her  own  authority,  against  a  thou- 
sand anonymous  calumnies."  f 

Among  the  effusions,  not  amatory,  which  our  poet  contributed  to  Mr. 
T]iomson*8  Collection,  the  famous  song  of  Bannockbum  holds  the  first  place. 
We  have  already  seen  in  how  lively  a  manner  Burns*s  feelings  were  kindled 
when  he  visited  that  glorious  field.  According  to  tradition,  the  tune  play- 
ed when  Bruce  led  his  troops  to  the  charge,  was  "  Hey  tuttie  tattie ;" 
and  it  was  humming  this  old  air  as  he  rode  by  himself  through  Glenken,  a 
wild  district  in  Galloway,  during  a  tcrrilic  storm  of  wind  and  rain,  that  the 
poet  composed  his  immortal  lyric  in  its  first  and  noblest  form.  This  is  one 
more  instance  of  his  delight  in  the  sterner  aspects  of  nature. 


*'  Come,  winter,  with  thine  angry  howl. 
And  raging  bend  the  naked  tree — *' 


«• 


**  There  is  hardly,"  says  he  in  one  of  his  letters,  **  there  is  scarcely  any 
earthly  object  gives  me  more — I  do  not  know  if  I  should  call  it  pleasure 

*  Govrespandflnce  with  Mr.  Thomion,  n.  191.  ^       '     "Lit 

t  Letter  In  Oilben  Banis*t  Edidoo,  vol  L  Apptsdix,  p.  437.  .     '      .  :  ,,.?^ 
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—bat  something  which  exalts  me,  sometliing  which  enraptures  me — than 
to  walk  in  the  sheltered  side  of  a  wood  in  a  cloudy  winter  day,  and  hear  the 
stormy  wind  howling  among  the  trees,  and  raving  over  the  plain.  It  is  mj 
best  season  for  devotion :  my  mind  is  wrapt  up  in  a  kind  of  enthusiasm  to 
iHwn,  who,  to  use  the  pompous  language  of  the  Hebrew  Bard,  *  walks  on 
the  wings  of  the  wind.'  " — To  the  laist,  his  best  poetry  was  produced  amidst 
scenes  of  solemn  desolation. 


r 
s 


CHAPTER  IX. 

Cavtnnt.'^^Th%poef$  wnortal  period  approache$ — Hi$  peadiar  ttrnperameni-^Sgw^iomi  of 
prtmature  old  ago^-^Tkeot  moi  diminished  by  narrow  eireunudaneeif  by  ckaprimfrom  nepieett 
emd  by  the  <Uatk  of  a  Davyhter —  The  poet  mieeeM  pnblie  patronaye  :  and  even  ihefairfrwie 
ofkU  omn  yeniu§~-4he  apprf*priation  ofwftieh  i$  debated  for  the  caeuiets  who  yielded  to  him 
merdy  the  aheil — Hie  magnanimity  when  death  ie  at  hand;  hie  interviewe,  eonvert<UionM, 
mnd  addreesu  ae  m  dying  man — Die§,  SI«f  July  1796 — Pnblie  funend^  at  whi^  many  ai" 
tendf  and  amonyet  the  rett  thefutttre  Premier  of  England,  who  had  tteadily  refnaed  to  of- 
knowledge  the  poet,  living—- Hie  family  munificently  provided^  by  the  pmblie—Analyeis  of 
eharaeter — Hie  integrity,  religious  state,  and  genius'^  Strictures  upon  him  and  his  writinga 
by  Scott,  Campbell,  Byron,  and  others. 


^  I  dread  thee,  Fate,  relentless  and  severe, 
M'ith  all  a  poet's,  husband's,  father's  fear.** 

Wb  are  drawing  near  the  close  of  this  great  poet*8  mortal  career ;  and  I 
would  fain  hope  the  details  of  the  last  chapter  may  have  prepared  the  hu- 
mane reader  to  contemplate  it  with  sentiments  of  sorrow,  pure  and  unde- 
based  with  any  considerable  intermixture  of  less  genial  feelings. 

For  some  years  before  Bums  was  lost  to  his  country,  it  is  sufficiently 
plain  that  he  had  been,  on  political  grounds,  on  object  of  suspicion  and  dis- 
trust to  a  large  portion  of  the  population  that  had  most  opportimity  of  ob- 
serving him.  Hie  mean  subalterns  of  party  had,  it  is  very  easy  to  suppose^ 
delighted  in  decrying  him  on  pretexts,  good,  bad,  and  indifferent,  equally — 
to  their  superiors ;  and  hence,  who  will  not  willingly  believe  it?  the  tem- 
porary and  local  prevalence  of  those  extravagantly  injurious  reports,  the 
essence  of  which  Dr.  Currie,  no  doubt,  thought  it  his  duty,  as  a  biographer, 
to  extract  and  circulate. 

A  gentleman  of  that  county,  whose  name  I  have  already  more  than  once 
hid  occasion  to  refer  to,  has  often  told  me,  that  he  was  seldom  more  grie- 
ved, than  when  riding  into  Dumfries  one  fine  summer *s  evening,  about  this 
time,  to  attend  a  county  ball,  he  saw  Burns  walking  alone,  on  the  shady 
aide  of  the  principal  street  of  the  town,  while  the  opposite  side  was  gay 
with  successive  groups  of  gentlemen  and  ladies,  all  drawn  together  for  the 
festivities  of  the  night,  not  one  of  whom. appeared  willing  to  recognize  him* 
'l*he  horseman  dismounted  and  joined  Bums,  who,  on  his  proposing  to  him 
to  cross  the  street,  said,  '<  Nay,  nay,  my  young  friend, — that's  all  over 
now ;"  and  quoted,  after  a  pause,  some  verses  of  Lady  Grizzel  Baillie'a 
pathetic  ballad, — 

**  His  bonnet  stood  ance  fit'  fidr  oo  his  brow, 
Hbauld  ane  look*d  better  than  monv  ane's  ntw; 
But  now  he  lets't  wear  ony  way  it  will  hing. 
And  casts  himscU  dowie  upon  the  com-bing. 
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**  O  were  we  young,  as  we  ance  hte  been, 
We  tud  hae  been  gidloping  doun  on  ym  greeny 
And  linking  it  ower  the  li^white  lea, — 
And  werena  my  heart  Ught  I  wad  die,"* 

It  was  little  in  Burns^s  character  to  let  his  feelings  on  certain  subjects,  es« 
cape  in  this  fashion.  He,  immediately  afler  citing  these  verses,  assumed 
the  sprighUiness  of  his  most  pleasing  manner ;  and  takjjpg  his  young  friend 
home  with  him,  entertained  him  very  agreeably  until  the  hour  of  the  ball 
arrived,  with  a  bowl  of  his  usual  potation,  and  Bonnie  Jean*s  singing  of 
some  verses  which  he  had  recently  composed. 

The  untimely  death  of  one  who,  had  he  lived  to  any  thing  like  the  usual 
term  of  human  existence,  might  have  done  so  much  to  increase  his  fame 
as  a  poet,  and  to  purify  and  dignify  his  character  as  a  man,  was,  it  is  too 
probable,  hastened  by  his  own  intemperances  and  imprudences:  but  it 
seems  to  be  extremely  improbable,  that,  even  if  his  manhood  had  been  a 
course  of  saintlike  virtue  in  all  respects,  the  irritable  and  nervous  bodily 
constitution  which  he  inherited  from  his  father,  shaken  as  it  was  by  the 
toils  and  miseries  of  his  ill-starred  youth,  could  have  sustained,  to  any 
thing  like  the  psalmist's  <*  allotted  span,'*  the  exhausting  excitements  of  an 
intensely  poetical  temperament.  Since  the  first  pages  of  this  narrative  were 
sent  to  the  press,  I  have  heard  from  an  old  acquaintance  of  the  bard,  who 
oflen  shared  his  bed  with  him  at  Mossgiel,  that  even  at  that  early  period, 
when  intemperance  assuredly  had  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  matter,  those 
ominous  symptoms  of  radical  disorder  in  the  digestive  system,  the  *'  palpi- 
tation and  suffocation*'  of  which  Gilbert  speaks,  were  so  regularly  bis  noc- 
turnal visitants,  that  it  was  his  custom  to  have  a  great  tub  of  cold  water 
by  his  bedside,  into  which  he  usually  plunged  more  than  once  in  the  coarse 
of  the  night,  thereby  procuring  instant,  though  but  shortlived  relief.  On 
a  frame  thus  originally  constructed,  and  thus  early  tried  with  most  se- 
vere afflictions,  external  and  internal,  what  must  not  have  been,  under  any 
subsequent  course  of  circumstances,  the  effect  of  that  exquisite  sensibi- 
hty  of  mind,  but  for  which  the  world  would  never  have  heard  any  thing 
either  of  the  sins,  or  the  sorrows,  or  the  poetry  of  Burns ! 

**  The  fates  and  characters  of  the  rhyming  tribe,"  *  (thus  writes  the 
poet  himself),  '*  oflen  employ  my  thoughts  when  I  am  disposed  to  be  me- 
lancholy. Tliere  is  not,  among  all  the  martyrologies  that  ever  were  pen* 
ned,  so  rueful  a  narrative  as  the  lives  of  the  poets. — In  the  comparative 
Tiew  of  wretches,  the  criterion  is  not  wliat  they  are  doomed  to  suffer,  but 
how  they  are  formed  to  bear.  Take  a  being  of  our  kind,  give  him  a  stronger 
imagination  and  a  more  delicate  sensibility,  which  between  tliem  will  ever 
engender  a  more  ungovernable  set  of  passions,  than  are  the  usual  lot  of 
man  ;  implant  in  him  an  irresistible  impulse  to  some  idle  vagary,  such  as, 
arranging  wild  flowers  in  fantastical  nosegays,  tracing  the  grasshopper  to 
his  haunt  by  his  chirping  song,  watching  the  frisks  of  the  little  minnows 
in  the  sunny  pool,  or  hunting  after  the  intrigues  of  butterflies — in  short, 
send  him  adrifl  after  some  pursuit  which  shall  eternally  mislead  him  from 
the  paths  of  lucre,  and  yet  curse  him  with  .a  keener  relish  than  any  man 
living  for  the  pleasures  that  lucre  can  purchase  ;  lastly,  fill  up  the  measure 
of  his  woes  by  bestowing  on  him  a  spuming  sense  of  his  own  dignity,  and 
you  have  created  a  wight  nearly  as  miserable  as  a  poet" 

*  Letter  to  Miss  Chalmen  in  1799. 


cxii  LItE  OF  ROBERT  BURKS* 

In  these  few  short  sentences,  as  it  appears  to  me,  Buims  haS  traced  his  own 
character  far  better  than  any  one  else  has  done  it  since — But  with  this  lot 
what  pleasures  were  not  mingled  ? — **  To  you,  Madam,"  he  proceeds,  "  I 
need  not  recount  the  fairy  pleasures  the  muse  bestows  to  counterbalance 
this  catalogue  of  evils.  Bewitching  poetry  is  like  bewitching  woman ;  she 
hai  in  all  ages  been  accused  of  misleading  mankind  from  the  counsels  of 
wisdom  and  the  paths  of  prudence,  involving  them  in  difficulties,  baiting 
them  with  poverty,  branding  them  with  infamy,  and  plunging  them  in  the 
whirling  vortex  of  ruin  ;  yet,  where  is  the  man  but  must  own  that  all  our 
happiness  on  earth  is  not  worthy  the  name — that  even  the  holy  hermit's 
solitary  prospect  of  pardisiacal  bliss  is  but  the  glitter  of  a  northern  sun»  ris- 
tog  over  a  frozen  region,  compared  with  the  many  pleasures,  the  nameless 
raptures,  that  we  owe  to  the  lovely  Queen  of  the  heart  of  man  J" 

It  is  common  to  say  of  those  who  over-indulge  themselves  in  material 
stimulants,  that  they  live  fast ;  what  wonder  that  the  career  of  the  poet's 
thick-coming  fancies  should,  in  the  immense  majority  of  cases,  be  rapid 
too? 

That  Burns  lived  fast,  in  both  senses  of  the  phrase,  we  have  abundant 
evidence  from  himself;  and  that  the  more  earthly  motion  was  somewhat  ac- 
celerated as  it  approached  the  close,  we  may  believe,  without  finding  it  at  all 
necessary  to  mingle  anger  with  our  sorrow.  <<  Even  in  his  earliest  poems/' 
•s  Mr.  Wordswortli  says,  in  a  beautiful  passage  of  his  letter  to  Mr.  Gray, 
**  through  the  veil  of  assumed  habits  and  pretended  qualities,  enough  of 
the  real  man  appears  to  show,  that  he  was  conscious  of  sufficient  cause  to 
dread  his  own  passions,  and  to  bewail  his  errors  !  We  have  rejected  as  false 
sometimes  in  the  latter,  and  of  necessity  as  false  in  the  spirit,  many  of  the 
testimonies  that  others  have  borne  against  him  : — but,  by  his  own  hand — 
an  words  the  import  of  which  cannot  be  mistaken — it  has  been  recorded 
that  the  order  of  his  life  but  faintly  corresponded  with  the  clearness  of  his 
views.  It  is  probable  that  he  would  have  proved  a  still  f^rcater  poet  if,  by 
Strength  of  reason,  he  could  have  controlled  the  propensities  which  his  sen- 
sibility engendered  ;  but  he  would  have  been  a  poet  of  a  d liferent  class  : 
and  certain  it  is,  had  that  desirable  restraint  been  eurly  established,  many 
peculiar  beauties  which  enrich  his  verses  could  never  have  existed,  and 
many  accessary  influences,  which  contribute  greatly  to  their  effect,  would 
have  been  wanting.    For  instance,  the  momentous  truth  of  the  passage-— 

'^  One  point  must  still  be  fi^eatly  dark. 

The  moring  why  they  do  it : 
And  just  as  lamely  can  ye  mark, 

How  far  perhaps  they  rue  iu 

Then  gently  scan  your  brother  man, 

Still  genUier  sister  woman — 
Though  they  may  gang  a  kennin*  wrang  s 

To  step  aside  is  human,*' 

Cduld  not  possibly  have  been  conveyed  with  such  pathetic  force  by  any 
poet  that  ever  lived,  speaking  in  his  own  voice ;  unless  it  were  felt  that, 
like  Bums,  he  was  a  man  who  preached  from  the  text  of  his  own  errors ; 
tnd  whose  wisdom,  beautiful  as  a  flower  that  might  have  risen  from  seed 
•own  from  above,  was  in  fact  a  scion  from  the  root  of  personal  suffering." 

In  how  far  the  <*  thoughtless  follies"  of  the  poet  did  actually  hasten  his 
end,  it  is  needless  to  conjecture.  They  had  their  share,  unquestionably, 
filong  with  other  influences  which  it  would  be  inhuman  to  dmucterise  as 
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mere  fo]lie8--^uch,  for  example,  as  that  general  depression  of  spirits  which 
haunted  him  from  his  youth,  and,  in  all  likelihood,  sat  more  heavily  on 
such  a  being  as  Burns  than  a  man  of  plain  common  sense  might  guess,— or 
even  a  casual  expression  of  discouraging  tendency  from  uie  persons  on 
whose  good-will  all  hopes  of  substantial  advancement  in  the  scale  of  world* 
ly  promotion  depended, — or  that  partial  exclusion  from  the  species  ci  so- 
ciety our  poet  had  been  accustomed  to  adorn  and  delight,  which,  from 
however  inadequate  causes,  certainly  did  occur  during  some  of  the  latter 
years  of  his  life. — All  such  sorrows  as  these  must  have  acted  with  twofold 
tyranny  upon  Burns ;  harassing,  in  the  first  place,  one  of  the  most  sensitive 
minds  that  ever  filled  a  human  bosom,  and,  alas  !  by  consequence,  tempting 
to  additional  excesses.  How  he  struggled  against  the  tide  of  his  miseiy,  let 
the  following  letter  speak. — It  was  written  February  25,  1794,  and  addres- 
sed to  Mr.  Alexander  Cunningham,  an  eccentric  being,  but  generous  and 
faithful  in  his  friendship  to  Burns,  and,  when  Burns  was  no  more,  to  his 
family. — "  Canst  thou  minister,"  says  the  poet,  "  to  a  mind  diseased  ? 
Canst  thou  speak  peace  and  rest  to  a  soul  tost  on  a  sea  of  troubles,  without 
one  friendly  star  to  guide  her  course,  and  dreading  that  the  next  surge  may 
overwhelm  her  ?  Canst  thou  give  to  a  frame,  tremblingly  alive  as  the  tor- 
tures of  suspense,  the  stability  and  hardihood  of  the  rock  that  braves  the 
blast  ?  If  thou  canst  not  do  the  least  of  these,  why  would'st  thou  disturb 
me  in  my  miseries,  with  thy  inquiries  afler  me  ?  For  these  two  months  I 
have  not  been  able  to  lift  a  pen.  My  constitution  and  frame  were  ab  ori* 
giney  blasted  with  a  deep  incurable  taint  of  hypochondria,  whica  poisons^  my 
existence.  Of  late  a  number  of  domestic  vexations,  and  some  pecuniary 
share  in  the  ruin  of  these  •♦♦••  times — losses  which,  though  trifiing,  were 
yet  what  I  could  ill  bear,  have  so  irritated  me,  that  my  feelings  at  times 
could  only  be  envied  by  a  reprobate  spirit  listening  to  the  sentence  that 
dooms  it  to  perdition.  Are  you  deep  in  the  language  of  consolation  ?  I 
have  exhausted  in  reflection  every  topic  of  comfort.  A  heart  at  ease  would 
have  been  charmed  with  my  sentiments  and  reasonings ;  but  as  to  myself,  I 
was  like  Judas  Iscariot  preaching  the  gospel ;  he  might  melt  and  mould 
the  hearts  of  those  around  him^  but  his  own  kept  its  native  incorrigibility. 
Still  there  are  two  great  pillars  that  bear  us  up,  amid  the  wreck  of  misfor- 
tune and  misery.  The  one  is  composed  of  the  different  modifications  of  a 
certain  noble,  stubborn  something  in  man,  known  by  tlie  names  of  courage» 
fortitude,  magnanimity.  The  other  is  made  up  o£  those  feelings  and  sen- 
timents, which,  however  the  sceptic  may  deny,  or  the  enthusiast  disfigure 
them,  are  yet,  I  am  convinced,  original  and  component  parts  of  the  human 
•oul ;  those  senses  of  the  mindy  if  I  may  be  allowed  the  expression,  which 
connect  us  with,  and  link  us  to  those  awful  obscure  realities — an  all-power- 
ful and  equally  beneficent  God — and  a  world  to  come,  beyond  death  and 
the  grave.  The  first  gives  the  nerve  of  combat,  while  a  ray  of  hope  beams 
on  the  field ; — the  last  pours  the  balm  of  comfort  into  the  wounds  which 
time  can  never  cure. 

*<  I  do  not  remember,  my  dear  Cunningham,  that  you  and  I  ever  talked 
on  the  subject  of  religion  at  all.  I  know  some  who  laugh  at  it,  as  the  trick 
of  the  crafty  few,  to  lead  the  undisceming  many  ;  or  at  most  as  an  uncer* 
tain  obscurity,  which  mankind  can  never  know  any  thing  of,  and  with  which 
they  are  fools  if  they  give  themselves  much  to  do.  Nor  would  I  quarrel 
with  a  man  for  his  irreligion,  any  more  than  I  would  for  his  want  of  a  mu- 

ileal  oar.    I  would  regret  that  be  was  shut  out  from  what,  to  me  and  t9 
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•dien,  were  such  tuperlative  sourcee  of  enjoyment.  It  is  in  tl^  point  otneWi 
mnd  for  this  reason,  that  I  will  deeply  imbue  the  mind  of  every  child  of 
mine  with  religion.  If  my  son  should  happen  to  be  a  man  of  feding,  sen- 
timent, and  taste,  I  shall  tnus  add  largel;)r  to  his  enjoyments.  Let  me  flatter 
myself  that  this  sweet  little  fellow  irho  is  just  now  running  about  my  desk, 
wUl  be  a  man  of  a  melting,  ardent,  glowing  heart ;  and  an  imagination,  de* 
lighted  with  the  (Nunter,  and  rapt  with  the  poet.  Let  me  figure  him, 
wandering  out  in  a  sweet  evening,  to  inhale  the  balmy  gales,  and  enjoy  the 
growing  luxuriance  of  the  spring ;  himself  the  while  in  the  blooming  youth 
of  life.  He  looks  abroad  on  all  nature,  and  through  nature  up  to  nature's 
God.  His  soul,  by  swifl,  delighted  degrees,  is  rapt  above  this  sublunary 
sphere,  until  he  can  be  silent  no  longer,  and  bursts  out  into  the  glorious 
enthusiasm  of  Thomson, 

^  Thflse,  at  thej  change.  Almighty  Father,  these 
Ate  hut  the  Taried  OocL — The  rolling  year 
la  ftiU  of  Thee  ;* 

and  so  on,  in  all  the  spirit  and  ardour  of  that  charming  hjrmn^^-These  are 
no  ideal  pleasures ;  they  are  real  delights ;  and  I  ask  what  of  the  delights 
among  the  sons  of  men  are  superior,  not  to  say,  equal  to  them?  And  they 
have  this  precious,  vast  addition,  that  conscious  virtue  stamps  them  for  her 
own ;  and  lays  hold  on  them  to  bring  herself  into  the  presence  of  a  witness- 
ing, judging,  and  approving  God." 

They  who  have  been  told  that  Burns  was  ever  a  degraded  being — ^who 
have  permitted  themselves  to  believe  that  his  only  consolations  were  those 
of  "  the  opiate  guilt  applies  to  grief,*'  will  do  well  to  pause  over  this  noble 
letter  and  judge  for  themselves.  The  enemy  under  which  he  was  destined 
to  sink,  had  already  beaten  in  the  outworks  of  his  constitution  when  these 
lines  were  penned.  The  reader  has  already  had  occasion  to  observe,  that 
Burns  had  in  those  closing  years  of  his  life  to  struggle  almost  continually 
with  pecuniary  difficulties,  than  which  nothing  could  have  been  more  like- 
ly to  pour  bitterness  intolerable  into  the  cup  of  his  existence.  His  lively 
unagination  exaggerated  to  itself  every  real  evil ;  and  this  among,  and  per- 
haps above,  all  the  rest ;  at  least,  in  many  of  his  letters  we  find  hun  alluding 
to  the  probability  of  his  being  arrested  for  debts,  which  we  now  know  to 
have  been  of  very  trivial  amount  at  the  worst,  which  we  also  know  he  him- 
self lived  to  discharge*  to  the  utmost  farthing,  and  in  regard  to  which  it  ia 
impossible  to  doubt  that  his  personal  friends  in  Dumfries  would  have  at  all 
times  been  ready  to  prevent  the  law  taking  its  ultimate  course.  This  last 
consideration,  however,  was  one  which  would  have  given  slender  relief  to 
Bums.  How  he  shrunk  with  horror  and  loathing  from  the  sense  of  pecu- 
nianr  obligation,  no  matter  to  whom,  we  have  had  abundant  indications  al- 
ready. 

The  following  extract  from  one  of  his  letters  to  Mr.  Macmurdo,  dated 
December  1793,  will  speak  for  itself: — "  Sir,  it  is  said  that  we  take  the 
greatest  liberties  with  our  greatest  friends,  and  I  pay  myself  a  very  high 
compliment  in  the  manner  in  which  1  am  going  to  apply  the  remark.  I 
have  owed  you  money  longer  than  ever  I  owed  it  to  any  man«^Here  is 
Ker*s  account,  and  here  are  six  guineas ;  and  now,  I  don't  owe  a  shilling 
to  man,  or  woman  either.  But  for  these  danmed  dirty,  dog's-eared  little 
pages,  (bank-notes),  I  had  done  myself  the  honour  to  have  waited  on 
you  long  ago.    Independent  of  the  obligations  your  hoi^tality.baa  Uu| 


LIVE  OF  ROBERT  BURNS.  cxr 

flie  Undei^»  the  Consciousness  of  your  superiority  in  the  rank  of  man  and 
gentleman  of  itself  was  fully  as  much  as  1  could  ever  make  head  against ; 
but  to  owe  you  money  too,  was  more  than  I  could  face. 

The  question  naturally  arises  :  Bums  was  all  this  while  pouring  out  his 
beautiful  songs  for  the  Museum  of  Johnson  and  the  greater  work  of  Thom- 
son ;  how  did  he  happen  to  derive  no  pecuniary  advantages  from  this  con- 
tinual exertion  of  his  genius  in  a  form  of  composition  so  eminently  calcu- 
lated for  popularity  ?  Nor,  indeed,  is  it  an  easy  matter  to  answer -this  very 
obvious  question.  The  poet  himself,  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Carfrae,  dated 
1789,  speaks  thus : — **  The  profits  of  the  labours  of  a  man  of  genius  are,  I 
bope,  as  honourable  as  any  profits  whatever ;  and  Mr.  Mylne*s  relations 
•re  most  justly  entitled  to  that  honest  harvest  which  fate  has  denied  him- 
self to  reap."  And  yet,  so  far  from  looking  to  Mr.  Johnson  for  any  pecu- 
niary remuneration  for  the  very  laborious  part  he  took  in  his  work,  it  ap- 
pears from  a  passage  in  Cromek's  Reliques,  that  the  poet  asked  a  single 
copy  of  the  Museum  to  give  to  a  fair  friend,  by'way  of  a  great  favour  to 
bimself — and  that  that  copy  and  his  own  were  really  all  he  ever  received 
at  the  hands  of  the  publisher.  Of  the  secret  history  of  Johnson  and  his 
book  I  know  nothing ;  but  the  Correspondence  of  Burns  with  Mr.  Thomson 
contains  curious  enough  details  concerning  his  connexion  with  that  gentle- 
man's more  important  undertaking.  At  the  outset,  September  1792,  we 
find  Mr.  Thomson  saying,  **  We  will  esteem  your  poetical  assistance  a 
particular  favour,  besides  paying  any  reasonable  price  you  shall  please  to 
demand  for  it.  Profit  is  quite  a  secondary  consideration  with  us,  and  we 
are  resolved  to  save  neither  pains  nor  expense  on  the  publication."  To 
which  Bums  replies  immediately,  **  As  to  any  remuneration,  you  may  think 
my  songs  either  above  or  below  price ;  for  they  shall  absolutely  be  the  one 
or  the  other.  In  the  honest  enthusiasm  with  which  I  embark  in  your  un- 
dertaking, to  talk  of  money,  wages,  fee,  hire,  &c.  would  be  downright  pros- 
titution of  soul.  A  proof  of  each  of  the  songs  that  I  compose  or  amend  I 
shall  receive  as  a  favour.  In  the  rustic  phrase  of  the  season,  Gutie  speed 
ike  taarkJ*  The  next  time  we  meet  with  any  hint  as  to  money  matters  in 
the  Correspondence  is  in  a  letter  of  Mr.  Thomson,  1st  July  1793,  where 
be  says,  **  I  cannot  express  how  much  I  am  obliged  to  you  for  the  exqui- 
site new  songs  you  are  sending  me  ;  but  thanks,  my  friend,  are  a  poor  re- 
turn for  what  you  have  done :  as  I  shall  be  benefited  by  the  publication, 
Tou  must  suffer  me  to  enclose  a  small  mark  of  my  gratitude,  and  to  repeat 
It  afterwards  when  I  find  it  convenient.  Do  not  return  it,  for,  by  Heaven, 
if  you  do,  our  correspondence  is  at  an  end."  To  which  letter  (it  inclosed 
Mb)  Bums  thus  replies  : — **  I  assure  you,  my  dear  Sir,  that  you  truly  hurt 
me  with  your  pecuniary  parcel.  It  degrades  me  in  ray  own  eyes.  How- 
ever, to  return  it  would  savour  of  affectation  ;  but  as  to  any  more  traffic  of 
that  debtor  and  creditor  kind,  I  swear  by  that  honour  which  crowns  the 
upright  statue  of  Robert  Burns's  integrity — on  the  least  motion  of  it,  I 
will  indignantly  spurn  the  by-past  transaction,  and  from  that  moment  com- 
mence entire  stranger  to  you.  Burns's  character  for  generosity  of  senti- 
ment and  independence  of  mind  will,  I  trust,  long  outlive  any  of  his  wants 
which  the  cold  unfeeling  ore  can  supply :  at  least,  I  will  take  care  that 
such  a  character  he  shall  deserve.*' — In  November  1 794,  we  find  Mr.  Thom- 
son writing  to  Burns,  '*  Do  not,  I  beseech  you,  return  any  books." — In  May 
1795,  *'  You  really  make  me  blush  when  you  tell  me  you  have  not  merited 
the  drawing  from  pie  i"  (this  was  a  drawing  of  The  Cottar's  Saturday  Nighi^ 
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by  Allan) ;  <<  I  do  not  think  I  can  ever  repay  you,  or  sufficiently  esteem 
and  respect  you,  for  the  Hberal  and  kind  manner  in  which  you  have  enter- 
ed into  the  spirit  of  my  undertaking,  which  could  not  have  been  perfected 
without  you.  So  I  beg  you  would  not  make  a  fool  of  me  again  by  speak- 
ing of  obligation."     In  February  1796,  we  have  Bums  acknowledging  a 

«*  handsome  elegant  present  to  ^Irs.  B ,"  which  was  u  worsted  shawl. 

Lastly,  on  the  12th  July  of  the  same  year,  (that  is,  little  more  than  a  week 
before  Burns  died),  he  writes  to  Mr.  Thomson  in  these  terms  : — ^"  After 
all  my  boasted  independence,  cursed  necessity  compels  me  to  implore  you 
for  five  pounds.  A  cruel of  a  haberdasher,  to  whom  I  owe  an  ac- 
count, taking  it  into  his  head  that  I  am  dying,  has  commenced  a  process, 
and  will  infallibly  put  me  into  jail.  Do^  for  God*s  sake,  send  me  that 
sum,  and  that  by  return  oi'  post.  Forgive  me  this  earnestness  ;  but  the  hor- 
rors of  a  jail  have  put  me  half  distsacted. — I  do  not  ask  this  gratuitously  ; 
for,  upon  returning  health,  I  hereby  promise  and  engage  to  furnish  you 
with  five  pounds  worth  of  the  neatest  song  genius  you  have  seen."  To 
which  Mr.  Thomson  replies — "  Ever  since  I  received  your  melancholy  let- 
ter by  Mrs.  Hyslop,  I  have  been  ruminating  in  what  manner  I  could  en* 
deavour  to  alleviate  your  sufferings.  Again  and  again  I  thought  of  a  pe- 
cuniary offer ;  but  the  recollection  of  one  of  your  letters  on  this  subject, 
and  the  fear  of  offending  your  independent  spirit,  checked  my  resolution. 
I  thank  you  heartily,  therefore,  for  the  frankness  of  your  letter  of  the  1 2th, 
and  with  great  pleasure  enclose  a  draft  for  the  very  sum  I  proposed  send- 
ing.    Would  I  were  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  but  one  day  for  your 

sake  ! Pray,  my  good  Sir,  is  it  not  possible  for  you  to  muster  a  volume 

of  poetry  ? Do  not  shun  this  method  of  obtaining  the  value  of 

your  labour ;  remember  Pope  published  the  Iliadhy  subscription.  Think 
of  this,  my  dear  Burns,  and  do  not  think  me  intrusive  with  my  advice.'* 

Such  are  the  details  of  this  matter,  as  recorded  in  the  correspondence 
of  the  two  individuals  concerned.  Some  time  after  Burns  s  death,  Mr. 
Thomson  was  attacked  on  account  of  his  behaviour  to  the  poet,  in  a  novel 
called  Nubilia.  In  Professor  Walker's  Memoirs  of  Burns,  which  appeared 
in  1816,  Mr.  Thomson  took  the  opportunity  of  defending  himself  thus  :  — 

♦*  I  have  been  attacked  with  much  bitterness,  and  accused  of  not  endea- 
vouring to  remunerate  Burns  for  the  songs  which  he  wrote  for  my  collec- 
tion;  although  there  is,  the  clearest  evidence  of  the  contrary,  both  in  the 
printed  correspondence  between  the  poet  and  me,  and  in  the  public  testi- 
mony of  Dr.  Currie.  My  assailant,  too,  without  knowing  any  thing  of  the 
matter,  states,  that  I  had  enriched  myself  by  the  labours  of  Burns  ;  and, 
of  course,  that  ray  want  of  generosity  was  inexcusable.  Now,  the  fact  is, 
that  notwithstanding  the  united  labours  of  all  the  men  of  genius  who  have 
enriched  my  collection,  I  am  not  even  yet  compensated  for  the  precious 
time  consumed  by  me  in  poring  over  nnisty  volumes,  and  in  corresponding 
with  every  amateur  and  poet  by  whose  means  I  expected  to  make  any  va- 
luable additions  to  our  national  music  and  song ; — for  the  exertion  and  mo- 
ney it  cost  me  to  obtain  accompaniments  from  the  greatest  masters  of  har- 
mony in  Vienna; — and  for  the  sums  paid  to  engravers,  printers,  and  others. 
On  this  subject,  the  testimony  of  Mr.  Preston  in  London,  a  man  of  un- 
questionable and  well-known  character,  who  has  printed  the  music  for 
every  copy  of  my  work,  may  be  more  satisfactory  than  any  thing  I  can 
say:  In  August  1809,  he  wrote  me  as  follows :  <  I  am  concerned  at  the 
V^y  umrarrantable  attack  which  has  been  wade  upon  jrou  \xj  the  autbof 
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of  NutHia ;  nothing  could  be  more  unjust  than  to  say  you  had  enriched 
yourself  by  Bums's  labours ;  for  the  whole  concern,  though  it  includes  the 
labours  of  Haydn,  has  scarcely  afforded  a  compensation  for  the  various  ex- 
penses, and  for  the  time  employed  on  the  work.  When  a  work  obtains 
any  celebrity,  publishers  are  generally  supposed  to  derive  a  profit  ten  times 
beyond  the  reality ;  the  sale  is  greatly  magnified,  and  the  expenses  are  not 
in  the  least  taken  into  consideration.  It  is  truly  vexatious  to  be  so  grossly 
and  scandalously  abused  for  conduct,  the  very  reverse  of  which  has  been 
numifest  through  the  whole  transaction.' — Were  I  the  sordid  man  that  the 
anonymous  author  calls  me,  I  had  a  most  inviting  opportunity  to  profit 
much  more  than  I  did  by  the  lyrics  of  our  great  bard.  He  had  written 
above  fifty  songs  expressly  for  my  work  ;  they  were  in  my  possession  un- 
published at  his  death ;  I  had  the  right  and  the  power  of  retaining  them 
till  I  should  be  ready  to  publish  them  ;  but  when  I  was  informed  that  an 
edition  of  the  poet's  works  was  projected  for  the  benefit  of  his  family,  I  put 
them  in  immediate  possession  of  the  whole  of  his  songs,  as  well  as  letters, 
and  thus  enabled  Dr.  Currie  to  complete  the  four  volumes  which  were  sold 
for  the  family's  behoof  to  Messrs.  Cadell  and  Davies.  And  I  have  the  sa- 
tis&ction  of  knowing,  that  the  most  zealous  friends  of  the  family,  Mr.  Cun- 
ningbame,  Mr.  Syme,  and  Dr.  Currie,  and  the  poet's  own  brother,  consi- 
dered my  sacrifice  of  the  prior  right  of  publishing  tlie  songs,  as  no  ungrate- 
ful return  for  the  disinterested  and  liberal  conduct  of  the  poet.  Accord- 
ingly, Mr.  Gilbert  Burns,  in  a  letter  to  me,  which  alone  might  suffice  for 
an  answer  to  all  the  novelist's  abuse,  thus  expresses  himself : — '  If  ever 
I  come  to  Edinburgh,  I  will  certainly  call  on  a  person  whose  handsome  con- 
duct to  my  brother's  family  has  secured  my  esteem,  and  confirmed  me  in 
the  opinion,  that  musical  taste  and  talents  have  a  close  connexion  with  the 
harmony  of  tlie  moral  feelings.*  Nothing  is  farther  from  my  thoughts 
than  to  claim  any  merit  for  what  I  did.  1  never  would  have  said  a  word 
an  the  subject,  but  for  the  harsh  and  groundless  accusation  which  has  been 
brought  forward,  either  by  ignorance  or  animosity,  and  which  I  have  long 
suffered  to  remain  unnoticed,  from  my  great  dislike  to  any  public  ap- 
pearance." 

This  statement  of  Mr.  Thomson  supersedes  the  necessity  of  any  addi- 
tional remarks,  (writes  Professor  Walker).  When  the  public  is  satisfied; 
when  the  relations  of  Burns  arc  grateful ;  and,  above  all,  when  the  delicate 
mind  of  Mr.  Thomson  is  at  peace  with  itself  in  contemplating  his  conduct, 
there  can  be  no  necessity  for  a  nameless  novelist  to  contradict  them. 

So  far,  Mr.  Walker  : — Why  Burns,  who  was  of  opinion,  when  he  wrote 
his  letter  to  Mr.  Carfrae,  that  '<  no  profits  are  more  honourable  than  those 
c^the  labours  of  a  man  of  genius,"  and  whose  own  notions  of  independence 
had  sustained  no  shock  in  the  receipt  of  hundreds  of  pounds  from  Creech, 
should  have  spurned  the  suggestion  of  pecuniary  recompense  from  Thom- 
son, it  is  no  easy  matter  to  explain  :  nor  do  I  profess  to  understand  why  Mr. 
Thomson  took  so  little  pains  -  to  argue  the  matter  in  limine  with  the  poet, 
and  convince  him,  that  the  time  which  he  himself  considered  as  fairly  en- 
titled to  be  paid  for  by  a  common  bookseller,  ought  of  right  to  be  valued 
and  acknowledged  on  similar  terms  by  the  editor  and  proprietor  of  a  book 
containing  both  songs  and  music.  They  order  these  things  differently 
now :  a  living  lyric  poet  whom  none  will  place  in  a  higher  rank  than  Bums, 
has  long,  it  is  understood,  been  in  the  habit  of  receiving  about  as  much 
money  annually  for  an  annual  handful  of  songs,  as  was  ever  oaid  to  our 
bard  for  the  whole  body  of  his  writings. 
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Of  the  increasing  irritability  of  our  poet's  temperament,  amidst  those  trou  * 
bles,  external  and  internal,  that  preceded  his  last  illness,  his  letters  furnish 
proofs,  to  dwell  on  which  could  only  inflict  unnecessary  pain.  Let  one  ex* 
ample  suffice. — **  Sunday  closes  a  period  of  our  curst  revenue  business, 
and  may  probably  keep  me  employed  with  my  pen  until  noon.  Fine  em- 
ployment for  a  poet's  pen  !  Here  I  sit,  altogether  Novemberish,  a  d 
melange  of  fretfulness  and  melancholy  ;  not  enough  of  the  one  to  rouse  roe 
to  passion,  nor  of  the  other  to  repose  me  in  torpor ;  my  soul  flouncing  and 
fluttering  round  her  tenement,  like  a  wild  finch,  caught  amid  the  horrors 
of  winter,  and  newly  thrust  into  a  cage.  Well,  I  am  persuaded  that  it 
was  of  me  the  Hebrew  sage  prophesied,  when  he  foretold—*  And  behold, 
on  whatsoever  this  man  doth  set  his  heart,  it  shall  not  prosper  !*  Pray  that 
wisdom  and  bliss  be  more  frequent  visitors  of  U.  B." 

Towards  the  close  of  1795  Burns  was,  as  has  been  previously  mention- 
ed,  employed  as  an  acting  Supervisor  of  Excise.  This  was  apparently  a 
step  to  a  permanent  situation  of  that  higher  and  more  lucrative  class  ;  and 
from  thence,  there  was  every  reason  to  believe,  the  kind  patronage  of  Mr. 
Graham  might  elevate  him  yet  farther.  These  hopes,  however,  were  mingl- 
ed and  darkened  with  sorrow.  For  four  months  of  that  year  his  youngest 
child  lingered  through  an  illness  of  which  every  week  promised  to  be  the 
last ;  and  she  was  finally  cut  off  when  the  poet,  who  had  watched  her  with 
anxious  tenderness,  was  from  home  on  professional  business.  This  was  a 
severe  blow,  and  his  own  nerves,  though  as  yet  he  had  not  taken  any  seri- 
ous alarm  about  his  ailments,  were  ill  fitted  to  withstand  it. 

"  There  had  need,"  he  writes  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  15th  December,  "  there 
had  much  need  be  many  pleasures  annexed  to  the  states  of  husband  and 
father,  for  God  knows,  they  have  many  peculiar  cares.  I  cannot  describe 
to  you  the  anxious,  sleepless  hours  these  ties  frequently  give  me.  I  see  a 
train  of  helpless  little  folks ;  me  and  my  exertions  all  their  stay ;  and  on 
what  a  brittle  thread  does  the  life  of  man  hang  !  If  I  am  nipt  off  at  the 
command  of  fate,  even  in  all  the  vigour  of  manhood  as  I  am,  such  things 
happen  every  day — gracious  God  !  what  would  become  of  my  little  flock  ! 
'Tis  here  that  I  envy  your  people  of  fortune. — A  father  on  his  death-bed, 
taking  an  everlasting  leave  of  his  children,  has  indeed  woe  enough ;  but 
the  man  of  competent  fortune  leaves  his  sons  and  daughters  independency 
and  friends ;  while  I — but  I  shall  run  distracted  if  I  think  any  longer  on 
the  subject." 

To  the  same  lady,  on  the  29th  of  the  month,  he,  after  mentioning  his 
supervisorship,  and  saying  that  at  last  his  political  sins  seemed  to  be  for- 
given him — goes  on  in  this  ominous  tone — *'  What  a  transient  business  is 
life  !  Very  lately  I  was  a  boy ;  but  t'other  day  a  young  man ;  and  I  already 
begin  to  feel  the  rigid  fibre  and  stiffening  joints  of  old  age  coming  fast  over 
my  frame."  We  may  trace  the  melancholy  sequel  in  the  few  following 
extracts. 

*'  S\8t  January  1796. — I  have  lately  drunk  deep  of  the  cup  of  afflic- 
tion. The  autumn  robbed  me  of  my  only  daughter  and  darling  child,  and 
that  at  a  distance  too,  and  so  rapidly,  as  to  put  it  out  of  my  power  to  pay 
the  last  duties  to  her.  I  had  scarcely  begun  to  recover  from  that  shock, 
when  I  became  myself  the  victim  of  a  most  severe  rheumatic  fever,  and 
long  the  die  spun  doubtful ;  until,  after  many  weeks  of  a  sick-bed,  it  seems 
to  have  turned  up  life,  and  I  am  beginning  to  crawl  across  my  room,  and 
once  indeed  have  been  before  my  own  door  in  the  street. 
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**  When  pleaiare  faidiiatei  the  mental  tight, ' 
Affliction  purifies  the  risual  iet. 
Region  haiis  the  drear,  the  untned  night» 
That  shttti,  for  erer  diuta  !  life*!  doubtful  daj.** 

But  a  few  dBjs  after  this,  Bums  was  so  exceedingly  imprudent  as  to  join 
a  festive  circle  at  a  tavern  dinner,  where  he  remained  till  about  three  in  the 
morning.  The  weather  was  severe,  and  he,  being  much  intoxicated,  took 
no  precaution  in  thus  exposing  his  debilitated  frame  to  its  influence.  It 
has  been  said,  that  he  fell  asleep  upon  the  snow  on  his  way  home.  It 
11  certain,  that  next  morning  he  was  sensible  of  an  icy  numbness  through 
all  his  joints^that  his  rheumatism  returned  with  tenfold  force  upon  him — 
and  that  from  that  unhappy  hour,  his  mind  brooded  ominously  on  the  fatal 
issue.  The  course  of  medicine  to  which  he  submitted  was  violent ;  con- 
finement, accustomed  as  he  had  been  to  much  bodily  exercise,  preyed 
miserably  on  all  his  powers ;  he  drooped  visibly,  and  all  the  hopes  of  his 
friends,  that  health  wbuld  return  with  summer,  were  destined  to  disap* 
pointment. 

**  AthJune  1796.* — I  am  in  such  miserable  health  as  to  be  utterly  inca- 
pable of  showing  my  loyalty  in  any  way.  Rackt  as  I  am  with  rheuma- 
tisms, I  meet  every  face  with  a  greeting  like  that  of  Balak  and  Balaam,-— 
<  Come  curse  me  Jacob ;  and  come  defy  me  Israel.'  *' 

*<  1th  July, — I  fear  the  voice  of  the  Bard  will  soon  be  heard  among  you 
DO  more. — For  these  eight  or  ten  months  I  have  been  ailing,  sometimes 
bed-fast  and  sometimes  not ;  but  these  last  three  months  I  have  been  tor- 
tured with  an  excruciating  rheumatism  which  has  reduced  me  to  nearly  the 
last  stage.  You  actually  would  not  know  me  if  you  saw  me — pale,  emaci- 
ated, and  so  feeble,  as  occasionally  to  need  help  from  my  chair. — My  spirits 
fled  !  fled  !     But  I  can  no  more  on  the  subject." 

This  last  letter  was  addressed  to  Mr.  Cunningham  of  Edinburgh,  from 
the  small  village  of  Brow  on  the  Solway  Frith,  about  ten  miles  from  Dum- 
fries, to  which  the  poet  removed  about  the  end  of  June ;  "  the  medical 
folks,"  as  he  says,  "  having  told  him  that  his  last  and  only  chance  was 
bathing,  country  quarters,  and  riding."  In  separating  himself'  by  their  ad- 
vice from  his  family  for  these  purposes,  he  carried  with  him  a  heavy  bur- 
den of  care.  **  The  duce  of  the  matter,"  he  writes,  '<  is  this ;  when  an  ex- 
ciseman is  off  duty,  his  salary  is  reduced.  What  way,  in  the  name  of  thrift, 
shall  I  maintain  myself  and  keep  a  horse  in  country  quarters  on  £S5  ?*! 
He  implored  his  friends  in  Edinburgh,  to  make  interest  with  the  Board  to 
grant  him  his  full  salary ;  if  they  do  not,  I  must  lay  my  account  with  an 
exit  truly  en  poete — if  I  die  not  of  disease,  I  must  perish  with  hunger." 

Mrs.  Riddell  of  Glenriddel,  a  beautiful  and  very  accomplished  woman, 
to  whom  many  of  Burns's  most  interesting  letters,  in  the  latter  years  of  his 
life,  were  addressed,  happened  to  be  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Brow  when 
Bums  reached  his  bathing  quarters,  and  exerted  herself  to  make  him  as 
comfortable  as  circumstances  permitted.  Having  sent  her  carriage  for  his 
conveyance,  the  poet  visited  her  on  the  5th  July ;  and  she  has,  in  a  letter 
published  by  Dr.  Currie,  thus  described  his  appearance  and  conversation 
on  that  occasion  : — 

'<  I  was  struck  with  his  appearance  on  entering  the  room.  The  stamp 
of  death  was  impressed  on  his  features.  He  seemed  already  touching  the 
brink  of  eternity.     His  first  salutation  was,  '  Well,  Madam,  have  you  any 

;«  The  birth^y  of  Gsoige  III. 
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commands  for  the  other  world  ?'  I  replied  that  it  seemed  a  doubtful  case 
which  of  us  should  be  there  soonest,  and  that  I  hoped  he  would  yet  live  to 
write  my  epitaph.  (I  was  then  in  a  poor  state  of  health.)  He  looked  in  my 
face  with  an  air  of  great  kindness,  and  expressed  his  concern  at  seeing  me 
look  so  ill,  with  his  accustomed  sensibility.  At  table  he  ate  little  or  no- 
thing, and  he  complained  of  having  entirely  lost  the  tone  of  his  stomach. 
We  had  a  long  and  serious  conversation  about  his  present  situation,  and 
the  approaching  termination  of  all  his  earthly  prospects.  He  spoke  of  his 
death  without  any  of  tlie  ostentation  of  philosophy,  but  with  firmness  as 
well  as  feeling — as  an  event  likely  to  happen  very  soon,  and  which  gave 
him  concern  chiefly  from  leaving  his  four  children  so  young  and  unprotect- 
edf  and  his  wife  in  so  interesting  a  situation — in  the  hourly  expectation  of 
lying-in  of  a  fifth.  He  mentioned,  with  seeming  pride  and  satisfaction, 
^le  promising  genius  of  his  eldest  son,  and  the  flattering  marks  of  appro- 
bation he  had  received  from  his  teachers,  and  dwelt  particularly  on  his 
hopes  of  that  boy's  future  conduct  and  merit.  His  anxiety  for  his  family 
seemed  to  hang  heavy  upon  him,  and  the  more  perhaps  from  the  reflection 
that  he  had  not  done  them  all  the  justice  he  was  so  well  qualified  to  do. 
Passing  from  this  subject,  he  showed  great  concern  about  the  care  of  his  lite- 
rary fame,  and  particularly  the  publication  of  his  posthumous  works.  He 
said  he  was  well  aware  that  his  death  would  occasion  some  noise,  and  that 
every  scrap  of  his  writings  would  be  revived  against  him  to  the  injury  of  his 
future  reputation  :  that  letters  and  verses  written  with  unguarded  and  im- 
proper freedom,  and  which  he  earnestly  wished  to  have  buried  in  oblivion, 
would  be  handed  about  by  idle  vanity  or  malevolence,  when  no  dread  of  his 
resentment  would  restrain  them,  or  prevent  the  censures  of  shrill-tongued 
malice,  or  the  insidious  sarcasms  of  envy,  from  pouring  forth  all  their  ve- 
nom to  blast  his  fame.  He  lamented  that  he  had  written  many  epigrams 
on  persons  against  whom  he  entertained  no  enmity,  and  whose  characters 
he  should  be  sorry  to  wound ;  and  many  indifferent  poetical  pieces,  which 
he  feared  would  now,  with  all  their  imperfections  on  their  head,  be  thrust 
upon  the  world.  On  this  account  he  deeply  regretted  having  deferred  to 
put  his  papers  into  a  state  of  arrangement,  as  he  was  now  quite  incapable  of 
the  exertion. — The  conversation  was  kept  up  with  great  evenness  and  ani- 
mation on  his  side.  I  have  seldom  seen  his  mind  greater  or  more  collected. 
There  was  frequently  a  considerable  degree  of  vivacity  in  his  sallies,  and 
t^iey  would  probably  have  had  a  greater  share,  had  not  the  concern  and 
dejection  I  could  not  disguise,  damped  the  spirit  of  pleasantry  he  seemed 
not  unwilling  to  indulge. — We  parted  about  sun-set  on  the  evening  of  that 
day  (the  5th  of  July  1796) ;  the  next  day  I  saw  him  again,  and  we  parted 
to  meet  no  more  !'* 

I  do  not  know  the  exact  date  of  the  following  letter  to  Mrs  Bums : — 
"  Brow,  Thursday. — My  dearest  Love,  I  delayed  writing  until  I  could 
tell  you  what  effect  sea-bathing  was  likely  to  produce.  It  would  be  injus- 
tice to  deny  that  it  has  eased  my  pains,  and  I  think  has  strengthened  me  • 
but  my  appetite  is  still  extremely  bad.  No  flesh  nor  fish  can  I  swallow . 
porridge  and  milk  are  the  only  things  I  can  taste.  I  am  very  happy  to 
hear,  by  Miss  Jess  Lewars,  that  you  are  all  well.  My  very  best  and  kind- 
est compliments  to  her  and  to  all  the  children.  Twill  see  you  on  Sunday. 
Your  affectionate  husband,  R.  B." 

There  is  a  very  affecting  letter  to  Gilbert,  dated  the  7th,  in  which  the 
poet  says,  "  I  am  dangerously  ill,  and  not  likely  to  get  better God  keep 
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my  wife  and  children."  On  the  12th«  he  wrote  the  letter  to  Mr.  Georgt 
Thomson*  above  quoted,  requesting  £5  ;  and,  on  the  same  day,  he  penned 
also  the  following — the  last  letter  that  he  ever  wrote*-to  his  friend  Mrs. 
Dunlop. 

<<  Madam,  I  have  written  you  so  oflen,  without  receiving  any  answer, 
that  I  would  not  trouble  you  again,  but  for  the  circumstances  in  which  I 
am.  An  illness  which  has  long  hung  about  me,  in  all  probability  will  speed- 
ily send  me  beyond  that  bourne  wlience  no  traveller  returns*  Your  friend- 
ship, with  which  for  many  years  you  honoured  me,  was  a  friendship 
dearest  to  my  soul.  Your  conversation,  and  especially  your  correspondence, 
were  at  once  highly  entertaining  and  instructive.  With  what  pleasure  did 
I  use  to  break  up  the  seal !  The  remembrance  yet  adds  one  pulse  more  to 
my  poor  palpitating  heart.     Farewell !  !  !'* 

1  give  the  following  anecdote  in  the  words  of  Mr.  M*Diarmid  :•— 
^  Rousseau,  we  all  know,  when  dying,  wished  to  be  carried  into  the  open 
air,  that  he  might  obtain  a  parting  look  of  the  glorious  orb  of  day.  A  night 
or  two  before  Bums  left  Brow,  he  drank  tea  with  Mrs.  Craig,  widow  of  th^ 
minister  of  Ruthwell.  His  altered  appearance  excited  much  silent  sympa- 
thy ;  and  the  evening  being  beautiful,  and  the  sun  shining  brightly  through- 
the  casement.  Miss  Craig  (now  Mrs.  Henry  Duncan),  was  afraid  the  light 
might  be  too  much  for  him,  and  rose  with  the  view  of  letting  down  the  win- 
dow blinds.  Burns  immediately  guessed  what  she  meant ;  and,  regarding 
the  young  lady  with  a  look  of  great  benignity,  said,  *  Thank  you,  my  dear, 
for  your  kind  attention  ;  but,  oh,  let  him  shine  ;  he  will  not  shine  long  for 
me. 

On  the  18th,  despairing  of  any  benefit  from  the  sea,  our  poet  came  back 
to  Dumfries.  Mr.  Allan  Cunningham,  who  saw  him  arrive  '*  visibly  chang- 
ed in  his  looks,  being  with  difficulty  able  to  stand  upright,  and  reach  his 
own  door,"  has  given  a  striking  picture,  in  one  of  his  essays,  of  the  state  of 
popular  feeling  in  the  town  during  the  short  space  which  intervened  between 
his  return  and  his  death. — *<  Dumfries  was  like  a  besieged  place.  It  was 
known  he  was  dying,  and  the  anxiety,  not  of  the  rich  and  learned  only,  but 
of  the  mechanics  and  peasants,  exceeded  all  belief.  Wherever  two  of 
three  people  stood  together,  their  talk  was  of  Burns,  and  of  him  alone. 
They  spoke  of  his  history — of  his  person — of  his  works — of  his  family — of 
his  fai^e — and  of  his  untimely  and  approaching  fate,  with  a  m  armth  and  an 
enthusiasm  which  will  ever  endear  Dumfries  to  my  remembrance.  All  that 
he  said  or  was  saying — the  opinions  of  the  physicians,  (and  Maxwell  was  a 
kind  and  a  skilful  one),  were  eagerly  caughc  up  and  reported  from  street  to 
street,  and  from  house  to  house." 

<*  His  good  humour,"  Cunningham  adds,  <<  was  unruffled,  and  his  wit  ne- 
ver forsook  him.  He  looked  to  one  of  his  fellow  volunteers  with  a  smile^ 
as  he  stood  by  the  bed-side  with  his  eyes  wet,  and  said,  *  John,  don't  let 
the  awkward  squad  fire  over  me.'  He  repressed  with  a  smile  the  hopes  of 
his  friends,  and  told  them  he  had  lived  long  enough.  As  his  life  drew  near 
a  close,  the  eager  yet  decorous  solicitude  of  his  fellow  townsmen  increased* 
It  is  the  practice  of  the  young  men  of  Dumfries  to  meet  in  the  streets 
during  the  hours  of  remission  from  labour,  and  by  these  means  I  had  an 
opportunity  of  witnessing  the  general  solicitude  of  all  ranks  and  of  all  ages. 
His  differences  with  them  on  some  important  points  were  forgotten  and  for* 

*  I  take  the  opportunitv  of  once  more  acknowledging^  my  great  obligations  to  thif  gcntlo* 
iDftD,  who  i»,  I  uDdcrstana,  connected  t>y  hit  maniage  with  the  fiunily  of  the  poet 
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mren ;  they  thought  only  of  his  genius— -of  the  delight  his  compositions 
Ead  diflfused — and  they  talked  of  him  with  the  same  awe  as  of  some  depart- 
ing sjurit,  whose  voice  was  to  gladden  them  no  more."  * 

**  A  tremour  now  pervaded  his  frame/'  says  Dr.  Currie,  on  the  authority 
of  the  physician  who  attended  him ;  **  his  tongue  was  parched;  and  his  mind 
sunk  into  delirium,  when  not  roused  by  conversation.  On  the  second  and 
third  day  the  fever  increased,  and  his  strength  diminished.*'  On  the  fourth, 
July  21st  1796,  Robert  Bums  died. 

*<  I  went  to  see  him  laid  out  for  the  grave,"  says  Mr.  Allan  Cunning- 
ham ;  **  several  elder  people  were  with  me.  He  lay  in  a  plain  unadorned 
coffin,  with  a  linen  sheet  drawn  over  his  face ;  and  on  the  bed,  and  around 
the  body,  herbs  and  flowers  were  thickly  strewn,  according  to  the  usage  of 
the  country.  He  was  wasted  somewhat  by  long  illness ;  but  death  had  not 
increased  the  swarthy  hue  of  his  face,  which  was  uncommonly  dark  and 
deeply  marked — his  broad  and  open  brow  was  pale  and  serene,  and  around 
it  his  sable  hair  lay  in  masses,  slightly  touched  with  grey.  The  room 
where  he  lay  was  plain  and  neat,  and  die  simplicity  of  the  poet's  humble 
dwelling  pressed  the  presence  of  death  more  closely  on  the  heart  than  if 
his  bier  had  been  embellished  by  vanity,  and  covered  with  the  blazonry  of 
high  ancestry  and  rank.  We  stood  and  gazed  on  him  in  silence  for  the 
space  of  several  minutes — we  went,  and  others  succeeded  us — not  a  whis- 
per was  heard.     This  was  several  days  afler  his  death." 

On  the  25th  of  July,  the  remains  of  the  poet  were  removed  to  the  Trades 
Hall,  where  they  lay  in  state  until  the  next  rooming.  The  volunteers  of 
Dumfries  were  determined  to  inter  their  illustrious  comrade  (as  indeed  he 
had  anticipated)  with  military  honours.  The  chief  persons  of  the  town  and 
neighbourhood  resolved  to  make  part  of  the  procession  ;  and  not  a  few  tra- 
velled from  great  distances  to  witness  the  solemnity.  The  streets  were 
lined  by  the  Fencible  Infantry  of  Angusshirc,  and  the  Cavalry  of  the  Cinque 
Forts,  then  quarted  at  Dumfries,  whose  commander.  Lord  Hawksbury,  (af- 
terwards Earl  of  Liverpool),  although  he  had  always  declined  a  personal 
introduction  to  the  poet,  f  officiated  as  one  of  the  chief  mourners.  *<  The 
multitude  who  accompanied  Burns  to  the  grave,  went  step  by  step,"  says 
Cunningham,  *'  with  the  chief  mourners.  They  might  amount  to  ten  or 
twelve  thousand.  Not  a  word  was  heard  ....  It  was  an  impressive  and 
mournful  sight  to  see  men  of  all  ranks  and  persuasions  and  opmions  ming- 
ling as  brothers,  and  stepping  side  by  side  down  the  streets  of  Dumfries, 
wiUi  the  remains  of  him  who  had  sung  of  their  loves  and  jojrs  and  domes* 
tic  endearments,  with  a  truth  and  a  tenderness  which  none  perhaps  have 
since  equalled.  I  could,  indeed,  have  wished  the  military  part  of  the  pro- 
cession away.  The  scarlet  and  gold — the  banners  displayed — the  mea- 
sured step,  and  the  military  array — with  the  sounds  of  martial  instruments 
of  music,  had  no  share  in  increasing  the  solemnity  of  the  burial  scene ;  and 
had  no  connexion  with  the  poet.  I  looked  on  it  then,  and  I  consider  it 
now,  as  an  idle  ostentation,  a  piece  of  superfluous  state  which  might  have 
been  spared,  more  especially  as  his  neglected,  and  traduced,  and  insulted 
spirit  had  experienced  no  kindness  in  the  body  from  those  lofly  people  who 

are  now  proud  of  being  numbered  as  his  coevals  and  countrymen 

I  found  myself  at  the  brink  of  the  poet's  grave,  into  which  he  was  about  to 
descend  for  ever.    There  was  a  pause  among  the  mourners,  as  if  loath  to 

*  In  die  London  Mafudne,  1824    Artide,  *'  Robert  Buns  and  Lord  Bnoo.* 
t  tk>  l|r.  ^Toiehsy  fiAtned  Jdt.  At'IMannid. 


LIFE  OF  ROBERT  BURNS.  cxxin 


I 


part  with  his  remains ;  and  when  he  was  at  last  lowered,  and  the  first  sho- 
velful of  earth  sounded  on  his  coffin  lid,  I  looked  up  and  saw  tears  ou  many 
cheeks  where  tears  were  not  usual.  The  volunteers  justified  the  fears  of 
their  comrade,  by  three  ragged  and  straggling  volleys.  The  earth  was 
heaped  up,  the  green  sod  laid  over  him,  and  the  multitude  stood  gai* 
ing  on  the  grave  for  some  minutes*  space,  and  then  melted  silently  away* 
The  day  was  a  fine  one,  the  sun  was  almost  without  a  cloud,  and  not  a 
drop  of  rain  fell  from  dawn  to  twilight.  I  notice  this,  not  from  any  con-  . 
currcnce  in  the  common  superstition,  that  <  happy  is  the  corpse  which  the 
rain  rains  on/  but  to  confute  the  pious  fraud  of  a  religious  Magazine^ 
which  made  Heaven  express  its  wrath,  at  the  interment  of  a  profane  poet» 
in  thunder,  in  lightning,  and  in  rain/' 

During  the  funeral  solemnity,  Mrs.  Burns  was  seized  with  the  pains  of 
labour,  and  gave  birth  to  a  posthumous  son,  who  quickly  followed  his  fii* 
tlier  to  the  grave.  Mr.  Cunningham  describes  the  appearance  of  the  fa* 
mily,  when  they  at  last  emerged  from  their  home  of  sorrow  : — "  A  weep« 
ing  widow  and  four  helpless  sons  ;  they  came  into  tlie  streets  in  their  mourn- 
ings, and  public  sympathy  was  awakened  afresh.  I  shall  never  forget  the 
looks  of  his  boys,  and  the  compassion  which  they  excited.  The  poet's  life 
had  not  been  without  errors,  and  such  errors,  too,  as  a  wife  is  slow  in  for« 
giving ;  but  he  was  honoured  then,  and  is  honoured  now,  by  the  unaliena* 
ble  atfection  of  his  wife,  and  the  world  repays  her  prudence  and  her  love 
by  its  regard  and  esteem." 

Immediately  afler  the  poet's  death,  a  subscription  was  opened  for  the 
benefit  of  his  family ;  Mr.  Miller  of  Dalswinton,  Dr.  Maxwell,  Mr.  Syme» 
Mr.  Cunningham,  and  Mr.  M'Murdo,  becoming  trustees  for  the  application 
of  the  money.  Many  names  from  other  parts  of  Scotland  appeared  in  the 
lists,  and  not  a  few  from  England,  especially  London  and  Liverpool.  Seven 
hundred  pounds  were  in  this  way  collected ;  an  additional  sum  was  for- 
warded from  India ;  and  the  profits  of  Dr.  Currie's  Life  and  Edition  of 
Burns  were  also  considerable.  The  result  has  been,  that  the  sons  of  the 
poet  received  an  excellent  education,  and  that  Mrs.  Burns  has  continuedl 
to  reside,  enjoying  a  decent  independence,  in  the  house  where  the  poet 
died,  situated  in  what  is  now,  by  the  authority  of  the  Magistrates  of  Dum- 
fries, called  Burns'  Street. 

**  Of  the  (four  surviving)  sons  of  the  poet,"  says  their  uncle  Gilbert  in 
1 S20,  *<  Robert,  the  eldest,  is  placed  as  a  clerk  in  the  Stamp  Office,  Lon* 
don,  (Mr.  Burns  still  remains  in  that  establishment),  Francis  Wallace,  the 
second,  died  in  1S03 ;  William  Nicoll,  the  third,  went  to  Madras  in  1811 ; 
and  James  Glencairn,  tlie  youngest,  to  Bengal  in  1812,  both  as  cadets  in 
the  Honourable  Company's  service/'  These  young  gentlemen  have  all,  it 
is  believed,  conducted  themselves  through  life  in  a  manner  highly  honour- 
able to  themselves,  and  to  the  name  which  they  bear.  One  of  them, 
(James),  as  soon  as  his  circumstances  permitted,  settled  a  liberal  annuity 
on  his  estimable  mother,  which  she  still  survives  to  enjoy. 

The  great  poet  himself,  whose  name  is  enough  to  ennoble  hb  children*! 
children,  was,  to  the  eternal  disgrace  of  his  country,  suffered  to  live  and 
die  in  penury,  and,  as  far  as  such  a  creature  could  be  degraded  by  any  ex- 
ternal circumstances,  in  degradation.  Who  can  open  the  page  of  Bums* 
and  remember  without  a  blush,  that  the  author  of  such  verses,  the  human 
being  whose  breast  glowed  with  such  feelings,  was  doomed  to  earn  mere 
bread  for  his  children  by  casting  up  the  stock  of  publicans*  cellarii  and  rid* 
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ing  over  moors  and  mosses  in  quest  of  smuggling  stills  ?  The  subscription 
fi»r  his  poems  was,  for  the  time,  large  and  liberal,  and  perhaps  absolves  the 
gentry  of  Scotland  as  individuals  ;  but  that  some  strong  movement  of  in- 
dignation did  not  spread  over  the  whole  kingdom,  when  it  was  known  that 
Robert  Burns,  after  being  caressed  and  liattered  by  the  noblest  and  most 
learned  of  his  countrymen,  was  about  to  be  established  as  a  common  ganger 
among  the  wilds  of  Nithsdale — and  that,  after  he  was  so  established,  no 
interference  from  a  higher  quarter  arrested  that  unworthy  career  : — these 
are  circumstances  which  must  continue  to  bear  heavily  on  the  memory  of 
that  generation  of  Scotsmen,  and  especially  of  tliose  who  then  adminis- 
tered the  public  patronage  of  Scotland. 

In  defence,  or  at  least  in  palliation,  of  this  national  crime,  two  false  ar- 
guments, the  one  resting  on  iacts  grossly  exaggerated,  the  other  having  no 
foundation  whatever  either  on  knowledge  or  on  wisdom,  have  been  rashly 
•et  up,  and  arrogantly  as  well  as  ignorantly  maintained.  To  the  one, 
namely,  that  public  patronage  would  have  been  wrongfully  bestowed  on  the 
Poet,  because  the  Exciseman  was  a  political  partizan,  it  is  hoped  the  de- 
tails embodied  in  this  narrative  have  supplied  a  sufficient  answer  :  had  the 
matter  been  as  bad  as  the  boldest  critics  have  ever  ventured  to  insinuate. 
Sir  Walter  Scott's  answer  would  still  have  remained — "  this  partizan  was 
Burns."  The  other  argument  is  a  still  more  heartless,  as  well  as  absurd 
one ;  to  wit,  that  from  the  moral  character  and  habits  of  the  man,  no  pa- 
tronage, however  liberal,  could  have  influenced  and  controlled  his  conduct, 
80  as  to  work  lasting  and  effective  improvement,  and  lengthen  his  life  by 
raising  it  more  nearly  to  the  elevation  of  his  genius.  This  is  indeed  a  can- 
did and  a  generous  method  of  judging !  Are  imprudence  and  intemperance, 
then,  found  to  increase  usually  in  proportion  as  the  worldly  circumstances 
df  men  are  easy  ?  Is  not  the  very  opposite  of  this  doctrine  acknowledged 
by  almost  all  that  have  ever  tried  the  reverses  of  Fortune's  wheel  them- 
selves— by  all  that  have  contemplated,  from  an  elevation  not  too  high  for 
sympathy,  the  usual  course  of  manners,  when  theii^  fellow  creatures  either 
encounter  or  live  in  constant  apprehension  of 

^'  The  tlioumind  ills  that  rise  where  money  fails, 
l>cbts,  threats,  and  duiiK,  bills,  bailitfs,  writs,  and  jails  ?*' 

To  such  mean  miseries  tlie  latter  years  of  Bums's  life  were  exposed,  not 
less  than  his  early  youth,  and  after  what  natural  buoyancy  of  animal  spirits 
he  ever  possessed,  had  sunk  under  the  influence  of  time,  which,  surely 
bringing  experience,  fails  seldom  to  bring  care  also  and  sorrow,  to  spirits 
more  mercurial  than  his  ;  and  in  what  bitterness  of  heart  he  submitted  to 
his  fate,  let  his  own  burning  words  once  more  tell  us.  "  Take,"  says  he, 
writing  to  one  who  never  ceased  to  be  his  friend — "  take  these  two  guineas, 
and  place  them  over  against  that  «>►■•♦>»♦  account  of  yours,  which  has  gag- 
ged my  mouth  these  five  or  six  months  !  I  can  as  little  write  good  things 
as  apologies  to  the  man  I  owe  money  to.  O,  the  supreme  curse  of  mak- 
ing three  guineas  do  the  business  of  five  !  Poverty !  thou  half-sister  of 
death,  thou  cousin-german  of  hell !  Oppressed  by  thee,  the  man  of  senti- 
ment, whose  heart  glows  with  indcjiendence,  and  melts  with  sensibiUty, 
inly  pines  under  the  neglect,  or  writhes  in  bitterness  of  soul,  under  the 
contumely  of  arrogant,  unfeeling  wealth.  Oppressed  by  thee,  the  son  of 
genius,  whose  ill-starred  ambition  plants  hiui  at  the  tables  of  the  fashion-, 
M^  and  polite^  must  see^  in  suffering  silence,  his  remark  neglected,  and 
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his  person  despiBed,  while  shallow  greatness,  in  his  idiot  attempts  at  wit, 
shall  meet  with  countenance  and  applause.  Nor  is  it  only  the  family  of 
worth  that  have  reason  to  complain  of  tliee ;  the  children  of  folly  and  vice, 
though,  in  common  with  thee,  the  offspring  of  evil,  smart  equally  under 
tiiy  rod.  The  man  of  unfortunate  disposition  and  neglected  education,  is 
condemned  as  a  fool  for  his  dissipation,  despised  and  shunned  as  a  needy 
wretch,  when  his  follies,  as  usual,  bring  him  to  want ;  and  when  his  neces- 
sities drive  him  to  dishonest  practices,  he  is  abhorred  as  a  miscreant,  and 
perishes  by  the  justice  of  his  country.  But  far  otherwise  is  the  lot  of  the 
man  of  family  and  fortune.  His  early  follies  and  extravagance,  are  spirit 
and  fire ;  his  consequent  wants,  are  the  embarrassments  of  an  honest 
fellow ;  and  when,  to  remedy  the  matter,  he  has  gained  a  legal  commis- 
sion to  plunder  distant  provinces,  or  massacre  peaceful  nations,  he  returns, 
perhaps,  laden  with  the  spoils  of  rapine  and  murder ;  lives  wicked  and 
respected,  and  dies  a  ♦•*^»**  and  a  lord  I — Nay,  worst  of  all,  alas  for 
helpless  woman  !  the  needy  prostitute,  who  has  shivered  at  the  corner  of 
the  street,  waiting  to  earn  the  wages  of  casual  prostitution,  is  left  neglect- 
ed and  insulted,  ridden  down  by  the  chariot  wheels  of  the  coroneted  rip, 
hurrying  on  to  the  guilty  assignation  ;  she,  who,  without  the  same  neces- 
sities to  plead,  riots  nightly  in  the  same  guilty  trade. — Well :  divines  may 
say  of  it  what  they  please,  but  execretion  is  to  the  mind,  what  phlebotomy 
is  to  the  body ;  the  vital  sluices  of  both  are  wonderfully  relieved  by  their 
respective  evacuations."  * 

In  such  evacuations  of  indignant  spleen  the  proud  heart  of  many  an  un- 
fortunate genius,  besides  this,  has  found  or  sought  relief:  and  to  other 
more  dangerous  indulgences,  the  affliction  of  such  sensitive  spirits  had  of- 
ten, ere  his  time,  condescended.  The  list  is  a  long  and  a  painful  one ;  and 
it  includes  some  names  that  can  claim  but  a  scanty  share  in  the  apology  of 
Burns.  Addison  himself,  the  elegant,  the  philosophical,  the  religious  Ad- 
dison, must  be  numbered  with  tliese  offenders: — Jonson,  Cotton,  Prior, 
Parnell,  Otway,  Savage,  all  sinned  in  the  same  sort,  and  the  transgressions 
of  them  all  have  been  leniently  dealt  with,  in  comparison  with  those  of  one 
whose  genius  was  probably  greater  than  any  of  theirs  ;  his  appetites  more 
fervid,  his  temptations  more  abundant,  his  repentance  more  severe.  The 
beautiful  genius  of  Collins  sunk  under  similar  contaminations ;  and  those 
who  have  from  dullness  of  head,  or  sourness  of  heart,  joined  in  the  too  ge- 
neral clamour  against  Burns,  may  learn  a  lesson  of  candour,  of  mercy,  and 
of  justice,  from  the  language  in  which  one  of  the  best  of  men,  and  loftiest 
of  moralists,  has  commented  on  frailties  that  hurried  a  kindred  spirit  to  a 
like  untimely  grave. 

"  In  a  long  continuance  of  poverty,  and  long  habits  of  dissipation,"  says 
Johnson,  **  it  cannot  be  expected  that  any  character  should  be  exactly  uni- 
form. That  this  man,  wise  and  virtuous  as  he  was,  passed  always  unen- 
tangled  through  the  snares  of  life,  it  would  be  prejudice  and  temerity  to 
affirm :  but  it  may  be  said  that  he  at  least  preserved  the  source  of  action 
unpolluted,  that  his  principles  were  never  shaken,  that  his  distinctions  of 
right  and  wrong  were  never  confounded,  and  that  his  faults  had  nothing  of 
malignity  or  design,  but  proceeded  from  some  unexpected  pressure  or  ca- 
sual temptation.  Such  was  the  fate  of  Collins,  with  whom  I  once  de- 
listed to  converse,  and  whom  I  yet  remember  with  tenderness.". 
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Burns  wai  an  honest  man :  after  all  his  struggles^  he  owed  no  man  A 
ahilling  when  he  died  His  heart  was  always  warm  and  his  hand  open. 
**  His  charities/'  says  Mr.  Gray,  <<  were  great  beyond  his  means  ;**  and  I 
have  to  thank  Mr.  Allan  Cunningham  for  the  following  anecdote,  for  which 
I  am  sure  every  reader  will  thank  him  too.  Mr.  Maxwell  of  Teraughty* 
an  old,  austere,  sarcastic  gentleman,  who  cared  nothing  about  poetry,  used 
to  say  when  the  Excise-books  of  the  district  were  produced  at  the  meet- 
ings of  the  Justices, — '<  Bring  me  Bums's  journal :  it  always  does  me  good 
to  aee  it,  for  it  shows  that  an  honest  officer  may  carry  a  kind  heart  about 
with  him." 

Of  his  religious  principles,  we  are  bound  to  judge  by  what  he  has  told 
himself  in  his  more  serious  moments.  He  sometimes  doubted  with  the 
aorrow,  what  in  the  main,  and  above  all,  in  the  end,  he  believed  with  the 
ftrvour  of  a  poet.  "  It  occasionally  haunts  me/*  says  he  in  one  of  his  let- 
ters,-.-" the  dark  suspicion,  that  immortality  may  be  only  too  good  news  to 
be  true ;"  and  here,  as  on  many  points  besides,  how  much  did  his  method  of 
thinking,  (I  fear  I  must  add  of  acting),  resemble  that  of  a  noble  poet  more 
recently  lost  to  us.  *'  I  am  no  bigot  to  infidelity,"  said  I^rd  Byron,  "  and 
did  not  expect  that  because  I  doubted  the  immortality  of  man,  I  should  be 
charged  with  denying  the  existence  of  a  God.  It  was  the  comparative  in- 
aignificance  of  ourselves  and  our  world,  when  placed  in  comparison  with 
the  mighty  whole,  of  which  it  is  an  atom,  that  first  led  me  to  imagine  that 
our  pretensions  to  immortality  might  be  overrated."  I  dare  not  pretend 
to  quote  the  sequel  from  memory,  but  the  effect  was,  that  Byron,  like 
Burns,  complained  of  <<  the  early  discipline  of  Scotch  Calvinism,"  and 
the  natural  gloom  of  a  melancholy  heart,  as  having  between  them  engen- 
dered *'  a  hypochondriacal  dinease,''  which  occasionally  visited  and  depres- 
aed  him  through  life.  In  the  opposite  scale,  we  are,  in  justice  to  Bums, 
to  place  many  pages  which  breathe  the  ardour,  nay  the  exultation  of  fiuth» 
and  the  humble  sincerity  of  Christian  hope  ;  and;  as  the  poet  himself  has 
warned  us,  it  well  befits  us 


*^  At  the  balance  to  be  mute.** 

Let  US  avoid,  in  the  name  of  Religion  herself,  the  fatal  error  of  those  who 
would  rashly  swell  the  catalogue  of  the  enemies  of  religion.  **  A  sally  of 
levity,"  says  once  more  Dr.  Johnson,  <'  an  indecent  jest,  an  unreasonable 
objection,  are  sufficient,  in  the  opinion  of  some  men,  to  efface  a  name 
from  the  lists  of  Christianity,  to  exclude  a  soul  from  everlasting  life.  Such 
men  are  so  watchful  to  censure,  that  they  have  seldom  much  care  to  look 
for  favourable  interpretations  of  ambiguities,  or  to  know  how  soon  any 
step  of  inadvertency  has  been  expiated  by  sorrow  and  retractation,  but  let 
fly  their  fulminations  without  mercy  or  prudence  against  slight  offences  or 
casual  temerities,  against  crimes  never  committed,  or  immediately  repent- 
ed. The  zealot  should  recollect,  that  he  is  labouring,  by  this  ^equencv 
of  excommunication,  against  his  own  cause,  and  voluntarily  adding  strengtK 
to  the  enemies  of  truth.  It  must  always  be  the  condition  of  a  great  part 
of  mankind,  to  reject  and  embrace  tenets  upon  the  authority  of  those  whom 
they  think  wiser  than  themselves,  and  therefore  the  addition  of  every  name 
to  infidelity)  in  some  degree  invalidates  that  argument  upon  which  the  re- 
ligion of  midUtudes  is  necessarily  founded."  *    In  conclusion,  let  me  adopt 

*  lift  of  Sir  TbomssBrowas, 
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die  beautiful  sentiment  of  that  illustrious  moral  poet  of  our  own  timey 
whose  generous  defence  of  Bums  will  be  remembered  while  the  lan- 
guage lasts; — 

"  I^et  no  mean  hope  your  souls  enikve-> 
Be  independent,  generous,  brave ; 
Your**  roET  *^  such  example  gave, 

And  such  revere,    . 
But  be  admonished  by  his  grave, 

And  think  and  fear.^* 

It  is  possible,  perhaps  for  some  it  may  be  easy,  to  imagine  a  charactiP 
of  a  much  higher  cast  than  that  of  Burns,  developed,  too,  under  circuin* 
stances  in  many  respects  not  unlike  those  of  his  history — the  character  of  a 
roan  of  lowly  birth,  and  powerful  genius,  elevated  by  that  philosophy  whidi 
is  alone  pure  and  divine,  far  above  all  those  annoyances  of  terrestrial  spleen 
and  passion,  which  mixed  from  the  beginning  with  the  workings  of  his  in- 
spiration, and  in  the  end  were  able  to  eat  deep  into  the  great  heart  whidi 
they  had  long  tormented.  Such  a  being  would  have  received,  no  quel- 
tton,  a  species  of  devout  reverence,  1  mean  when  the  grave  had  closed  on 
him,  to  which  the  warmest  admirers  of  our  poet  can  advance  no  preten- 
sions for  their  unfortunate  favourite  ;  but  could  such  a  being  have  delight-, 
ed  his  species— could  he  even  have  instructed  them  like  Bums  ?  Ought 
we  not  to  be  thankful  for  every  new  variety  of  form  and  circumstance,  in 
and  under  which  the  ennobling  energies  of  true  and  lofly  genius  are  found 
addressing  themselves  to  the  common  brethren  of  the  race  ?  Would  we 
have  none  but  Mil  tons  and  Cowpers  in  poetry — but  Brownes  and  South- 
ey^  in  prose  ?  Alas  !  if  it  were  so,  to  how  large  a  portion  of  the  species 
would  all  the  gifls  of  all  the  muses  remain  for  ever  a  fountain  shut  up  and 
a  book  sealed !  Were  the  doctrine  of  intellectual  excommunication  to  be 
thus  expounded  and  enforced,  how  small  the  library  that  would  remain  to 
kindle  the  fancy,  to  draw  out  and  refine  the  feelings,  to  enlighten  the  head 
by  expanding  the  heart  of  man  !  From  Aristophanes  to  Byron,  how  broad 
the  sweep,  how  woeful  the  desolation ! 

In  the  absence  of  that  vehement  sympathy  with  humanity  as  it  is,  its 
sorrows  and  its  joys  as  they  are,  we  might  have  had  a  great  man,  perhaps 
a  great  poet,  but  we  could  have  had  no  Burns.  It  is  very  noble  to  despise 
the  accidents  of  fortune  ;  but  what  moral  homily  conceming  these,  could 
have  equalled  that  which  Burns*s  poetry,  considered  alongside  of  Burns's 
history,  and  the  history  of  his  fame,  presents  !  It  is  very  noble  to  be  above 
the  allurements  of  pleasure  ;  but  who  preaches  so  effectually  against  them, 
as  he  who  sets  forth  in  immortal  verse  his  own  intense  83rmpathy  with  those 
that  yield,  and  in  verse  and  in  prose,  in  action  and  in  passion,  in  life  and 
in  death,  the  dangers  and  the  miseries  of  yielding  ? 

It  requires  a  graver  audacity  of  hypocrisy  than  falls  to  the  share  of  most 
men,  to  declaim  against  Burns's  sensibility  to  the  tangible  cares  and  toils 
of  his  earthly  condition  ;  there  are  more  who  venture  on  broad  denuncia- 
tions of  his  sympathy  with  the  joys  of  sense  and  passion.  To  these,  the 
great  moral  poet  already  quoted  speaks  in  the  following  noble  passage—- 
and  must  he  speak  in  vain  ?  **  Permit  me,"  says  he,  "  to  remind  you,  tluit  it 
is  the  privilege  of  poetic  genius  to  patch,  under  certain  restrictions  of  which 
perhaps  at  the  time  of  its  being  exerted  it  is  but  dimly  consciouSi  a 
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fpirit  of  pleasure  wherever  it  can  be  found,-— in  the  Walks  of  nature,  and 
in  the  business  of  men. — The  poet,  trusting  to  primary  instincts,  luxuriates 
among  the  felicities  of  love  and  wine,  and  is  enraptured  while  he  describes 
the  fairer  aspects  of  war ;  nor  does  he  shrink  from  the  company  of  the  pas- 
sion of  love  though  immoderate — from  convivial  pleasure  though  intempe- 
rate-—nor  from  the  presence  of  war  though  savage,  and  recognised  as  the 
hand-maid  of  desolation.  Frequently  and  admirably  has  Burns  given  way 
to  these  impulses  of  nature  ;  both  with  reference  to  himself,  and  in  describ- 
ing the  condition  of  otliers.  Who,  but  some  impenetrable  dunce  or  narrow- 
minded  puritant  in  works  of  art,  ever  read  without  delight  the  picture 
which  he  has  drawn  of  the  convivial  exaltation  of  the  rustic  adventurer, 
Ttm  o'  Shanter  ?  The  poet  fears  not  to  tell  the  reader  in  the  outset,  that 
hif  hero  was  a  desperate  and  sottish  drunl<:ard,  whose  excesses  were  fre- 
quent as  his  opportunities.  This  reprobate  sits  down  to  his  cups,  while 
the  storm  is  roaring,  and  heaven  and  earth  are  in  confusion  ; — the  night  is 
driven  on  by  song  and  tumultuous  noise — laughter  and  jest  thicken  as  the 
beverage  improves  upon  the  palate — conjugal  fidelity  archly  bends  to  the 
■enrice  of  general  benevolence — selfishness  is  not  absent,  but  wearing  the 
milk  of  social  cordiality — and,  while  these  various  elements  of  humanity 
tre  blended  into  one  proud  and  happy  composition  of  elated  spirits,  the 
•nger  of  the  tempest  without  doors  only  heightens  and  sets  oif  the  enjoy- 
ment within. — I  pity  him  who  cannot  perceive  that,  in  all  this,  though 
there  was  no  moral  purpose,  there  is  a  moral  effect. 

^'  Kings  may  be  blest,  but  Tarn  wis  glorious. 
O'er  a*  the  ill*  o'  life  victorious.*' 

**  What  a  lesson  do  these  words  convey  of  charitable  indulgence  for  the 
Yicious  habits  of  the  principal  actor  in  this  scene,  and  of  those  who  resem- 
ble him  ! — Men  who  to  the  rigidly  virtuous  are  objects  almost  of  loath- 
ing, atid  whom  therefore  they  cannot  serve  !  The  poet,  penetrating  the 
unsightly  and  disgusting  surfaces  of  things,  has  unveiled  with  exquisite 
skill  the  finer  ties  of  imagination  and  feeling,  that  oflen  bind  these  beings 
to  practices  productive  of  much  unhappiness  to  themselves,  and  to  those 
whom  it  is  their  duty  to  cherish ; — and,  as  far  as  he  puts  the  reader  into 
possession  of  this  intelligent  sympathy,  he  qualifies  him  for  exercising  a 
salutary  influence  over  the  minds  of  those  who  are  thus  deplorably  de- 
ceived.** ♦ 

That  some  men  in  every  age  will  comfort  themselves  in  the  practice  of 
certain  vices,  by  reference  to  particular  passages  both  in  the  history  and 
in  the  poetry  of  Bums,  there  is  all  reason  to  fear ;  but  surely  the  general 
influence  of  both  is  calculated,  and  has  been  found,  to  produce  far  different 
effects.  The  universal  popularity  which  his  writings  have  all  along  enjoy- 
ed among  one  of  the  most  virtuous  of  nations,  is  of  itself,  as  it  would  seem, 
t  decisive  circumstance.  Search  Scotland  over,  from  the  Pentland  to  the 
Soiway,  and  there  is  not  a  cottage -Imt  so  poor  and  wretched  as  to  be  with- 
out its  Bible ;  and  hardly  one  that,  on  the  same  shelf,  and  next  to  it,  does 
not  possess  a  Burns.  Have  the  people  degenerated  since  their  adoption 
of  this  new  manual  ?  Has  their  attachment  to  the  Book  of  Books  declined? 
Are  their  hearts  less  firmly  bound,  than  were  their  fathers*,  to  the  old  fiuth 
md  the  old  virtues  ?  I  believe,  he  that  knows  the  most  of  the  countrjr  will 
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be  the  refuliest  to  answer  all  these  questions,  as  everj  loYer  of  geniui  and 
▼irtua  would  desire  to  hear  them  answered. 

On  one  point  there  can  be  no  controversy ;  the  poetry  of  Bums  has  hid 
mpst  powerful  influence  in  reviving  and  strengthening  the  national  feelings 
of  his  countrymen.  Amidst  penury  and  labour,  his  youth  fed  on  the  ciU 
minstrelsy  and  traditional  glories  of  his  nation,  and  his  genius  divined* 
that  what  he  felt  so  deeply  must  belong  to  a  spirit  that  might  lie  smothered 
around  him,  but  could  not  be  extinguished.  The  political  circumstances 
of  Scotland  were,  and  had  been,  such  as  to  starve  the  flame  of  patriotism; 
the  popular  literature  had  striven,  and  not  in  vain,  to  make  itself  Eng^iish ; 
and,  above  all,  a  new  and  a  cold  system  of  speculative  philosophy  had  be* 
gun  to  spread  widely  among  us.  A  peasant  appeared,  and  set  himself  to 
check  the  creeping  pestilence  of  this  indifference.  Whatever  genius  has 
since  then  been  devoted  to  the  illustration  of  the  national  manners,  and 
sustaining  thereby  of  the  national  feelings  of  the  people,  there  can  be  np 
doubt  that  Bums  will  ever  be  remembered  as  the  founder,  and»  alas  1  in 
hia  own  person  as  the  martyr,  of  this  reformation. 

That  what  is  now-a-days  called,  by  solitary  eminence,  the  wealih  of  tbi 
nation,  had  been  on  the  increase  ever  since  our  incorporation  with  a  greater 
and  wealthier  state — ^nay,  that  the  laws  had  been  improving,  and,  above  all» 
the  administration  of  the  laws,  it  would  be  mere  bigotry  to  dispute.  It 
may  also  be  conceded  easily,  that  the  national  mind  had  been  rapidly  clear- 
ing itself  of  many  injurious  prejudices — that  the  people,  as  a  people,  ha4 
been  gradually  and  surely  advancing  in  knowledge  and  wisdom,  as  well  af 
in  wealth  and  security.  But  all  this  good  had  not  been  accomplished  with* 
out  rode  work.  If  the  improvement  were  valuable,  it  had  been  purchased 
dearly.  "  The  spring  fire,"  Allan  Cunningham  says  beautifully  somewhere* 
**  which  destroys  the  furze,  makes  an  end  also  of  the  nests  of  a  tJiA^igy^^ 
song-birds ;  and  he  who  goes  a-trouting  with  lime  leaves  Uttle  of  life  in  the 
stream."  We  were  getting  fast  ashamed  of  many  precious  and  beautifill 
things,  only  for  that  they  were  old  and  our  own. 

It  has  already  been  remarked,  how  even  Smollett,  who  began  with  a 
nat'^?"^^  tragedy,  and  one  of  the  noblest  of  national  lyrics,  never  dared  to 
make  use  of  the  dialect  of  his  own  country ;  and  how  Moore,  another  most 
enthusiastic  Scotsman,  followed  in  this  respect,  as  in  others,  the  example 
of  Smollett,  and  over  and  over  again  counselled  Bums  to  do  the  like.  But 
a  still  more  striking  sign  of  the  times  is  to  be  found  in  the  style  adopted 
by  both  of  these  novelists,  especially  the  great  master  of  the  art,  in  their 
representations  of  the  manners  and  characters  of  their  own  countrymen* 
Li  Humphry  Clinker,  the  last  and  best  of  Smollett's  tales,  there  are  some 
tnaits  of  a^better  kind — but,  taking  his  works  as  a  whole,  the  impression  it 
ocmreys  is  certainly  a  painful,  a  disgusting  one.  The  Scotsmen  of  theee 
authors,  are  the  Jockeys  and  Archies  of  farce — 

Time  out  of  mind  the  Southrons*  mirthmakers— 

the  best  of  them  grotesque  combinations  of  simplicity  and  hypocrisy,  pride 
and  meanness.  When  such  men,  high-spu-ited  Scottish  gentlemen,  posses- 
led  of  learning  and  talents,  and,  one  of  them  at  least,  of  splendid  gentuiy 
felt,  or  fancied,  the  necessity  of  making  such  submissions  to  the  prejudices  of 
the  dominant  nation,  and  did  so  without  exciting  a  murmur  among  their  owji 
countrymen,  we  may  form  some  notion  of  the  boldness  of  Bums's  ezperi- 

menti  and  on  contrastiiig  the  sUite  of  thi^  then  w^  what  is  befive  ne 
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Boiff  it  will  o6*t  no  eflbrt  to  appreciate  the  nature  and  cdoae^iieBeai  of  tlur 
Yictofy  in  which  our  poet  led  the  wajr^  by  achievements  never  in  their  kind 
to  be  surpaised.  "  Bams^"  tayt  Mr.  CampbeU*  «*  has  given  the  elixir  vit« 
t^  his  dialect ;" — he  gave  it  to  more  than  his  dialect.  **  He  wm,**  says  a 
writer,  in  whose  language  a  brother  poet  will  be  recognised—-**  he  was  in 
many  respects  bom  at  a  happy  time ;  happy  for  a  man  of  genius  like  him, 
but  fatal  and  hopeless  to  the  more  common  mind.  A  whole  world  of  life 
lay  before  Bums,  whose  inmost  recesses,  and  darkest  nooks,  and  sunniest 
eminences,  he  had  familiarly  trodden  from  his  childhood.  All  that  world 
he  felt  could  be  made  his  own.  No  conqueror  had  overrun  its  fertile  pro- 
vinces, and  it  was  for  him  to  be  crowned  supreme  over  all  the 

*•  Ljric  lingen  of  that  higfa-aool'd  land.' 

^nie  crown  that  he  has  won  can  never  be  removed  fh)m  his  head.  Much 
ii  jret  lefi  for  other  poets,  even  among  that  life  where  his  spirit  delighted 
to  work;  but  he  has  built  monuments  on  all  the  high  places,  and  they  who 
fellow  can  only  hope  to  leave  behind  them  some  fiur  humbler  memorials."  * 

Dr.  Currie  says,  that  **  ifjiction  be  the  soul  of  poetry,  as  some  assert. 
Bums  can  have  small  pretensions  to  the  name  of  poet."  The  success  of 
Bums,  the  influence  of  his  verse,  would  alone  be  enough  to  overturn  all 
the  sjTStems  of  a  thousand  definers ;  but  the  Doctor  has  obviously  taken 
Jldion  in  fiur  too  limited  a  sense.  There  are  indeed  but  few  of  Burns's 
pieces  in  which  he  is  found  creating  beings  and  circumstances,  both  alike 
alien  from  his  own  person  and  experience,  and  then  by  the  power  of  ima- 
gination, divining  and  expressing  what  forms  life  and  passion  would  assume 
with,  and  under  these. — But  there  are  some  ;  there  is  quite  enough  to  sa- 
tisfy every  reader  of  HaUowe'en^  the  Jolfy  Beggart^  and  Tarn  o'  ShafUtr^ 
ifo  say  nothing  of  various  particular  songs,  such  as  Bruce*s  Address,  Mae» 
vherson^s  Lament^  &c.),  that  Bums,  if  he  pleased,  might  have  been  as  large* 
If  and  as  successfully  an  inventor  in  this  way,  as  he  is  in  another  walk, 
perhaps  not  so  inferior  to  this  as  many  people  may  have  accustomed  them- 
selves to  believe ;  in  the  art,  namely,  of  recombining  and  new-combining, 
varying,  embellishing,  and  fixing  and  transmitting  the  elements  of  a  most 
picturesque  experience,  and  most  vivid  feelings.  < 

Lord  Bjrron,  in  his  letter  on  Pope,  treats  with  high  and  just  omtempt 
the  laborious  trifling  which  has  been  expended  on  distinguishing  by  au*- 
drawn  lines  and  technical  slang- words,  the  elements  and  materials  of  poe* 
tical  exertion  ;  and,  among  other  things,  expresses  his  scom  of  the  attempts 
that  have  been  made  to  class  Bums  among  minor  poets,  merely  because  he 
has  put  forth  few  large  pieces,  and  still  fewer  of  what  is  called  the  purely 
imaginative  character.  Fight  who  will  about  words  and  forms,  ^*  Bums  s 
rank,"  says  he,  ''  is  in  the  first  class  of  his  art ;"  and,  I  believe,  the  world 
at  large  are  now-a-days  well  prepared  to  prefer  a  line  from  such  a  pen  as 
Byron*s  on  any  such  subject  as  this,  to  the  most  luculent  dissertation  that 
ever  perplexed  the  brains  of  writer  and  of  reader.  /Sbilto,  ergo  sum,  says 
the  metaphysician ;  the  critic  may  safely  parody  the  saying,  and  assert 
that  that  is  poetry  of  the  highest  order,  which  exerts  influence  of  the  most 
powerful  order  on  the  hearts  and  minds  of  mankind. 

Bums  has  been  appreciated  duly,  and  he  has  had  the  fortune  to  be  prais* 
ed  eloquentlyi  by  almost  every  poet  who  has  come  after  him.    To  aocu* 
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BUdftte  all  iiM  hit  been  aald  of  hmi»  even  hj  men  like  himielf,  of  die  first 
order,  would  fill  a  volume — and  a  noble  monument,  no  quettkm,  tbat  vo-' 
lame  would  be — the  noblest,  except  what  he  has  left  us  in  his  own  im- 
mcwtal  verses,  which — ^were  some  dross  removed,  and  the  rest  arranged  ia- 
a  chronological  order — ^would  I  believe  form,  to  the  intelligent,  a  more  per* 
feet  and  vivid  history  of  his  life  than  will  ever  be  composed  out  of  all  the 
materials  in  the  world  besides. 

**  The  impression  of  his  genius,"  says  Campbell,  <<  is  deep  and  univer- 
sal ;  and  viewing  him  merely  as  a  poet,  there  is  scarcely  another  regret 
connected  with  his  name,  than  that  his  productions,  with  all  their  merit, 
fall  short  of  the  talents  which  he  possessed.  That  he  never  attempted  any 
great  work  of  fiction,  may  be  partly  traced  to  the  cast  of  his  genius,  and 
partly  to  his  circumstances,  and  defective  education.  His  poetical  tempe- 
rament was  that  of  fitful  transports,  rather  than  steady  inspiration.  What- 
ever he  might  have  written,  was  likely  to  have  been  firaught  with  passion* 
There  is  always  enough  of  interest  in  life  to  cherish  the  feelings  of  genius  ; 
but  it  requires  knowledge  to  enlarge  and  enrich  the  imagination.  Of  that 
knowledge  which  unrolls  the  diversities  of  human  manners,  adventures, 
and  characters,  to  a  poet's  study,  he  could  have  no  great  share ;  although 
he  stamped  the  little  treasure  which  he  possessed  in  the  mintage  of  sove- 
reign genius.*'  * 

**  Notwithstanding,"  says  Sir  Walter  Scott,  <'  the  spirit  of  many  of  his 
lyrics,  and  the  exquisite  sweetness  and  simplicity  of  others,  we  cannot  but 
deeply  regret  that  so  much  of  his  time  and  talents  was  frittered  away  in 
compiling  and  composing  for  musical  collections.  There  is  suflicient  evi- 
dence, that  even  the  genius  of  Bums  could  not  support  him  in  the  monoton- 
ous task  of  writing  love  verses,  on  heaving  bosoms  and  sparkling  eyes,  and 
twisting  them  into  such  rhythmical  forms  as  might  suit  the  capricious  evo- 
lutions of  Scotch  reels  and  strathspeys.  Besides,  this  constant  waste  of 
his  power  and  fancy  in  small  and  insignificant  compositions,  must  neces- 
sarily have  had  no  little  ^fiect  in  deterring  him  from  undertaking  any  grave 
or  important  task.  Let  no  one  suppose  that  we  undervalue  the  songs  of 
Bums.  When  his  soul  was  intent  on  suiting  a  favourite  air  to  words  hu- 
morous or  tender,  as  the  subject  demanded,  no  poet  of  our  tongue  ever 
displayed  higher  skill  in  marrying  melody  to  immortal  verse.  But  the 
writing  of  a  series  of  songs  for  large  musical  collections,  degenerated  into 
a  slavish  labour  which  no  talents  could  support,  led  to  negligence,  and, 
above  all,  diverted  the  poet  from  his  grand  plan  of  dramatic  composition. 
To  produce  a  work  of  this  kind,  neither,  perhaps,  a  regular  tragedy  nor 
comedy,  but  something  partaking  of  the  nature  of  both,  seems  to  have  been 
long  the  cherished  wish  of  Burns.  He  had  even  fixed  on  the  subject* 
which  was  an  adventure  in  low  life,  said  to  have  happened  to  Robert  BrucOy 
whOe  wandering  in  danger  and  disguise,  afler  being  defeated  by  the  English. 
The  Scottish  dialect  would  have  rendered  such  a  piece  totally  unfit  for  the 
stage ;  but  those  who  recoHect  the  masculine  and  lofly  tone  of  martial  spirit 
which  glows  in  the  poem  of  Bannockbum,  will  sigh  to  think  what  the  cha- 
racter of  the  gallant  Bruce  might  have  proved  under  the  hand  of  Bums.  It 
would  undoubtedly  have  wanted  that  tinge  of  chivalrous  feeling  which  the 
manners  of  the  age,  no  less  than  the  disposition  of  the  monarch,  demanded ; 
but  this  deficiency  would  have  been  more  than  supplied  by  a  bard  who 
could  havQ  drawn  irpm  his  own  perceptions,  the  unbendip^  eoer^  qf  % 
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hero  sustaining  the  dewrtion  of  friends,  the  perBecutioa  of  eneiniety  «id 
the  utmost  malice  of  diswtrous  fortune.  Theioene,  tooi  being  putlj  kid 
in  humble  life,  admitted  that  display  of  broad  humour  and  exquisite  pathos, 
with  which  he  could,  interchangeably  and  at  pleasure,  adorn  his  cottage 
views.  Xor  was  the  assemblage  of  familiar  sentiments  incompatible  in 
Bums,  with  tliose  of  the  most  e^calted  dignity.  In  the  inimitable  tale  ot 
Tarn  o*  ShaTiter,  he  has  lefl  us  sufficient  evidence  of  his  abilities  to  com- 
bine the  ludicrous  with  the  awful,  and  even  the  horrible.  No  poety  with 
the  exception  of  Shakspcare,  ever  possessed  the  power  of  exciting  the  most 
varied  and  discordant  emotions  with  such  rapid  transitions.  His  humour- 
ous description  of  death  in  the  poem  on  J}r.  Hornbook  borders  on  the  ter- 
rific, and  the  witches*  dance  in  the  kirk  of  Alloa  is  at  once  ludicrous  and 
horrible.  Deeply  must  we  then  regret  those  avocations  which  diverted  a 
fancy  so  varied  and  so  vigorous,  joined  with  language  and  expression  suited 
to  ail  its  changes,  from  leaving  a  more  substantial  monument  to  his  owa 
fiune,  and  to  the  honour  of  his  country.*' 

The  cantata  of  the  Joify  JBeggarSf  which  was  not  printed  at  all  until  some 
time  after  the  poet*8  death,  and  has  not  been  included  in  the  editions  of  his 
works  until  within  these  few  years,  cannot  be  con<udered  as  it  4eserves,  with- 
out strongly  heightening  our  regret  that  Bums  never  lived  to  execute  his 
meditated  arama.  That  extraordinary  sketch,  coupled  with  his  later  ly- 
rics in  a  higher  vein,  is  enough  to  show  that  in  him  we  had  a  master  capa- 
ble of  placing  the  musical  drama  on  a  level  with  the  lofUest  of  our  classi- 
cal forms.  Sepgars  JBusIiy  and  Beggars  Opera,  sink  into  tameness  in  the 
comparison ;  and  indeed,  without  profanity  to  the  name  of  Shakspeare,  it 
may  be  said,  that  out  of  such  materials,  even  his  genius  could  hardly  have 
constructed  a  piece  in  which  imagination  could  have  more  spleiulidly  pre- 
dominated over  the  outward  shows  of  things — in  which  the  sympathy- 
awakening  power  of  poetry  could  have  been  displayed  more  triumphantly 
under  circumstances  of  the  greatest  difficulty. — That  remarkable  perform- 
ance, by  the  way,  was  an  early  production  of  the  Mauchline  period.  I 
know  nothing  but  the  Tarn  o*  S/tanter  that  is  calculated  to  convey  so  hi^ 
an  impression  of  what  Bums  might  have  done. 

As  to  Burns's  want  of  education  and  knowledge,  Mr.  Campbell  may  not 
have  considered,  but  he  must  admit,  that  whatever  Burns*s  opportunities 
had  been  at  the  time  when  he  produced  his  first  poems,  such  a  man  as  he 
was  not  likely  to  be  a  hard  reader,  (which  he  certainly  was),  and  a  constant 
observer  of  men  and  manners,  in  a  much  wider  circle  of  society  than  al- 
most any  other  great  poet  has  ever  moved  in,  from  three-and- twenty  to 
eight-and-thirty,  without  having  thoroughly  removed  any  pretext  for  au- 
guring unfavourably  on  that  score,  of  what  he  might  have  l^een  expected 
to  produce  in  the  more  elaborate  departments  of  his  art,  had  his  life  been 
spared  to  tlie  usual  limits  of  humanity.  In  another  way,  however,  I  can- 
not help  suspecting  that  Bums  s  enlarged  knowledge,  both  of  men  and  books, 
produced  an  unfavourable  effect,  rather  than  otherwise,  on  the  exertions, 
audi  as  they  were,  of  his  later  years.  His  generous  spirit  was  open  to  the 
impression  of  every  kind  of  excellence  ;  his  lively  imagination,  bending  its 
own  vigour  to  whatever  it  touched,  made  him  admire  even  what  other  peo- 
ple try  to  read  in  vain ;  and  after  travelling,  as  he  did,  over  the  general 
surfiice  of  our  literature,  he  qipears  to  have  been  somewhat  startled  at  the 
consideration  of  what  he  himself  had,  in  comparative  ignanace,  adventur- 

rd|  and  to  have  been  more  intimidftted  than  encouragea  b^  the  retrospectt 
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In  most  of  the  new  departments  in  which  he  made  some  trial  of  his  strength, 
(such*  for  example,  as  the  moral  epistle  in  Pope's  vein,  the  heroic  satire, 
Ac),  he  appears  to  have  soon  lost  heart,  and  paused.  There  is  indeed  one 
magnificent  exception  in  Tarn  o*  Shanter — a  piece  which  no  one  can  under- 
stand without  believing,  that  had  Bums  pursued  that  vralk,  and  poured  out 
his  stores  oi  traditionary  lore,  embellished  with  his  extraordinary  powers 
of  description  of  all  kinds,  we  might  have  had  from  his  hand  a  series  of  na- 
tional tales,  uniting  the  quaint  simplicity,  sly  humour,  and  irresistible  pathos 
of  another  Chaucer,  with  the  strong  and  graceful  versification,  and  mascu- 
line wit  and  sense  of  another  Dryden. 

This  was  a  sort  of  feeling  that  must  have  in  time  subsided But  let  us 

not  waste  words  in  regretting  what  might  have  been,  where  so  much  is.— 
Bums,  short  and  painful  as  were  his  years,  has  lefl  behind  him  a  volume 
in  which  there  is  inspiration  for  every  fancy,  and  music  for  every  mood ; 
which  lives,  and  will  live  in  strength  and  vigour — "  to  soothe,"  as  a  gene- 
rous lover  of  genius  has  said — "  the  sorrows  of  how  many  a  lover,  to  in- 
flame the  patriotism  of  how  many  a  soldier,  to  fan  tlic  fires  of  how  many  a 
genius,  to  disperse  the  gloom  of  solitude,  appease  the  agonies  of  pain,  en- 
courage virtue,  and  show  vice  its  ugliness ;"  • — a  volume,  in  which,  centuries 
hence,  as  now,  wherever  a  Scotsman  may  wander,  he  will  find  the  dearest 
consolation  of  his  exile. — Already  has 
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Glory  without  end 


Scattered  the  clouds  away  ;  and  on  that  name  attend 
The  tears  and  praiaes  of  all  time.*'  -t> 


Tlie  mortal  remains  of  the  poet  rest  in  Dumfries  churchyard.  For  nine- 
teen years  they  were  covered  by  the  plain  and  humble  tombstone  placed 
over  them  by  his  widow,  bearing  the  inscription  simply  of  his  name.  But 
a  splendid  mausoleum  having  been  erected  by  public  subscription  on  the 
most  elevated  site  which  the  churchyard  presented,  the  remains  were  so- 
lemnly transferred  thidier  on  the  8th  June  1815;  the  original  tombstone 
having  been  sunk  under  the  bottom  of  the  mausoleum.  This  shrine  of  the 
poet  is  annually  visited  by  many  pilgrims.  The  inscription  it  bears  is  given 
below.  Another  splendid  monumental  edifice  has  also  been  erected  to 
his  memory  on  a  commanding  situation  at  the  foot  of  the  Carrick  hills  ir* 
Ayrshire,  in  the  immediate  vicinity  of  the  old  cottage  where  die  poet  was 
born ;  and  such  is  the  unceasing,  nay  daily  increasing  veneration  of  his 
admiring  countrymen,  that  a  third  one,  of  singular  beauty  of  design,  is 
now  in  progress,  upon  a  striking  projection  of  that  most  picturesque  emi- 
nence— the  Gallon  Hill  of  Edinburgh. — The  cut  annexed  to  p.  cxxxvL 
exhibits  a  view,  necessarily  but  an  imperfect  one,  of  the  monument  last 
mentioned. 


*  Seetiie  Ceoiara  LitemrUof  Sir  Egtrton  Bnrdni,  voL  ii  p.  65. 
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mSCUFTIOK  UPON  THE  POETS  MONUMENT  IN 
IMJMFEPSB  CBVBCBYARP. 


IM  AniBMUM  SONOllM 

ROBERTI  BURNS 

rOKTAftUM  CALZOONIAE  SCI  AIVI  LONGS  fftlMCini 

CUJUfl  CAKMDIA  EXDOA  PATUO  HBMONB  KUITA 

AMUn  MAGI8  ARDENTU  TIQUe  DIGBNn 

QUAM  A&TE  VEL  CULTU  CON8FICUA 

rACETm  JUCUNDITATE  IXTOES  ATFLUENTrA 

OMNUUI  UTTX»ABUM  CULTORUOT  8ATU  NOTA 

avis  8UI  NECNON  fLEBIQUB  OKNII 

MUSAIUM  AMANTIfSIMl  MEMOEIAMQUB  THI 

ABTB  roencA  tam  praeclaei  fotsmtei 
HOC  MAUSOLEUM 

SUTER  RBUQUIAf  FOBTAE  MORTALBS 

EXTRUENOUM  CURAVERE 

PRDfVM  HUJUS  AEDincn  LAFIOEK 

OUUBLMUS  MILLER  ARMIGER 

RBIfORUCAB  ARCBITECTONICAE  APUD  80QfIOf 
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GEORGIO  TERTIO  REOKAKTE 
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ON  THE  DBATH  OF  BURNS. 

The  many  poetical  effusions  the  Peot's  death  gave  rise  Co,  presents  a 
wide  field  for  selection. — The  elegiac  verses  by  Mr.  Roscoe  of  Livei^gQl 
have  been  preferred,  as  die  most  fitting  sequel  to  his  eventful  life. 
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RSAm  high  thy  bleak  nugesdc  hills, 

Thy  shelterM  valleys  proudly  spread, 
And,  8coTiA,  pour  thy  thousand  rills, 

And  wave  thy  heaths  with  blossoms  red ; 
But.  ah  !  what  poet  now  shall  tread 

Tny  airy  heights,  thy  woodland  reign, 
Since  he,  the  sweetest  bard,  is  dead. 

That  ever  breathed  the  soothing  strain ! 

As  green  thv  towering  pines  may  grow. 

As  clear  tny  streams  may  speed  along. 
As  bright  thv  summer  suns  may  glow. 

As  ^tily  cnarm  thy  feathery  throng ; 
Bat  now,  unheeded  is  the  song. 

And  dull  and  lifeless  all  around. 
For  his  wild  harp  lies  aU  unstrung. 

And  cold  the  hand  that  waked  its  sound. 

What  though  thy  vigorous  offspring  rise, 

In  arts,  in  arms,  thy  sons  excel ; 
Tbo*  beautv  in  thy  daughters*  eyes. 

And  health  in  every  Mature  dwell  ? 
Yet  who  shall  now  their  praises  tell. 

In  strains  impassioned,  fond,  and  free, 
Since  he  no  more  the  song  shall  swell 

To  love,  and  liberty,  and  thee  ? 

With  step-dame  eye  and  iVown  severe 

His  haplns  youth  why  didst  thou  view  ? 
For  aU  thy  joys  to  him  were  dear. 

And  all  ms  vows  to  thee  were  due ; 
Nor  greater  bliss  his  bosom  knew. 

In  opening  youth's  delightful  prime. 
Than  when  tnv  favouring  ear  he  drew 

To  listen  to  his  chaunted  rhyme. 

Thy  lonely  wastes  and  frowning  skies 

1  o  him  were  aU  with  rapture  frau^^t ; 
He  heard  with  ioy  the  tempest  rise 

That  waked  him  to  subhmer  thought ; 
And  oft  thy  winding  deUs  he  sou^t,    [fume. 

Where  wild-flowers  pourM  theu  rathe  per- 
And  with  sincere  devotion  brought 

To  tbre  the  iuinmet*s  eadicit  bloook 


But  ah  !  no  fbnd  maternal  smile 

His  improtected  youth  enjoy*d, 
His  limbs  inurM  to  early  toil, 

His  days  with  early  hardships  tried  $ 
And  more  to  mark  the  gloomy  void. 

And  bid  him  feel  his  misery. 
Before  his  infant  eyes  would  glide 

Day-dreams  of  immortality. 

Vet,  not  by  cold  neglect  depress*d. 

With  sinewy  arm  he  tum*d  the  sdl. 
Sunk  with  the  evening  sun  to  rest. 

And  met  at  mom  his  earliest  snule. 
Waked  by  his  rustic  pipe,  meanwhile 

The  powers  of  fimcv  came  along. 
And  sooth*d  his  lengthened  hours  of  toil, 

With  native  wit  and  sprightly  song. 

—Ah !  days  of  bliss,  too  swifUv  fled. 

When  vigorous  health  fitom  labour  springSi 
And  bland  contentment  smooths  the  b«l, 

And  sleep  his  ready  opiate  brings ; 
And  hovermg  round  on  airy  wings 

Float  the  light  forms  of  young  desire, 
That  of  unutterable  things 

The  soft  and  shadowy  nope  inspire. 

Now  spells  of  mightier  power  prepare. 

Bid  brighter  phantoms  round  him  dance  t 
Let  Flattoy  sjiread  her  viewless  snare. 

And  Fame  attract  his  vagrant  glance ; 
Let  sprightlv  Pleasure  too  advance, 

Unveil*d  fier  eyes,  undasp'd  her  zone. 
Till,  lost  in  love's  delirious  trance. 

He  scorns  the  joys  his  youth  has  known. 

Let  Friendship  pour  her  brightest  blaze, 

Expanding  all  the  bloom  of  soul; 
And  Mirth  concentre  aU  her  rays. 

And  point  them  from  the  sparUing  bowl ; 
And  let  the  careless  moments  roll 

In  social  pleasure  uneonfined. 
And  confidence  that  spams  control 

Unlock  the  inmoet  sprinfi  of  mind  s 
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TTTiwi  ilMiiif*  JJlh  ijilinflniii  iIm, 
OtSeMDM  bidj  bs  fknoi'd  llaitiDg 

Bajotid  the  ptmunt'i  humblci  jojii, 
And  freed  from  euh  libotioiu  itiife. 

Then  let  him  leun  the  blio  to  nriie 
Th*l  Haiti  the  iodm  ot  poliih'd  life. 

Than  whibt  his  throbbing  Tdna  best  U^ 

With  ereiy  impulK  of  deheht, 
Duh  Aom  hu  lipe  the  cup  of  joy. 

And  ihtodd  the  iceae  in  ihidts  of  night ; 
Aod  let  Deroii,  with  wizard  liEht, 

Diictoae  the  turning  ^ulf  below, 
Aod  pour  inrpiiint  on  Ju*  tighl 

H(t  ipeetttd  illi  and  ihapea  of  woe : 

And  tbow  bncalh  a  dieerlen  >hed. 

With  eamwing  heut  ud  etreunii 

Id  iilKit  gM  where  droop*  her  head 


■treuninc  erea, 


gr  of  hii  eadj  juri  i 


And  let  hii  infaati'  lendat  oIm 
Hit  fbnd  parental  Mccdar  dtila. 

And  bid  him  hear  io  W>nle> 
A  huiband'i  and  a  tather'a  name. 

'Til  done,  the  powerful  charm  ineeeeda ; 

Hi*  high  reluctant  apirit  beoda ; 
Id  bittemsu  of  muI  he  bleeda, 

Nor  longer  wiih  hii  fate  conlenda. 
An  Idiot  laagh  the  welkin  lenda 

A>  ^iui  thu<  degraded  liei ; 
Till  piifing  Heiren  the  veil  exiendt 

That  ihniudi  the  I'oet'i  ardent  ejes. 


_   ,         .       .  valleyi  pioudlj  iprad, 
And,  Scotia,  pour  tliji  thouaand  lilli, 

And  wave  Ihy  heatha  with  blonom*  ted ; 
But  nerer  more  shall  poet  tread 

Thj  airr  heighli,  (far  woodland  reign, 
Since  he,  the  gweeteit  bard,  it  dead. 

That  era  brealbad  the  aoothing  ataiik 
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Trb  att^tidn  of  the  public  seems  to  be  much  occupied  tt  preMil  widi 
the  loss  it  has  recently  sustained  in  the  death  of  the  Caledonian  poet,  Kd- 
bOrt  Burns  ;  a  loss  calculated  to  be  severely  felt  throughout  the  litefirv 
^i^iMrld,  as  well  as  lamented  in  the  narrower  sphere  of  private  ilrie&dship.  It 
was  not  therefore  probable  that  such  an  event  shoiud  be  long  onattendtC 
with  the  accustomed  profusion  of  posthumous  anecdotes  and  memoirs  which 
are  usually  circulated  immediately  after  the  death  of  every  rare  and  cele* 
hrated  personage  :  I  had  however  conceived  no  intention  of  appropriating 
to  myself  the  privilege  of  criticising  Bums*8  writings  and  character,  or  i 
anticipating  on  the  province  of  a  biographer. 

Conscious  indeed  of  my  own  inability  to  do  justice  to  such  a  subject,  I 
should  have  continued  wholly  silent,  had  misrepresentation  and  calumny 
been  less  industrious  ;  but  a  regard  to  truth,  no  less  dian  afBection  for  thb 
memory  of  a  friend,  must  now  justify  my  offering  to  the  public  a  few  at 
least  of  those  observations  which  an  intimate  acquaintance  with  Bums,  and 
the  frequent  opportunities  I  have  had  of  observing  equally  his  happy  qua^ 
lities  and  his  failings  for  several  years  past,  have  enabled  me  to  comma* 
nicate. 

It  will  actually  be  an  injustice  done  to  Bums's  character,  not  only  by 
future  generations  and  foreign  countries,  but  even  by  his  native  Scotland^ 
and  perhaps  a  number  of  his  contemporaries,  that  he  is  generally  talked  of, 
and  considered,  with  reference  to  his  poetical  talents  onfy  :  for  the  fact  is» 
even  allowing  his  great  and  original  genius  its  due  tribute  of  admiration, 
that  poetry  (I  appeal  to  all  who  have  had  the  advantage  of  being  person- 
ally acquainted  with  him)  was  actually  not  hh  forte.  Many  others,  per^ 
haps,  may  have  ascended  to  prouder  heights  in  the  region  of  Parnassus, 
but  none  certainly  ever  outshone  Bums  in  the  charms— the  sorcery,  I 

•  lCn:iUddeU  luiew  the  poet  wcU  s  the  had  CTiry  opportimity  for  obMnratioo  of  wl^ 
«A  M  of  what  wM  nid  of  him  and  done  toward*  him.    Her  baantifUUy  writtta  JE^.-Menihr  Mt  ctadML 
^^wMwaUieeiiiFidaiMlfeDcrallTciiMialidattlMttmc.    U  hia  bi«i  ineiitad  ^1>r.  Cmle  talrie  aeeS 
•dUkmi^MtBterMtlnf  ftomtoekoaee,  and  nthofitatlTe  finon  the  writ«r»  aceuxMe  iB&cmattefti  wthm 
^MWftminpitiirtHysHiaaffcBihwi^  _ 

so 
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would  almost  call  it»  of  fiucinating  convenatioDv  the  nnintaiieoiif  do* 
quence  of  locial  argument,  or  the  unstudied  poignancy  of  brilliant  repar- 
tee ;  nor  was  any  man,  I  believe,  ever  gifted  wiu  a  larger  portion  of  the 
*  vkrida  vii  amad.*  His  personal  endowments  were  perfectly  correqxm- 
dent  to  the  qualifications  of  his  mind :  his  form  was  manly ;  his  action, 
energy  itself;  devoid  in  great  measure  perhaps  of  those  graces,  of  that 
polish,  acquired  only  in  the  refinement  of  societies  where  in  early  life  he 
could  have  no  opportunities  of  mixing  ;  but  where,  such  was  the  irresist- 
ible power  of  attraction  that  encircled  him,  though  his  appearance  and 
manners  were  always  peculiar,  he  never  fiuled  to  delight  and  to  excel* 
His  figure  seemed  to  bear  testimony  to  his  earlier  destination  and  employ- 
ments. It  seemed  rather  mouldea  by  nature  for  the  rough  exercises  of 
Agriculture,  than  the  gentler  cultivation  of  the  Belles  Lettres.  His  fea- 
tures were  stamped  with  the  hardy  character  of  independence,  ,and  the 
firmness  of  conscious,  though  not  arrogant,  pre-eminence ;  the  animated 
expressions  of  countenance  were  almost  peculiar  to  himself;  the  rapid 
lightnings  of  his  eye  were  always  the  harbingers  of  some  flash  of  genius, 
whether  they  darted  the  fiery  glances  of  insulted  and  incGgnant  superiori- 
ty, or  beamed  witli  the  impassioned  sentiment  of  fervent  and  impetuous 
affections.  His  voice  alone  could  improve  upon  the  magic  of  his  eye  :  so- 
norous, replete  with  the  finest  modulations,  it  alternately  captivated  the 
car  with  the  melody  of  poetic  numbers,  the  perspicuity  of  nervous  reason- 
ing, or  the  ardent  sallies  of  enthusiastic  patriotism.  The  keenness  of  sa- 
tire was,  I  am  almost  at  a  loss  whether  to  say,  his  forte  or  his  foible  ;  for 
though  nature  had  endowed  him  with  a  portion  of  the  most  pointed  excellence 
in  that  dangerous  talent,  he  suffered  it  too  often  to  be  the  vehicle  of  personal, 
and  sometimes  unfounded,  animosities.  It  was  not  always  that  sportiveness 
of  humour,  that  **  unwary  pleasantry,"  which  Sterne  has  depicted  with  touches 
io  conciliatory ;  but  the  darts  of  ridicule  were  frequently  directed  as  the  ca- 

Clce  of  the  instant  suggested,  or  as  the  altercations  of  parties  and  of  persons 
ppened  to  kindle  the  restlessness  of  his  spirit  into  interest  or  aversion* 
This,  however,  was  not  invariably  the  case ;  his  wit,  (which  is  no  unusual  mat- 
ter indeed),  had  always  the  start  of  his  judgment,  and  would  lead  him  into 
the  indulgence  of  raillery  uniformly  acute,  but  often  unaccompanied  with 
the  least  desire  to  wound.  The  suppression  of  an  arch  and  full-pointed  bon 
mot,  from  a  dread  of  offending  its  object,  the  sage  of  Zurich  very  properly 
classes  as  a  virtue  on/y  to  be  tought  for  in  the  Calendar  ^  SauUi ;  if  ^so. 
Bums  must  not  be  too  severely  dealt  with  for  being  rather  deficient  in  it. 
He  paid  for  his  mischievous  wit  as  dearly  as  any  one  could  do.  **  'Twas  no 
extravagant  arithmetic,*'  to  say  of  him,  as  was  said  of  Yorick,  that  **  for 
every  ten  jokes  he  got  a  hundred  enemies  ;*'  but  much  allowance  will  be 
made  by  a  candid  mind  for  the  splenetic  warmth  of  a  spirit  whom  **  dis- 
tress had  spited  with  the  world,"  and  which,  unbounded  in  its  intellectual 
sallies  and  pursuits,  continually  experienced  the  curbs  imposed  by  the  way- 
wardness of  his  fortune.  The  vivacity  of  his  wishes  and  temper  was  indeed 
checked  by  almost  habitual  disappointmenU,  which  sat  heavy  on  a  heart 
that  acknowledged  the  ruling  passion  of  independence,  without  having  ever 
been  placed  beyond  the  grasp  of  penury.  His  soul  was  never  languid  or 
inactive,  and  his  genius  was  extinguished  only  with  the  last  spark  of  re- 
treating life.  His  passions  rendered  him,  according  as  they  disclosed  them- 
■eWes  m  affection  or  antipathy,  an  object  of  enthusiastic  attachment,  or  of 
decided  enmity ;  for  he  possessed  none  of  that  negative  insipidity  of  cha> 
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ncteri  whose  love  might  be  regarded  with  indifference,  or  whose  resent- 
raent  could  be  considered  with  contempt  In  this,  it  should  seem,  the 
temper  of  his  associates  took  the  tincture  from  his  own  ;  for  he  acknowledg- 
ed in  the  universe  but  two  classes  of  objects,  those  of  adoration  the  most 
fervent,  or  of  aversion  the  most  uncontrolable  ;  and  it  has  been  frequently 
a  reproach  to  him,  that,  unsusceptible  of  indifference,  often  hating,  where 
he  ought  only  to  have  despised,  he  alternately  opened  his  heart  and  poured 
forth  the  treasures  of  his  understanding  to  such  as  were  incapable  of  ap- 
preciating the  homage ;  and  elevated  to  the  privileges  of  an  adversary,  some 
who  were  unqualified  in  all  respects  for  the  honour  of  a  contest  so  distin- 
guished. 

It  is  said  that  the  celebrated  Dr.  Johnson  professed  to  "  love  a  good 
hater** — a  temperament  that  would  have  singularly  adapted  him  to  cherish 
a  prepossession  in  favour  of  our  bard,  who  perhaps  fell  but  little  short  even 
of  the  surly  Doctor  in  this  qualification,  as  long  as  the  disposition  to  ill-will 
continued ;  but  the  warmth  of  his  passions  was  fortunately  corrected  by 
their  versatility.  He  was  seldom,  indeed  never,  implacable  in  his  resent- 
ments, and  sometimes,  it  has  been  alleged,  not  inviolably  faithful  in  his 
engagements  of  friendship.  Much  indeed  has  been  said  about  his  incon- 
stancy and  caprice  ;  but  I  am  inclined  to  believe,  that  tliey  originated  less 
in  a  levity  of  sentiment,  than  from  an  extreme  impetuosity  of  feeling, 
which  rendered  him  prompt  to  take  umbrage  ;  and  his  sensations  of  pique, 
where  he  fancied  he  had  discovered  the  traces  of  neglect,  scorn,  or  unkind- 
ness,  took  their  measure  of  asperity  from  the  overflowings  of  the  opposite 
sentiment  which  preceded  them,  and  which  seldom  failed  to  regain  its  as- 
cendancy in  his  bosom  on  the  return  of  calmer  reflection.  He  was  candid 
and  manly  in  the  avowal  of  his  errors,  and  his  avowal  was  a  reparatiamm 
His  nsXvweJierti  never  forsaking  him  for  a  moment,  the  value  of  a  frank 
acknowledgment  was  enhanced  tenfold  towards  a  generous  mind,  from  its 
never  being  attended  with  servility.  His  mind,  organized  only  for  the 
stronger  and  more  acute  operations  of  the  passions,  was  impracticable  to 
the  efforts  of  superciliousness  that  would  have  depressed  it  into  humility, 
and  equally  superior  to  the  encroachments  of  venal  suggestions  that  might 
have  led  him  into  the  mazes  of  hypocrisy. 

It  has  been  observed,  that  he  was  far  from  averse  to  the  incense  of 
flattery,  and  could  receive  it  tempered  with  less  delicacy  than  might 
have  been  expected,  as  he  seldom  transgressed  extravagantly  in  that 
way  himself;  where  he  paid  a  compliment,  it  might  indeed  claim  the 
power  of  intoxication,  as  approbation  from  him  was  always  an  honest  tri- 
bute from  the  warmth  and  sincerity  of  his  heart.  It  has  been  sometimes 
represented,  by  those  who  it  should  seem  had  a  view  to  depreciate,  though 
they  could  not  hope  wholly  to  obscure  that  native  brilliancy,  which  the 
powers  of  this  extraordinary  man  had  invariably  bestowed  on  every  thing 
that  came  from  his  lips  or  pen,  that  the  history  of  the  Ayrshire  ploughboy 
was  an  ingenious  fiction,  fabricated  for  the  purposes  of  obtaining  the  inte- 
rests of  the  great,  and  enhancing  the  merits  of  what  in  reality  required  no 
foiL  The  Cotter's  Saturday  Night,  Tam  o*  Shanter,  and  the  Mountain 
Daisy,  besides  a  number  of  later  productions,  where  the  maturity  of  his 
genius  will  be  readily  traced,  and  which  will  be  given  to  the  public  aj 
soon  as  his  friends  have  collected  and  arranged  them,  speak  sufficiently  for 
themselves ;  and  had  they  fallen  from  a  hand  more  dignified  in  the  ranks 
«f  society  than  that  of  a  peasant^  they  bad  perhaps  bestowed  as  unusual  a 
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mee  therey  ueren  in  th» humbler ihade of  roitic uupir»ti<» ftwn wbaace 
tter  rttlly  tpmiig. 

To  the  obicure  iceiie  of  Buras's  education,  and  to  the  laboriouB,  though 
honourable  station  of  rural  industry,  in  which  his  parentage  enroDed  him, 
•fanott  erenr  inhabitant  of  the  south  of  Scotland  can  give  testimony.  Hit 
only  sunrirmg  brother,  Gilbert  Bums,  now  guides  the  ploughshare  of  hit 
ibre&thers  in  Ayrshire,  at  a  farm  near  Maudbline ;  *  and  our  poet's  eldest 
aon  (a  lad  of  nine  years  of  age,  whose  early  dispositions  already  prove  him 
Id  be  in  some  measure  the  inheritor  of  his  father's  talents  as  well  as  indi- 
mioe)  has  been  destined  by  his  family  to  the  humble  employments  of  the 
loom.f 

That  Bums  had  received  no  classical  education,  and  was  acquainted 
with  the  Greek  and  Roman  authors  only  through  the  medium  of  transla* 
tions,  is  a  fact  of  which  all  who  were  in  the  habits  of  conversing  with  him, 
might  readily  be  convinced.  I  have  indeed  seldom  observed  him  to  be  at 
a  loss  in  conversation,  unless  where  the  dead  languages  and  their  writers 
have  been  the  subjects  of  discussion.  When  I  have  pressed  him  to  tell  me 
why  he  never  applied  himself  to  acquire  the  Latin,  in  particular,  a  lan- 
guage which  his  happy  memory  would  have  so  soon  enabled  him  to  be  mas- 
ter of,  he  used  only  to  reply  with  a  smile,  that  he  had  ahready  leamt  all  the 
Latin  he  desired  to 'know,  and  that  was  Omnia  mncU  amor  ;  a  sentence 
that,  from  his  writings  and  most  favourite  pursuits,  it  should  undoubtedly 
aeem  that  he  was  most  thoroughly  versed  in ;  but  I  really  believe  his  clas- 
tic erudition  extended  little,  if  any,  farther. 

The  penchant  Bums  had  uniformly  acknowledged  for  the  festive  plea- 
turet  of  the  table,  and  towards  the  fairer  and  softer  objects  of  nature's 
.  creation,  has  been  the  rallying  point  from  whence  the  attacks  of  his  cen- 
sors have  been  uniformly  directed ;  and  to  these,  it  must  be  confessed,  he 
shewed  himself  no  stoic.  His  poetical  pieces  blend  with  altemate  happi- 
ness of  description,  the  frolic  spirit  of  the  flowing  bowl,  or  melt  the  heart 
•  to  the  tender  and  impassioned  sentiments  in  which  brauty  always  taught 
.  him  to  pour  forth  his  own.  But  who  would  wish  to  reprove  the  feelings  he 
.hat  consecrated  with  such  lively  touches  of  nature?  And  where  is  the 
rugged  moralist  who  will  persuade  us  so  far  to  *'  chill  the  genial  current 
of  the  soul,**  as  to  regret  that  Ovid  ever  celebrated  his  Corinnay  or  that 
'Anacreon  sung  beneath  his  vine  ? 

I  will  not  however  undertake  to  be  the  apologist  of  the  irregularidet 
eren  of  a  man  of  genius,  though  I  believe  it  is  as  certain  that  genius  never 
was  f^  from  irregularities,  as  that  their  absolution  may  in  a  great  met* 
sure  be  justly  claimed,  since  it  is  perfectly  evident  that  the  world  had  ooo« 
tinned  very  stationary  in  its  intellectual  acquirements,  had  it  never  ^en 
birth  to  any  but  men  of  plain  sense.  Evenness  of  conduct,  and  a  due  re- 
gard to  the  decorums  of  the  world,  have  been  so  rarely  seen  to  move  hand 
in  hand  with  genius,  that  some  have  gone  as  far  as  to  say,  though  there  I 
cannot  wholly  acquiesce,  that  they  are  even  incompatible';  besides,  the 
ftailtiet  that  catt  their  shade  over  the  splendour  of  superior  merit,  are 
nore  conspicuously  glaring  than  where  they  are  the  attendimts  of  mere  medi- 


*  Th«  frt0  of  iliii  wordij  man  it  notioed  at  p.  302,  where  wOl  be  fisond  »  dsMrved  tnbate 
SDhblMnorj,  (|brhe.too,alaal  ii  gone),  fiom  the  pen  of  a  friend. 


t  no  pita  of  hnmnm  the  poet^  eldeet  ion  a  manofacturer  waa  given  up.  Ha  hat  boen 
jiMidksiit  of  tlMpabBeoffiees  (the  Stamp-Office)  in  London,  when  he  eontiniMa  ta  fill 
Iw|ijiii%  a  iiictsbli  sitastkw.     Bii  stnking  likenaM  to  the  pott  feas  bin  oftn  if« 
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Ocrity.  It  is  only  on  the  gem  we  are  disturbed  to  see  the  dust ;  the  pebble 
may  be  soiled,  and  we  never  regard  it  The  eccentric  intuitions  of  genius 
too  oflen  yield  the  soul  to  the  wild  effervescence  of  desires,  always  un- 
bounded, and  sometimes  equally  dangerous  to  the  repose  of  others  as  &tal 
to  its  own.  No  wonder  then  if  virtue  herself  be  sometimes  lost  in  the  blaz« 
of  kindling  animation,  or  that  the  calm  monitions  of  reason  are  not  inva- 
riably found  sufficient  to  fetter  an  imaginatio?  which  scorns  the  narrow 
limits  and  restrictions  that  would  chain  it  to  the  level  of  ordinary  minds. 
The  child  of  nature,  the  child  of  sensibility,  unschooled  in  the  rigid  pre- 
cepts of  philosophy,  too  often  unable  to  control  the  passions  which  proved 
a  source  of  frequent  errors  and  misfortunes  to  him,  Burrw"*  made  his  own 
artless  apology  in  language  more  impressive  than  all  the  argumentatory 
vindications  in  the  world  could  do,  in  one  of  his  own  poems,  where  he  de- 
lineates the  gradual  expansion  of  his  mind  to  the  lessons  of  the  **  tutelary 
muse/'  who  concludes  an  address  to  her  pupil,  almost  unique  for  simplicity 
and  beautiful  poetry,  with  these  lines  : 

*^  I  taw  thy  puke's  maddening  ^Axy 
Wild  send  thee  pleasure's  devious  way ; 
Misled  by  Fancy's  meteor  ray. 

By  passion  driven ; 
But  yet  the  light  that  led  astray. 

Was  light  from  heaven  /'*  • 

I  have  already  transgressed  beyond  the  bounds  I  haa  proposed  to  my- 
self, on  first  committing  this  sketch  to  paper,  which  comprehends  what  at 
least  I  have  been  led  to  deem  the  leading  features  of  Bums's  mind  and  cha- 
nu;ter :  a  literary  critique  I  do  not  aim  at ;  mine  is  wholly  fulfilled,  if  in 
these  pages  I  have  been  able  to  delineate  any  of  those  strong  traits  that 
distinguished  him, — of  those  talents  which  raised  him  from  the  plough, 
where  he  passed  the  bleak  morning  of  his  life,  weaving  his  rude  wreaths 
of  poesy  with  the  wild  field-flowers  that  sprang  around  his  cottage,  to  that 
enviable  eminence  of  literary  fame,  where  Scotland  will  long  cherish  his 
memory  with  delight  and  gratitude  ;  and  proudly  remember,  that  beneath 
her  cold  sky  a  genius  was  ripened,  without  care  or  culture,  that  would  have 
done  honour  to  climes  more  favourable  to  those  luxuriances — that  warmth 
of  colouring  and  fancy  in  which  he  so  eminently  excelled. 

From  several  paragraphs  I  have  noticed  in  the  public  prints,  ever  since 
the  idea  of  sending  this  sketch  to  some  one  of  them  was  formed,  1  find  pri- 
vate animosities  have  not  yet  subsided,  and  that  en^y  has  not  yet  exhaust- 
ed all  her  shafts.  I  still  trust,  however,  that  honest  fame  will  be  perma- 
nently affixed  to  Burns*s  character,  which  1  think  it  will  be  found  he  has 
merited  by  the  candid  and  impartial  among  his  countr3rmen.  And  where 
a  recollection  of  the  imprudences  that  sullied  his  brighter  qualifications  in- 
terpose, let  the  imperfection  of  all  human  excellence  be  remembered  at 
the  same  time,  leaving  those  inconsistencies,  which  alternately  exalted  his 
nature  into  the  seraph,  and  sunk  it  again  into  the  man,  to  the  tribunal 
which  alone  can  investigate  the  lab3rrindis  of  the  human  heart^- 

*^  Where  they  alike  in  trembling  hope  repoic^ 
—The  bosom  of  his  father  and  his  God," 

Gkat*s  ELxay. 
Jbmaniak^  /iugutt  7,  1796. 


PhEPACE  TO  tHfi  FIRST  EDITION. 


The  Avowing  trifles  are  not  the  production  of  the  poet,  who,  with  aO 
the  advantages  of  learned  art,  and,  perhaps,  amid  the  elegancies  and  idle- 
ness of  upper  life,  looks  down  for  a  rural  theme,  with  an  eye  to  Theocritut 
or  Virgil.  To  the  author  of  this,  these  and  other  celebrated  names  their 
countrymen  are,  at  least  in  tlieir  original  language,  afomUcdH  shut  191,  and 
a  book  wealed.  Unacquainted  with  the  necessary  requisites  for  commencing 
poet  by  rule,  he  sings  the  sentiments  and  manners  he  felt  and  saw  in  him- 
self  and  rustic  compeers  around  him,  in  his  and  their  native  language*^* 
Though  a  rhymer  from  his  earliest  years,  at  least  from  the  earliest  impulse 
of  the  softer  passions,  it  was  not  till  very  lately  that  the  applause,  perhaps 
the  partiality,  of  friendship,  wakened  his  vanity  so  for  as  to  make  him  think 
any  thing  of  his  worth  showing ;  and  none  of  the  following  works  were  com- 
posed with  a  view  to  tlie  press.  To  amuse  himself  with  the  little  creatiom 
of  his  own  fancy,  amid  the  toil  and  fatigues  of  a  laborious  life ;  to  transcribe 
the  various  feelings,  the  loves,  the  griefs,  the  hopes,  the  fears,  in  his  own 
breast ;  to  find  some  kind  of  counterpoise  to  the  struggles  of  a  world,  al- 
ways an  alien  scene,  a  task  uncouth  to  the  poetical  mind — these  were 
his  motives  for  courting  the  Muses,  and  in  these  he  found  poetry  to  be 
its  own  reward* 

Now  that  he  appears  in  the  public  character  of  an  author,  be  does  it 
with  fear  and  trembling.  So  dear  is  fame  to  the  rhyming  tribe,  that  even 
he,  an  obscure,  nameless  bard,  shrinks  aghast  at  the  thought  of  being 
branded  as — An  impertinent  blockhead,  obtruding  his  nonsense  on  the 
world ;  and,  because  he  can  make  a  shift  to  jingle  a  few  doggerel  Scotch 
rhymes  together,  lookmg  upon  himself  as  a  poet  of  no  small  consequencei 
forsooth! 

It  is  an  observation  of  that  celebrated  poet,  Shcnstone,  whose  divine  ele- 

E*es  do  honour  to  our  language,  our  nation,  and  our  species,  that  *'  HumUUy 
iB  depressed  many  a  genius  to  a  hermit,  but  never  raised  one  to  fame !" 
If  any  critic  catches  at  the  word  genius^  the  author  tells  him  once  for  all, 
that  he  certainly  looks  upon  himself  as  possessed  of  some  poetic  abilitiety 
otherwise  his  publishing  in  the  manner  he  has  done,  would  be  a  manoeuvre 
below  the  worst  character,  which,  he  hopes,  his  worst  enemy  will  «ver 
give  him.  But  to  the  genius  of  a  Ramsay,  or  the  glorious  dawnings  of  the 
poor,  unfortunate  Fergusson,  he,  with  equal  unaffected  sincerity,  declares, 
that,  even  in  his  highest  pulse  of  vanity,  he  has  not  the  most  distant  pre- 
tensions. These  two  justly  admired  Scotch  poets  he  has  ofVen  had  in  hia 
Se  in  the  following  pieces ;  but  rather  with  a  view  to  kindle  at  their  flama^ 
in  fiir  servile  ■twt»a»i/w- 


nUf 


PttttAdB  TO  THB  FIftST  EDltlOM. 


To  hit  •ubfcriberty  the  author  returns  his  most  sincere  thanks :  Not  the 
uercenarj  bow  orer  a  counter,  but  the  heart*throbbing  gratitude  of  the 
bardt  conscious  how  much  he  owes  to  benevolence  and  friendship  for  gra- 
tifying him,  if  he  deserves  it,  in  that  dearest  wish  of  every  poetic  bosom- 
to  be  distinguished.  He  begs  his  readers,  particularly  the  learned  and  the 
polite,  who  may  honour  him  with  a  perusal,  that  they  will  make  every  al- 
lowance for  educatioD  and  circumstances  of  life ;  but  if,  after  a  fkir,  can- 
did, and  impartial  criticism,  he  shall  stand  convicted  of  dullness  and  non- 
sense, let  hmi  he  done  by  as  he  would  in  that  case  do  by  others — let  him 
be  coodsnnedi  without  mercy,  to  contenpt  and  oblivion. 


TO  THE 


NOBLEMEN  AND  GENTLEMEN 


OF  THE 


CALEDONIAN  HUNT. 


My  Lords  and  Gentlemen, 

A  Scottish  Bard,  proud  of  the  name,  and  whose  highest  ambition  is  to 
ting  in  his  Comitry's  service — ^where  shall  he  so  properly  look  for  patron- 
age as  to  the  illustrious  names  of  his  Native  Land ;  those  who  bear  the  ho- 
nours and  inherit  the  virtues  of  their  Ancestors  ?  The  Poetic  Genius  of 
my  Country  found  me,  as  the  prophetic  bard  Elijah  did  Elisha — at  the 
plough ;  and  threw  her  inspiring  mantle  over  me.  She  bade  me  sing  the 
loves,  the  joys,  the  rural  scenes  and  rural  pleasures  of  my  native  soil,  in  m;^ 
native  tongue ;  I  turned  my  wild,  artless  notes,  as  she  inspired. — She  whis- 
pered me  to  come  to  this  ancient  Metropolis  of  Caledonia,  and  lay  my 
Songs  under  your  honoured  protection :  I  now  obey  her  dictates. 

Though  much  indebted  to  your  goodness,  I  do  not  approach  you,  my 
Lords  and  Gentlemen,  in  the  usual  style  of  dedication,  to  thank  you  for 
past  favours  ;  that  path  is  so  hackneyed  by  prostituted  learning,  that  ho- 
nest rusticity  is  ashamed  of  it.  Nor  do  I  present  this  Address  with  the 
venal  soul  of  a  servile  Author,  looking  for  a  continuation  of  those  favours  : 
I  was  bred  to  the  Plough,  and  am  independent.  I  come  to  claim  the  coir 
mon  Scottish  name  with  you,  my  illustrious  Countrymen  ;  and  to  tell  ...c 
world  that  I  glory  in  the  title.  I  come  to  congratulate  my  Country,  that 
the  blood  of  her  ancient  heroes  still  runs  uncontaminated ;  and  that  from 
your  courage,  knowledge,  and  public-spirit,  she  may  expect  protection, 
wealth,  and  liberty.  In  the  last  place,  I  come  to  prefer  my  warmest  wishes 
to  the  Great  Fountain  of  Honour,  the  Monarch  of  the  Universe,  for  your 
welfare  and  happiness. 

When  you  go  forth  to  awaken  the  Echoes,  in  the  ancient  and  favourite 
amusement  of  your  forefathers,  may  Pleasure  ever  be  of  your  party  ;  and 
may  Social  Joy  await  your  return :    When  harassed  in  courts  or  camps 


dzTi  DEDICATION  TO  TH£  CALEDONIAN  HUNT. 

with  the  jo^tllngs  of  bad  men  and  bad  measures,  may  the  honest  consci- 
%  ousness  of  injured  worth  attend  your  return  to  your  Native  Seats ;  and 

may  Domestic  Happiness,  with  a  smiling  welcome,  meet  you  at  your  gates ! 
May  corruption  shrmk  at  your  kindling  indignant  glance ;  and  may  tyranny 
in  Uie  Ruler,  and  licendousness  in  the  People,  equally  find  an  inexorable 
foe! 

I  have  the  honour  to  be, 
With  the  sinceres^  gratitude, 
and  highest  respect. 

My  Lords  and  Gentlemen, 
Tour  most  devoted  humble  servant, 

ROBERT  BURNS. 

Edinbuii^gh,  ) 
April  4, 1787.  f 
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POEMS, 


■  • 


CHIEFLY  SCOTTISH. 


THE  TWA  DOGS: 

A  TALK. 

TwAt  is  that  pUce  o*  SootlancTs  itb. 
That  Imui  ikm  name  o'  Anld  King  OAU 
"Ppop  a  bouiia  daj  ia  June, 
ythta  wtariag  thro'  the  afternoon, 
Twa  doga  that  were  na  thrang  at  hame, 
Fofgather'd  ance  upon  a  time. 

The  firrt  ni  name  they  ca*d  him  Ctuar, 
Waa  keepit  for  hia  Honour's  pleasure : 
Hia  hair,  his  sixe,  his  mouth,  his  higa, 
Show'd  he  was  naoe  o'  Scotland's  dog« ; 
But  whalpit  some  place  far  abroad, 
"Where  sailors  gang  to  fish  ibr  cod. 

His  locked,  lettered,  hraw  hroM  collar 
Show'd  him  the  gentleman  and  scholar  : 
But  tho*  he  was  o*  high  degree. 
The  6ent  a  pride  na  pride  bad  he ; 
But  wad  hae  spent  an  hour  caresatin', 
£v*n  with  a  tinkler  gipsey's  messiii*. 
At  kirk  or  market,  mill  or  cmiddie, 
Nae  Uwted  tyke,  tho*  e'er  sac  duddie, 
But  he  wad  stan't,  as  glad  to  sec  him. 
And  stroan't  on  stanes  an*  hillocks  wi'  him. 

The  tidier  was  a  pkxighman's  collie, 
A  rhyming,  ranting,  raving  billie, 
"Wha  for  his  friend  an*  comrade  had  him. 
And  in  his  freaks  had  Luath  ca'd  him. 
After  some  Aog  in  Highland  sang,* 
Was  made  lang  syne — Lcnrd  knows  how  lang. 

He  was  a  gash  an*  faithfu*  tyke, 
As  erer  lap  a  ahengh  or  dyke. 
His  honest,  oonsie,  baws*nt  face. 
Aye  gat  him  friends  in  ilka  plaoe. 
His  breast  was  white,  his  towiie  back 
Weel  clad  wi*  ooat  o'  glossy  block  ; 
His  gawde  tail,  wi*  npwanl  curl, 
Hnng  o*er  hia  hordiea  wi*  a  ewurL 


•  CiidMiUlBl  dog  to  <MaB^  naftf. 


NMdoabI  but  they  were  fiua  o*  ither, 
An'  nnoo  padc  an'  thick  thwithcr ; 
Vi'  aocial  noise  whylce  snuffM  and  HMwIdt } 
Whyles  mice  and  mowdieworta  thmr  hoiHdl; 
Whyles  soour'd  awa  in  lang  evauniea^ 
An*  worry*d  itber  in  diTerdka  ; 
Until  wT  daffin  weary  grow% 
Upon  a  knowe  they  eat  them  iow% 
And  there  began  a  kag  digi^ria^ 
About  the  lordM  o*  /Aia  ermiiiM^ 

I've  often  wonder'd  honest  Zuath, 
What  sort  o'  life  poor  dogs  like  yoa  hare ; 
An*  when  the  gentry's  life  I  aaw. 
What  way  poor  bodies  lived  are. 

Our  Laird  gets  in  his  racked  rente, 
Hi«  coals,  his  kaiu,  and  a'  hia  atents : 
Ho  rut*  when  he  likes  himsd* ; 
His  flunkies  aiinver  at  the  beU ; 
He  ra*s  his  coach,  he  ca's  hia  hoTM  ; 
He  draws  a  bonnie  silken  poreea 
As  hn^r'n  my  toil,  whare,  thro*  the  eteeka, 
The  yeUow  letter'd  Geordie 


J-   a 


Frae  mom  to  e*en  its  nought  bat  toQio^ 
At  baking,  roasting,  fi7ing,  boiling  ; 
An*  tho*  the  gentry  fast  are  stechin'. 
Yet  ev*n  the  ha*  fUk  fill  their  pechaa 
Wi'  sauce,  ragouts,  and  sic  like  traahtri% 
That's  little  short  o*  downright  waatriei 
Our  Whipper-in,  wee  blastit  wonner. 
Poor  worthleee  rif^  it  eata  a  dinner. 
Better  than  ony  tenant  man 
His  Honour  hie  itt  a'  the  Ian* : 
An*  what  poor  oot-lolk  pit  their  paiaeh  imp 
I  own  its  past  my  comprehension. 

LUATH. 

Trowth,  Caraar,  whyles  they're  fiMh't 
A  cotter  howkin  in  a  sheugh, 
Wi*  dirty  stanes  biggin  a  dyke, 
Baring  a  quarry,  and  sic  like, 
Himself,  a  wife,  he  thus  sustains^ 
A  smytrie  o*  wee  duddie  weana, 
An*  nought  bat  hia  ban'  darg ,  to  keep 
Them  right  and  t%ht  la  thadk  aa*  iifeb 


fl 
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BURNS'  WORXB. 


Am*  wbon  ditjr  ntit  wT  nir  dkuten^ 
liki  lo«  o' k«l^  ar  wut  of  iBMlcn, 
T«  BAHt  wid  tliink,  s  ww  touch  Uagar» 
Am'  thc7  BUUiB  tttam  o*  etnld  amd  huo^; 
Bmty  bo«r  it  cones,  I  iicT«r  keii*d  fet, 
TlMjr^rt  BMMtly  woodcrfii*  coatentad  ; 
Am*  bvirdly  ducb*  tn'  derer  hisMt, 
An  bnd  in  ve  a  way  at  thia  ii. 

cjmaAm. 

Bot  thca  to  tea  ham  j«*re  neglcekit, 
IIo«r  hnflTd,  and  cuff*d,  and  dismpeekit ! 
L    d,  man,  oar  gtntrj  can  at  little 
For  dehren^  dit^en,  amd  aac  cattle ; 
They  gaiif  at  nocjr  bjr  poor  ib*k» 
Aa  I  wad  by  a  atinkinf  brock. 

iNre  BO|ie*d  on  oar  Laird't  eonrt  day 
Am'  moay  a  time  my  heart'a  been  wae, 
p9or  tenant  hodiet,  teant  o'  cath. 
How  they  mann  thole  a  fiictor*a  math ; 
He*ll  etamp^m'  threaten,  cone  an'  twaar, 
He*U  apprehend  them,  poind  their  gear ; 
mule  they  mann  elan*,  wi*  aapeet  homble. 
Am'  hear  it  a*,  an'  liar  an*  tremble ! 

I  tee  how  iblk  lire  that  hae  richet ; 
But  eurdy  poor  iblk  maun  be  wrctchet. 

LUATH. 

They're  nae  tea  wretehed*t  ane  wid  think  ; 
Tho'  eonttaatly  on  poortith't  brink : 
They'n  tae  aoeuttomed  wi'  the  tight. 
The  view  o*t  gi*et  them  little  fright. 

Then  chance  an*  fortune  an  tae  guided, 
They*n  ayo  in  leet  or  mair  provided ; 
An*  tho*  utign'd  wi'  doee  employment, 
A  Mink  o'  rett't  a  tweet  enjoyment. 

The  deareat  comfbrt  o*  their  live*. 
Their  grothie  weant  an'  fiuthfu*  wivai ; 
The  prattlin  Uiinga  an  juit  their  pride 
That  tweeCena  a*  their  fire-tide. 

An'  whylea  twalpennie  worth  o'  nappy 
Can  mak  the  bodiet  unoo  happy ; 
They  lay  aaide  their  private  caret, 
To  mind  the  Kirk  and  State  af&un  : 
They'll  talk  o'  patronage  and  priettt^ 
yrv  kindling  fiuy  in  their  brnitt. 
Or  tell  what  new  tazation't  comio'. 
And  larlie  at  the  fidk  in  Lon'on. 

At  Week  fac'd  Hallowmat  retumi^ 
They  get  the  jovial,  rantin'  kirne, 
'When  rurai  VJk^  o'  every  ttation. 
Unite  in  common  recreation : 
Love  Uinkt,  Wit  dapt,  an*  eodal  Bfirth, 
Foifttt  then't  Can  upo*  the  earth. 

That  merry  day  the  year  begins 
They  bar  the  door  on  firotty  wiodt ; 
Tha  nappy  redo  wi*  mantling  ream 


Tha  hmtin'  pipe,  and  ineatliia*  miltp 
An  handed  round  wi'  right  gnid  ndU : 
The  oantie  aold  fclkt  creckin' 
The  yonng  ante  rantin'  thro'  the 
My  heart  hat  been  aae  fiun  to  aci 
That  I  for  joy  hae  barkit  wi'  them. 

StiO  if t  own  tma  that  ya  haa  aaid» 
8ic  game  it  now  own  aften  piay'd. 
Then't  monie  a  creditable  atoek 
O*  dceentt  honeet,  foweont  fo'k. 
An  riven  ont  baith  root  and  branch. 
Some  ratcal't  pridefii'  greed  to  quench, 
Wha  thinkt  to  knit  himtelf  tha  foMer 
In  lavoun  wi'  eoroe  gentle  maater, 
Wha  aiUint  thrang  a  paiiiamentin** 
For  Britain't  gnid  hit  tanl  indentin'— • 


Haith,  bd,  ye  little  ken  about  it: 
For  ^ritaiVf  ^mrf/— gnid fiuth,  I  dodH  ill 
Say,  rather,  gaun  at  PrtmitrM  lead  him. 
An*  tayin'  aye  or  ne?»  they  bad  him : 
At  operat  an'  playt  parading^ 
Bfor^^tging,  gambling,  matquendiag  ; 
Or  may  be,  in  a  frtdic  daft. 
To  Hagm  or  CaUdt  takca  a  waft^ 
To  mak  a  tour,  and  tak  a  whirls 
To  learn  htm  ton  and  eee  tha  wori* 

There,  at  Fidma,  or  VermSOa^ 
He  rive*  hit  fiither't  auld  entailt ! 
Or  by  Madrid  he  takea  the  rout^ 
To  thrum  guitan  and  feeht  wi'  nowt ; 
Or  down  Italian  vitta  ttartlet, 
Wh — re-hnnthig  among  grovea  o'  myrtlce : 
Then  boutet  drumly  German  water. 
To  mik  himtel'  look  fitir  and  fiitter. 
An'  dear  the  coniequential  eorrowt. 
Love  gift*  of  Carnival  tignoraa. 
For  BrUaiiCa  guid  ! — for  her  dettruction  ! 
Wi*  diwipation,  foud,  an*  foetunu 

LUATR. 

Hech  man  !  dear  tin !  it  that  die  gate 
They  watte  tae  mony  a  bnw  attate ! 
An  we  tte  foughten  an'  harait'd 
For  gear  to  gang  that  gate  at  latt ! 

O  would  they  ttey  aback  frae  conrte. 
An*  pleate  thenndvet  wi*  oountn  qporti^ 
It  wad  for  every  ane  be  better. 
The  Laird,  the  Tenant,  an'  the  Cotter ! 
For  thae  frank,  rantin',  ramblin*  billiety 
Fient  haet  o'  them't  iO^heartrd  foUowa  ; 
Except  for  braakin'  o'  dieir  dmmer. 
Or  tpeakin'  lightly  o'  their  limmer. 
Or  thootin'  o'  a  han  or  moor^^odc. 
The  ne'er  a  bit  they'n  ill  to  poor  folk. 

But  will  ya  teU  me,  Matter  CWaor, 
Sun  great  folk*k  lifo'a  a  lifo  o'  pleMnn! 
Naa  nuU  or  hunger  o'er  am  ateer  thea^ 

Tbt  Ttr^  thought  0*1  and  m  Inr  ihiiii 
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L-hI,  ttatt,  Hrfft  yi  b«t  wlqFfat  wlnit  I 
The  gcotiM  yi  wwl  M*«r  tttry  'tn. 

It's  trnt,  tlMjr  ntid  am  itanre  or  fw«il» 
Thro'  winter's  euJd  or  siountr's  hett ; 
They're  turn  siir  wtrk  to  emo  the 
An'  fiU  auld  ift  wi*  gripn  an'  gnaca 
But  human  hodim  are  aie  SboIs, 
For  a'  thrir  coU«gM  an*  seboola, 
That  when  nas  real  ilk  ^tryHex  them, 
Thejr  mak  enow  themselves  to  vex  thtm. 
An'  aye  the  less  they  hae  to  start  them, 
la  Uke  |>roportion  la*  will  hurt  them ; 
A  eoontry  Mlow  at  the  pleugh. 
His  acrss  till'd,  he's  right  eneugh ; 
A  country  girl  at  her  wheel. 
Her  diaens  done,  she's  unco  wed ; 
But  Gentlemen,  an*  Ladies  warst, 
Wr  cy'ndown  want  o*  wark  are  curst. 
They  hiiter,  lounging,  lank,  an*  laiy 
Tho*  dcil  hact  ails  them,  yet  uneasy 
Tlkeir  days  insipid,  dull,  an*  tasteless  [ 
Their  nighte  unquiet,  lang,  an*  restleMs ; 
An*  er'n  their  sports,  their  balll,  an*  raoc% 
Their  gaUopin*  through  public  places. 
There's  sic  parade,  sic  pomp^  an'  art. 
The  Joy  can  scarcely  reach  the  heart. 
The  men  cast  out  in  party  matches, 
Then  sowther  a'  in  deep  debauches : 
Ati,  night  they're  mad  wi'  drink  an  wh-ring, 
Neiat  day  their  life  is  past  endnrii^. 
The  ladies  arm-in-arm  in  dusten, 
As  great  and  gradoua  a*  aa  sbters ; 
Bat  hotf  their  abeent  thoughts  o'  ither. 
They're  a'  run  deils  an'  jads  thegithar. 
Whyles  o'er  the  wee  bit  cup  ana  platic^ 
Thry  sip  the  scandal  potioa  pretty ; 
Or  lee  lang  nights,  wi'  crabbit  leuks 
Pote  owre  the  devil's  pictni'd  benka; 
Stake  on  a  chance  a  furmer'a  stackyard, 
Aa*  cheat  like  ony  unhang*d  bUckguanL 

There's  some  exception,  man  tn*  woman  ; 
But  this  is  Gentry's  life  in  common. 

By  this  the  son  was  out  o'  nght : 
An'  darker  gloaming  brought  the  night : 
The  bom-dock  humm'd  wi'  la^  draw ; 
The  kye  stood  rowtin'  i'  the  loaa : 
When  up  they  gat  an  shook  their  logi^ 
Beioic'd  they  were  na  wum  but  dogt  / 
And  each  took  aff  hia  several  way, 
Basdv'd  to  meet  aoaw  ither  day. 


SCOTCH  DRINK. 


CMehlm  strong  drink,  untU  he  wlakt 
ThstTs  sinkiBf  In  demdr  { 

An*  limiOT  ffuid  CO  BraSto  binki, 
Tktr*  pwt  wi'  friiCiRir  «Hf  I 


wr 

TlUhe 

Air 


iBomneonsr, 
htolMoriiM 


kb  0106  no 


Jttia, 


'«jnrss«rbr,XBU.|,7. 


*«»«M 


Ln  dthor  poeCa  nise  «  firaeai, 

'Boot  Tines,  and  winea,  and  druakea  Saeehug^ 

An'  erabbit  aames  an'  storfea  wrack  as, 

An'  grate  onr  lug, 
laingthejoice  Sentibewren.  nuk  aa^ 

In  glass  or  jqg. 

O  Thou,  myMiuef  gnid  auld  &ofdl  Drink 
Whether  thro'  wimpling  worms  thou  jink. 
Or,  richly  brown,  ream  o'er  the  brink» 

In  gkirioiis  fiwm, 
Inspire  me,  till  I  lisp  and  wink. 

To  sing  thy  naaM, 

Let  husky  Wheat  the  hangha  adorn, 
And  Aite  set  up  their  owaie  hora. 
An'  Pease  and  Beans  at  e'en  or  mora, 

Fsrlumt  the  plain, 
Leeie  me  on  thee^  John  BarU^eom^ 

Thoa  kiiy  o' grun ! 

On  thee  aft  Scotland  chowa  her  cood, 
la  aonple  soooes,  the  wail  o*  feod ! 
Or  tumUia'  ia  the  boUiag  flood. 

Wi'  kail  aa'  beef; 
Bat  whea  thou  pours  thy  stroag  heart's  bkMM^ 

There  thoa  ahiaes  chiet 

Fond  fills  the  wam^  aa'  keepa  oa  Kvia*; 
Tho*  Ufe'k  a  gift  no  worth  neeivia'. 
When  heavy  dragg'd  wi'  piae  and  grievia* ; 

But  oil'd  by  thec^ 
The  wheds  o'  life  gae  dowa-hOl,  acrievm', 

Wi*  rattlia*  glee. 

Thoa  dear*  the  head  o*  doited  Lear ; 
Thoa  eheera  the  heart  o'  droopiag  Care ; 

Thoa  atriaga  dw  aervea  o*  LaJbour  aair; 

At^  weary  toil; 
llioa  evea  brightena  dark  Dsi^ 

Wi' gkiomy  smile. 

Aft^  dad  ia  massy  silver  weed, 
Wi*  Qeadea  thoa  erecte  thy  head; 
Yet  hoBibly  kiad  ia  tiaie  o*  aeed. 

The  poor  maa'a  wiac^ 
Si  wee  drap  parriteh,  or  hia  bread, 

Thoa 


Thoa  art  the  fife  o*  poblie  haoate ; 
Bat  thee^  what  were  oar  feba  aad  raate? 
Bv^  godly  meatiBga  o*  the  sauate, 

By  thee  iaspir'd. 
When  gapiag  they  beuege  the  teats. 

Are  doaUy  fir'd. 


.,  -i 


That 
Osweel 
OrrNkin' 


aight  we  get  the  com  ia» 
thoa  raaaa  the  hora  ia ! 
a  New-year  aoraiag 
In  DOC  or  hlekiff 
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inp  ipMtiiil  liani  in, 
Aa*  gvttjr  niclur ! 


BURNS'  WORKS. 

Tbou 


WImb  Vakan  gic«  lut  heHowt  brtath. 
An*  pkmifhoien  gather  wi*  their  gn'^^h, 
O  nee !  to  ice  the  tin  an*  freath 

r  the  li^Qcet  raiip ! 
Then  Bvrmtwm  "  comtB  on  hke  death 
t  At  i-y'r)*  chau}>. 

Naa  mercy,  then,  for  aim  or  sttvl ; 
The  brawDir,  bainie,  plnufj^hmin  chiel*, 
Bri«ga  hani  otrrehipb  wi*  Nturdy  wheel, 

Th«*  stniof  farehaniiner» 
TiU  bkick  ad*  ttiiddif  rin|(  an*  reel 

Wi*  difuoroe  clamour. 

When  aldrliB  weaniea  aee  the  1if;ht« 
Tbou  maks  the  go>iip«  clatter  bright, 
Uow  fumlin*  ciiiCi  their  dearies  flight, 

Wae  worth  the  name  ! 
Ifae  bovlrdie  grta  a  lorial  night, 

Or  pUck  frit  tltetiL 

When  f  houra  anger  at  a  plr^a, 
An'  ju«k  aa  vnd  aa  wud  can  Ik*, 
How  eaiy  can  the  barlty  bree 

Cement  the  quarrel ; 
lt'«  aye  the  cheape«t  Uwjrer'M  ftv. 

To  taste  the  barrel. 

AUke !  that  e'er  mf  Miiw  hi«  ren^m 
To  wyte  her  rtnmtrymon  wi*  trrntun  ; 
But  munr  dailv  weet  their  wea«oii 

Wi*  liquors  nice, 
An*  hanlly,  in  a  wintn***  Hi-smon, 

E'er  npicr  her  price. 

Wae  worth  that  hnndy,  burning  traith, 
Pell  wiurre  n*  nmnie  a  pain  an*  bra«>h ! 
TwiiiM  immie  a  pwr,  duylt,  ilninken  hash, 

O*  fwlf  hi-.  d:tv« ; 
An*  icoils  beside,  anM  .^nttlMnd*!*  cinh 

To  her  warst  f.!e% 

Ye  Scots,  wha  wish  auld  Scotland  well  I 
Ye  chief,  to  you  my  tale  I  t!*l], 
Fdot  placklcss  devih  like  mysel* ! 

It  setH  yon  ill, 
HT  bitter,  dearthfu*  wine*  to  mell. 

Or  foreign  gill. 

May  gravels  round  his  blather  wrench, 
An*  gouta  torment  him  inch  by  inch, 
Wha  twists  his  gmntle  wi'  a  glonch 

O*  ao«r  disdain* 
Ont  owre  a  glasa  o^  tthtMkjf  pmmth 

Wi*  honest  men. 

O  WhiMkyf  aool  o*  playa  an*  pranks ! 
Aeeept  a  Bardie's  hnmble  thanks ! 
When  wantiDg  ther^  what  tuurisM  ennki 

Ara  wy  paw*  Tttwa ! 


rtttlf  i'  tlieir  nnb 
At  ithcr'a  -—  • 


Thee,  FerinhA  /  O  sadly  kit  I 
Seotland,  lament  frae  coast  to  eoast ! 
Now  colic  grips,  and  harkin  hoast,- 

31ay  kill  us  a* ; 
For  loyal  Forbra'  chartered  boast 

Is  ta*en  awa* ! 

Tliae  rur^t  horse  leeches  o*  th*  Excise, 
Wha  mak  the  WftMy  SUlU  their  prize  ! 
Haud  up  thy  ban*,  Deil !  ance,  twice,  thrice ! 

There,  seize  the  blinkers ! 
An*  bake  them  up  in  hrun«tane  pies 

For  poor  d — ^n*d  drinkersi 

Fortune  !  if  thou'U  but  gle  me  btlll 
Hale  breeks  a  ftiroDe,.au*    \yiii»ky  piU, 
An*  rowth  o*  rhyioe  to  rave  at  Mill, 

T'lk  a'  the  rest, 
'  An'  deal*t  about  as  thy  blind  skill 

Direct*  tbt-e  best. 


•jisiM<fi^^w»^%fvM«4lir  MMiunltli- 


TIIK  AUTII0.1  S 


EARNEST  CRY  AND  PRAYER • 


TO  THE 


SCOTCH  REPRESENTATIVES 


IN  Ti:r 


HOUSE  OF  CO!lLMONS. 


Dearest  of  nistllhtion !  liMt  an4  bet 

iio*  art  thou  )o*t ! Pamttff  un  J/i//sn. 


r««M»«W«<hi^W^MW<atfMI 


Yk  Iri«h  I.oniss  Yc  Kn'.'^bt*  nn*  Stjulrcn, 
Wha  rrprtrtnt  our  hru^lu  nu*  ^lurvv, 
And  douccly  manage  utur  oiralrs 

In  parliament, 
To  you  a  simple  Poets  prayers 

Are  humbly  sent. 

Alas !  my  roupet  Muse  is  beanie  ! 
Your  honours*  hearts  wi*  grief  *twad  pierce 
To  see  her  sittin*  on  her  a — 

Low  i*  the  dust, 
An*  screichin*  ont  prosaic  verse. 

An*  like  to  brust ! 

Tell  them  wha  hoe  the  chief  direction, 
Softland  an*  me*«  in  great  oflliction, 
£*er  sin*  they  laid  that  cnrst  restriction 

On  Aquaviia , 
An*  rouse  them  up  tor  strong  conriction 

An*  more  their  pity. 

•This was wrft^btfoee the  aetansnt  tbt  Scotch 
DbtiUerlts,  of  sesskn  1786|  Itar  vhtch  Oeotlsnd  an4 

tbt  Author  iftttia  Mr  aon  fBrtsfVU  ttiHDto 


■■* 


POEMS. 


St-.r.d  frtitli.  .in*  tcTI  yon  pHmler  Youth, 
Till'  luMictt,  upc'ii,  n>ik«Nl  truth : 
Tell  him  o*  uiiuu  aiiil  SculiuiKrA  ilrouili, 

IIi*t  sHMvantii  hiiniblu  : 
The  nuu'k'.c  tlt-vil  blaw  y«  u'jutii. 

I;  \o  (1:n>cii.I*'c  ! 

D:iL»!*  ony  prc;it  nun  j^lunch  an*  f;!om»»  ! 
Spejk  mit,  an'  never  t-i^li  vi.ur  timiiib  : 
Let  ]){i»i3i  du'  {K'li^iun-i  vink  or  tonni 

Wi'  tucni  uiid  j;r.uit  'cm  ; 
If  hunc^llv  thev  cjn:ia  cmnis 

9  0  ' 

VxT  b.'lUT  WJi'it  V:ii. 

In  Ciitii'iiiv'  vot«\s  vrui  wne  n.i  KU«k  : 
N«iw  >tinil  uj»  ti;ji»t!y  l.y  yt>ur  tirU  ; 
Ne'er  cliu'  vt.'.ir  lu  ■,  .m  ti.r'i.*  vjuir  l»:nk, 

An*  iittin  ail'  hiw  ; 
Lut  r.iiro  your  arm,  an'  t.ll  \tmr  <"iavii 

IiL'foi'c  tl.v,'Ui  a' 

r.:i:it  ?><-i';l.u;il  rrittiji'j  mvix*  hiT  t'liri^^Ic  ; 
Jli-r  nmrclikla  >i«im>  :m  ttwrn's  m  wiii-'flc  ; 
An'  <l-uin'il  I'xciMiiicn  i;)  .1  bisV.i*, 

S.  !/!:.*  .1  .-1.//, 
Tfit::;!j  iTnrjt  i-ruo.iirr:  1.1%  •  a  nin-".-!, 

<Jr  I  i;ii;i:i  -li.ll. 

TI-:in  on  t'.:'  litii'.T  !i  niil  i  n-M  •:  lu-r, 
A  I'  .M'k'^ii.irfl  Siiui      :i  r  1:  -.if  In  I.m;  m.:". 
An'  tiiick-ioi-t !»'..u,  .1  i'!i';lii''  N  i!it..ir, 

('  Mu  jjinin;;  ji>;iit 
I'iiklivj  licT  puuili  a*  \i.\x\i  as  w  Ukt.T 

Or.t*  kiiid  ci)i;i. 

Ih  t'.iic,  till*  lu'/irx  t'ne  innn'  (»'  .S.*(v/, 
l>ur  li'vl  •  Lis  I  cut'"*  l»'.»ii<l  ri^n;^  lu»t, 
'1 -.»  "x-c  lij'*  i>'Hir  .tu.il  Aii!h«'r*>  /i-»i 

An'  |ilt;i.ili'i'i!  u'  her  !•  ii>.:i::'»'  «;rt»jf 

}'»•  ;;  i:lou  ■.  !\i'..i\  i-'i 

\\\^  !    I'aj  l)iir  a  i;;;ir'«'.'*s  \v:";iir, 
T  1 1  lit-  I    ll«H  III, re  J-rt  i»'  si^lit  I 
Ll.1  I  i»»«I:1  I  i.Jvt'  .'ttonf'.-oi.'fi'iirf  fi.'litf 

1  iic!i.*.i  v)mc  »Jik-«jrcKH  I  \va«l  iliaw  ti;4ht, 

An'  tie  ^luiu!  hir»o  Mcl!. 

Goil  llr«H  your  llonnur!*,  can  yc  vuo't. 
Till.'  kiii<i,  atiii!,  oaiiile  C'lilin  C''^'(-'ti 
An'  n»»  j'tt  WMnr.iv  to  \mjr  !;vt, 

An  f;ir  tiiAii  hear  it, 
An*  tfl!  tlicin  wV  a  {Mtrii  t  hejt, 

Vc  wiaua  U-ar  it  !   ' 

Some  <>*  VMi  r.irrlv  Urn  the  l^iWss 
To  rduntl  thr  petit  d  an'  |iun!-e, 
An'  \vi'  iheUJiic  ciaUM-  on  rl.i'i^'; 

To  nuk  huran^uen ; 
Then  echo  thro*  Saiat  Srqihen'*  ^v,l'^ 

Auhi  Scutland*!!  wrangn. 

DempnteTt  a  true  bbie  S**ot  V'^  warrnn  ; 
Thee,  aith-dctcMinj;,  cliaxte  KUkerrum* 


.An*  that  i^liL-gablKt  Hi>{1i1ttiiil  Airafi, 

Th(*  Uird  o*  iirakmm  {• 

An'  ancy  a  chip  thal'^  damn'd  auldCirraB, 

Danda*  hi*  name. 

J'lrfhhif,  a  Kpcnkif  Norland  billie; 
True  C'liiuttinlft,  J'/iuifrirk  box  Uajf  t 
All  LictujMOiu-f  iim  bauld  Hir  WUlit ; 

Au  mony  ithcn. 
Whom  auld  I)i>ni(tothi'iie«  or  Tully 

M  ight  own  ii«r  brithcn. 

Ariiu*i»,  mv  Ixivi* !  exiTt  \our  mettle. 

•  ■  m  " 

To  ^ut  an  id  Scotimul  back  htrr  Mettle  g 
Or  tttith  !  I'll  wad  uiy  near  pieiigh-peCtlct 

Ye'll  Kev't  or  Ung, 
Shell  teacli  yun»  wi*  a  rit-kin*  whittk'y 

Aiiithcr  aaug. 

Th'.s  \vhi!i.>  s'tie*(t  boeu  in  canu*roua  mood« 
j  Ilcr  l,ust  Mihtin  lir*d  her  bliild  ; 
I  (licil  na  they  never  niiir  do  jruidf 
I  Pliy'd  bur  that  pliakic!) 

I  An'  now  bile**  like  to  riii  rt-d-wud 

Ab..ut  her  Wbuky. 

An'  L — d  if  ance  they  pit  her  tilTtt 
Her  tarua  |H:tci(:iiit  hhe'U  hilt, 
I  Au'  durk  an*  pii^tul  ut  h:*r  Ult, 

Slie'U  tak  the  Urcets, 
!  Au*  rtn  her  uliittiu  to  the  Iiilt, 

r  the  titM  »he  meets ! 

For  (m — il  nakp,  Sir*  !  tl.eu  apeak  her  fmiTi 
An*  ktraik  her  rannie  wi*  the  hair. 
An*  to  the  atncklc  hmi«e  repuiri 
I  V/i*  instant  t|)eeil» 

'  An*  strive,  wi*  a*  vour  wit  au*  lear, 

T'l  jjel  re'.ncaih 

Yon  iil-ton:;M'd  tinkler,  Charlie  For, 
Miv  r.innl  vou  wi'  his  jeern  an'  inockf  : 
I'm:  gic  hunt  het,  nu'  h,.artv  rooks  ! 

L'en  cowe  the  caddit 
An*  xnd  him  to  hi«  niring  box 

Au*  vportiu*  lady. 

To]\  yon  c:niil  bhild  o*  auld  J3oi'konHoek\ 

I'll  be  h)h  debt  twa  tnaahhim  bannocks, 

Au'  drink  hi»  health  in  auld  Aaiue  Tiiinockt,f 

Mne  ti^iei  a  week, 
If  he  iwme  scheme,  like  tea  and  winoock9» 

Wad  kindly  seek. 

C)uld  he  some  counityfatioH  broach, 
rU  phfl^re  my  aith  in  gniil  braid  Scotch, 
He  need  ua  fear  tlieir  fjul  repniach 

Nur  erudition, 
Yon  nuxtie>maxtic  queer  hotrh-potch» 

The  Cuaiitiutu 

Auld  Scotland  has  a  raucle  toi^ue ; 
She's  just  a  devil  wi'  a  rung ; 


•  biT  Ailum  KvrgUKU. 


•  The  premit  Duks  of  Montros^-^IROO.) 
t  A  worthy  oM  Hoatns  01'  the  Aiithiit's  lu  Jl/aaeft- 
AiM.  where  be  •omcfimci  itudlei  Pulinet  orcr  a  |U« 


[ant, 


gukl  auld  Scoich  Drink. 


0 

Am*ifilM 


BUANS*  WORKS. 


taldarfomic 
To  tak  th«r  part, 

■he  ilMNild  bettrungi 
She*]!  no  dMcrt. 


An'  Boify  ye  ehoeen  Fiv§  amd  Forty, 
M17  itUl  yov  Mithcr't  heart  rapport  ye : 
Then,  tho'  a  Minuter  groir  dorty, 

An'  Uek  your  plaoe» 
Ye*n  anap  yonr  fingen,  poor  an*  h«urty, 

Before  hit  fiice. 

God  Men  your  Hononn  a*  yonr  dayi. 
Wi'  MMipii  0*  kail  and  brati  o*  claiKe» 
In  spite  o'  a*  the  thieriih  kaca 

That  haunt  St  Jamie*  ! 
Your  humhle  poet  ainfpi  an*  praj-N 

While  Itah  bis  name  is. 


POSTSCRIPT. 

Let  half-stanr'd  sUvca,  in  wanner  iJuea 
See  future  wineis  rich  cluiit*riiig  rise ; 
Thdr  lot  auld  Scotland  ne'er  envies 

But  blithe  and  frisky, 
She  eyes  her  freeborn  martial  boys. 

Tak  aff  their  Whi»kv. 

• 

What  tho'  their  Phoebus  kinder  warms 
While  fragranee  blooms  and  beaut)-  charmn ! 
When  wretches  lange,  in  fami«h*d  swarui», 

The  scented  groves, 
Or  hounded  forth,  diithonour  arms 

In  hungry  droves 

Their  gun's  a  burden  on  their  shouther ; 
They  downa  bide  the  stink  o*  pouther ; 
Their  bauldest  thought's  a  hank'ring  s wither 

To  Stan*  or  rin. 
Tin  akelp— «  shot — they're  aS;  a'  throwther, 

To  save  their  skin. 

But  bring  a  SootMman  frae  his  hill, 
Clap  in  his  cheek  a  Highland  gill, 
Say,  auch  ia  royal  G*org€*9  will, 

An*  there's  the  foe. 
He  has  nae  thooght  but  how  to  kill 

Twa  at  a  bknr. 

Nae  eanld,  fiunt-hearted  donbtings  tease  him ; 
Daath  eomea,  with  fiearieaa  eye  he  sees  him ; 
Wi*  Wttidy  band  a  welcome  gies  him ; 

An'  when  he  &*s 
His  latest  draoght  0*  brrathin*  lea'es  him 

In  Clint  hnnaa. 

Sages  their  solemn  een  may  ateekf 
An'  raise  a  phikisophio  reek, 
An*  physically  causes  seek. 

In  dime  an*  season ; 
Bot  ten  me  WhUky^M  name  in  Greek. 

I'U  teU  the  reason. 

Soeldamd,  my  anM,  rcapected  Mither ! 
Tho*  wbyka  ye  moiatify  your  leather, 


Tn  whara  yt  iU»  flo'cnpi  0* 

Ye  nae  your 

{Fntiam  Md  WkUkg  gang  thai 

Takaffyov 


j) 


THE  HOLY  FAIR.* 


A  robe  of  swming  trotti  and  trust 

Hid  crsfty  ObMnrstlon  1 
And  tscret  nuM  with  poiian*d< 

The  dirlc  of  DeAunatInn : 
A  nwak  that  Ulce  the  |{or|{cC  iho«*d 

Dye-Tarying  on  the  pigeoo  t 
And  for  a  mantle  larae  and  broad. 

He  wrapt  him  in  BeUg^on. 

Hlfpocriiy^4a  moit. 


mtmmm 


Uros  a  simmer  Sunday  mom, 

Wlien  Nature's  fiico  is  £ur, 
I  walked  forth  to  view  the  com. 

An*  sDuff  the  callar  air. 
The  riding  sun  owre  Galtton  muin, 

Wi'  glorious  lij^ht  was  glintin* ; 
The  liaretf  were  hirplin'  down  the  furs, 

The  Uv'mclu  they  were  cbantin' 

Fu'  sweet  that  day. 

II. 
As  lightjfomely  I  glowr'd  abroad 

To  see  a  scene  sae  gay. 
Three  hiisie*,  early  at  the  road. 

Cam  nkelpin*  up  the  way ; 
Twa  had  manteeles  o'  dolefu'  black. 

But  ane  wi*  ly4rt  lining ; 
The  third  that  gaed  a  wee  a-badc. 

Was  in  the  faahion  shining, 

Fu*  gay  that  day. 

UI. 
The  twa  appear'd  like  sisters  twin. 

In  festure,  form,  an*  daes : 
Their  visage  wither'd,  lang,  an'  thin. 

An'  sour  as  ony  slaes ; 
The  Mircf  came  up,  hap-stap-an'-Ioup, 

As  Ught  as  ony  lammie. 
An'  wi'  a  curchie  low  did  stoop. 

As  soon  as  e'er  she  saw  me, 

Fu'  kind  that  day. 

Wi  bannet  aff,  quoth  I,  <  Sweet  laaa, 

I  think  ye  seem  to  ken  me ; 
I'm  sure  I've  seen  that  bonnie  £ioe. 

But  yet  I  canna  name  ye.* 
Quo'  she,  an*  laughin'  as  she  spak. 

An'  tak's  me  by  the  hands, 
**  Ye,  for  my  aake,  ha*e  gi'en  the  feck 

Of  a'  the  ten  commands 

A  screed  some  day. 


*  Hofy /Wrb  aeommoo  nhfiie  in  Che 
Iwd  for  a  saGnHiBHilal  oaeaiioBt 


P021I8. 


V. 
*'  My  nam*  w  PtM— ymir  eronit  davi 

The  nearest  frieiid  y«  ha*e ; 
As*  this  it  StiperttiHoH  hen. 

An*  thftt*t  Hifpoeriti/. 
Tri  faun  to  — —  Hoijf  Fair, 

To  »pend  an  hour  in  daflin* ; 
Gm  ye*  1 1  f^o  there,  yon  ruukled  pair. 

We  will  get  £unout  hnghin* 

At  them  this  day." 

VL 
Quoth  I,  <  With  a*  my  heart  1*11  do*t ; 

rU  fet  my  Sunday'*  rark  on, 
An*  meet  ynu  on  the  holy  upot ; 

Faith  we*iie  hue  fine  remarkin*  !* 
Then  I  gaed  hame  at  cmirdie  time. 

An*  ioon  I  made  mr  ready ; 
For  roads  were  clad,  frae  tide  to  side, 

Wi'  monie  a  weary  body, 

In  droves  that  day. 

VIT. 
Here  farmers  gash,  in  ridin'  graith 

Gaed  hoddin*  by  their  cotters  : 
Their  swsnkien  younj^,  in  hraw  hraiiUcIaith 

Are  sprintfin*  o*er  the  jo'ttem. 
The  laMH%  fikelpin*  barefoot,  thrang. 

In  siljFt  An'  N^rleta  glitter  ; 
Wi'  tntti'tnitk  eherte  in  monie  a  whang. 

An' furls  bak*d  wi'  butter, 

Fn'  crniop  that  day. 

VIIL 
When  by  the  plate  we  set  our  nose, 

Weel  heaped  up  wi'  ha'pence, 
A  greedy  glowr  Black  Bonnet  throws, 

An*  we  maun  draw  our  tipptnee. 
Then  in  we  go  to  see  the  show. 

On  ev*ry  side  they're  gathcrin*, 
Some  carrying  deals,  some  chairs  an*  stools. 

An*  some  are  busy  bletherin', 

Right  load  that  day. 

IX. 
Here  stands  a  shed  to  fend  the  ■how*n9 

An*  screen  onr  conntra  Gentry, 
There,  racer  Jeu,  an*  twa-three  whora» 

Are  bKnkin'  at  the  entry. 
Here  sits  a  raw  of  tittlin*  jadei, 

Wi*  hear  in*  breast  and  bare  neck. 
An*  there  a  batch  of  wabster  lada, 

Blackgnardin*  frae  K  ck. 


For/vn  this  day. 


Here  some  are  thinkin*  on  their  aini^ 

An*  some  upo*  tfanr  cJaea ; 
Ane  cunert  feet  tkat  lyi'd  hu  shins, 

Anither  sigha  aa*  prays ; 
On  this  hand  sits  n  chosen  swatch, 

Wi*  screw'd  up  grace-proad  £ices  ; 
On  that  a  set  o'  chaps  at  watch, 

Thrang  winkin*  on  the  laaies 

To  chain  tim  dqr> 


XL 

O  happy  ia  the  man  an*  Hmk ! 

Nae  wonder  that  it  pride  him ! 
Wha's  ain  dear  Uss,  that  he  lik«  bei^ 

Comes  dinkin*  down  b«ido  himl 
Wi*  arm  repoa'd  on  the  ehair>bid^ 

He  sweetly  dooa  oonpoae  him ! 
Which,  by  digiem,  iUm  ronnd  hm 

An's  loof  upon  her  iMoom 

Cokenn'd  that  day* 

XIL 

Now  a*  the  congregation  o*er 

Is  silent  expectatkm  ; 
For speels  the  holy  door 

Wi'  tidings  o*  damnation. 
Should  Humir,  wt  in  ancient  days, 

'Mang  sons  o'  God  present  hiniy 
The  vera  sight  o* *s  free, 

To's  ain  bet  hame  had  sent  him 

Wi*  fright  that  day; 

XUL 

Hear  how  he  rlean  the  points  o'  faith 

Wi'  ratUin*  an*  thumpiu' ! 
Now  meekly  calm,  now  wild  in  wrath, 

He's  Htampin*  an*  he's  jumpin' ' 
His  lengthen*d  chin,  his  tum'd-up  snoatt 

His  eldritch  squeel  and  gestures. 
Oh,  how  they  fire  the  heart  devout. 

Like  cantharidian  plasters, 

On  sic  a  day ! 

XIV. 

But  hark !  the  iemt  has  chang'd  its  voice ; 

There's  peace  and  rest  nae  langer  : 
For  a'  the  rtaijwdgtM  rise, 

They  canna  sit  for  anger. 

opens  out  his  cauld  harangues 


On  practioe  and  on  morals ; 
An*  aff  the  godly  pour  in  thraogs, 
To  gie  the  jars  an*  barrels 

A  lift  that  day. 

XV. 

What  signifies  his  barren  shine 

Of  moral  pow'rs  and  reason  } 
His  English  style,  an'  gesture  fine. 

Are  a*  clean  out  o*  season. 
Like  Socraim  or  Antomme, 

Or  some  auld  pagan  Heathen, 
The  moral  man  he  does  define. 

But  ne'er  a  word  o'  &ith  in 

That's  right  that  day 

XVL 

In  guid  time  oomes  an  antidote 
Against  aic  poison'd  nostrum : 

For ,  frse  the  watei-fit. 

Ascends  the  holy  rostrum  : 

See,  up  he's  got  the  word  o'  God, 
Ab*  meek  an*  mim  haa  viewed  ity 
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Whik  Cbminofi-JtAM  lutf  ta'tn  the  road. 
Ad*  ail^  an*  up  th«  Cowgate,* 

Fatty  fust,  that  daj. 


Wee 


XVIL 
neirt  the  guard  relierae, 


An'  orthodoxy  raiblee* 
Tho*  in  hie  heart  he  weel  belieree. 

And  think*  it  auld  wives*  hb)m : 
Bat,  fiuth ;.  the  birkie  wants  a  manse 

So  eanniljr  ha  hums  them ; 
Altho'  his  carnal  wit  and  sense 

Like  haffiins-ways  o'crcomes  him 

At  times  that  day. 

xvra. 

Now  but  an'  ben,  the  change-houat  fi]]% 

Wi'  yill-canp  commentators : 
Here*8  crying  o«t  for  bskes  and  gills, 

And  there  the  |>int  stoup  dattera; 
While  thick  an'  tiirang,  an*  luud  an*  lang, 

Wi'  logic,  an*  wi*  Scripture, 
They  raise  a  din,  that  in  the  end, 

Is  like  to  breed  a  rupture 

O*  wrath  that  day. 

XIX. 

Lecfe  mi  M  Drink !  it  gi*es  us  mair 

Tliaa  either  School  or  CoUcg* : 
It  kioiha  wit^  it  waukens  lair, 

It  pangs  ua  foa  o*  knowledge. 
Be*t  whidqr  giU*  or  penn^  wheep, 

Or  ony  stronger  potion, 
It  never  foili^  oo  drinking  deep. 

To  kittle  up  our  notion 

By  night  or  day. 

XX. 

The  lada  an*  lasses,  blythely  bent 

To  mind  baith  saul  an*  body. 
Sit  round  the  table  weel  content, 

An'  steer  about  the  toddy. 
On  this  ane's  dress,  an*  that  ase's  leuk, 

They*re  makin*  observations ; 
While  some  are  cosie  i*  the  neuk, 

An'  forming  assignations 

To  meet  some  day. 

XXL 

Bnt  now  the  L — d's  ain  trumpet  touts, 

Till  a'  the  hills  are  rairin', 
An'  echoes  back  return  the  ahouts : 

Black is  na  spairin* : 

Hia  piercing  words,  like  Highland  swordi^ 

Divide  the  joints  an'  marrow ; 
His  talk  o'  Hell,  where  devils  dwell, 

Oar  very  sauls  does  harrow  f 

Wi*  fright  that  day. 

XXU. 
A  vast,  unbottom'd  bonndlees  pit, 
Fill'd  fou  o*  lowin'  brunstane. 


•  A  stxeet  lo  called,  which  faoet  the  tgni  in 
j  Shakespeare^  Hamlet 


Wha's  ragin*  flame  an*  icorchin*  heat, 
Wdd  melt  the  harde»t  whun-ataoe ! 

The  hdif  a>Jcep  itort  up  wi'  fear. 
An*  think  they  hear  it  roaxin*. 

When  presently  it  rlot-a  appear, 
'Twos  but  iwuie  neighbuur  snorin* 
Attleep  that  day. 

XXIII. 
*T\rad  bo  owre  lang  a  tale  to  tell 

How  monie  stori&i  past. 
An*  how  they  crowdod  to  the  yill. 

When  they  were  a*  dismist : 
How  drink  gaed  round,  in  cogs,  an*  caups, 

Amang  the  furms  an'  benches ; 
An*  cheese  an'  bread,  frae  women*s  laps. 

Was  dealt  about  in  lunches 

An*  dawds  that  day. 

XXIV. 

In  comet  a  gaucie,  ganh  guidwifo, 

An*  sits  down  by  the  fire, 
Syne  draws  her  kebbuck  an'  her  knife^ 

The  losses  they  are  ahyer. 
The  auld  (ruidmen,  about  the  gract^ 

Frae  aide  to  side  they  bother. 
Till  some  ahe  by  his  bonnet  lays. 

An'  gi'et  them't  like  a  tether, 

Fu'  lang  that  day^ 

XXV. 

Waesncks !  for  him  that  gets  nae  lais, 

Or  lasses  that  hae  naething  ! 
Sma'  need  has  he  to  say  a  grace 

Or  melvie  his  braw  claidiing ! 
O  wives  be  mindfu*  ance  yoursel* 

How  bonnie  lads  ye  wanted. 
An'  dinna  for  a  kebbuck-heel. 

Let  lanes  be  affironted 

On  sic  a  day ! 

XXVL 

Now  Clinkumhdlt  wi'  rattlin'  tow, 

Begins  to  jow  an'  croon  ;  * 

Some  swagger  hame,  the  best  they  dow, 

Some  wait  the  afternoon. 
At  slups  the  billies  halt  a  blink, 

Till  lasses  strip  their  shoon : 
Wi*  faith  an*  hope,  an*  lovu  an'  drink, 

They're  a*  in  famous  tune. 

For  crack  that  day. 

XXVIL 
How  monie  hearts  this  day  converts 

O'  sinners  and  o*  lasses  ! 
Their  hearts  o'  Rtanc,  gin  night,  are  gane 

As  saft  as  ony  fle^li  in. 
There's  some  are  fnu  o*  love  divine  ; 

Thci'e'a  some  ore  fou  o'  hrantly  ; 
An'  mooy  jobs  that  day  hegifi. 

!^Iay  end  in  liougliniugandttT 

iSoiac  iihcr  dav. 


POEMS. 


DEATH  AND  DOCTOR  HORN- 
BOOK: 

A  TBUE  STORY. 

So5is  books  are  lies  frae  end  to  end, 
And  some  great  lies  were  never  pennM  : 
Ev'n  Alinijiters,  they  hac  bt>en  kenn*d» 

In  lioly  rapture, 
A  rousing  whid,  at  times,  to  vend, 

Aad.  nail't  \vi*  Scripture. 

Put  thiH  tliat  I  am  gaun  to  toll, 
\\*>iich  lately  on  s  night  liefell. 
Is  just  Ob  truc*s  the  Dc*i]j<  in  hell 

Or  Dublin  city : 
That  c*o'  he  nearer  comes  ourwl* 

*S  a  muckle  pity. 

The  Clachan  yiil  had  made  me  cantVy 
I  was  nae  fou,  but  just  had  plenty  ; 
I  6tacher*d  whilus,  but  yet  took  tent  aye 

To  free  the  ditcheH ; 
An*  hillocks,  stanea,  an*  bushes,  kcnn*d  aye 

Fra£  ghaists  an*  witchi'^. 

The  rising  nuwn  began  to  glow'r 
The  distant  Cumnock  hills  out-owre  ; 
To  count  her  horns,  wi*  a*  my  power, 

I  set  mysel' ; 
But  whether  she  had  three  or  four, 

I  couldna  tell. 

I  was  come  round  about  the  hill. 
And  todlin  down  on  Wille's  null. 
Setting  my  staff  wi*  a*  my  skill. 

To  keep  me  sicker ; 
Tho'  leeward  whyles,  against  my  will, 

I  took  a  bicker. 

I  there  wi*  SomeUiiny  did  forgather, 

That  put  me  in  an  eerie  swither  t 

An*  awfu*  scythe,  out-owre  ae  shouther, 

Clear-dangling,  hang ; 
A  three-taed  leister  on  the  ither. 

Lay,  hirge  and  lang. 

Its  itature  aeem'd  lang  Scotch  ells  twa, 
The  queerest  shape  that  e*er  I  saw, 
For  fient  a  wame  it  had  ava ; 

And  then,  its  shanks. 
They  were  as  thin,  as  sharp,  an*  sma* 

As  cheeks  o*  branks. 

*  Guid-een,*quo*I ; '  Friend !  hac  ycbeenmawin*, 
"When  ither  folk  are  busy  sawin*  ?'  *_ 
It  seem'd  to  mak'  a  kind  o*  stan*. 

But  naething  spak : 
At  length,  says  I,  <  Friend,  where  ye  gann, 

Will  ye  go  back  V 

It  spak  right  howe, — <  My  name  if  Deaths 
Bat  be  na  fley'd.'~Qaoth  I,  <  Guid  faith, 
Ye're  maybe  come  to  stap  my  breath ; 

Bnt  tent  me,  biUie : 


In 


1785. 


I  red  ye  weel,  Uk  em  e*  akaith. 

See  there*!  ft  gully!' 

<  Guidman,*  quo*  he,  *  put  up  your  whitd^ 
Tm  no  de8ign*d  to  try  its  mettle ; 

But  if  I  did,  I  wad  be  kittle 

To  be  mislearM, 

I  wadna  mind  it,  no,  that  spittle 

Out  owre  my  beard. 

<  Woel,  wecl  !*  says  I,  «  a  bargain  be*t ; 
Come,  gie*s  your  hand,  an*  sae  we*re  gree*t ; 
We'll  ease  our  shanks  an*  tak  a  seat, 

Come  gie*8  your  newa  ; 
This  while  *  ye  luc  been  niuny  a  gate, 

At  mony  a  house* 

<  Ay,  ay  !'  quo*  he,  a:i*  shook  his  head, 
'  Its  cun  a  lang,  lun'^  time  indeed 

Siu*  I  br;.-tn  to  nick  the  thread. 

An*  choke  the  breath: 

Folk  maun  do  hometiiini^  for  their  bread, 

Au*  sae  maun  Dtath. 


*  Sax  thousand  ycjrs  are  nearhand  fled 

Siu*  I  was  to  the  butchinf;  bred. 

An*  mony  a  scheme  in  vaiu's  been  laid, 

'i\>  htap  or  scar  me ; 
Till  aue  Iloruhook  *s  f  tuen  up  the  tnde. 

An'  faith,  he*ll  winr 


'  Ye  ken  Jttck  Ilornbookt  V  the  Clachan, 
Deil  mak  his  king*s  hood  in  a  spleuchan  ! 
He*s  grown  sae  wcel  acquaint  wi*  JBuckau  i 

An'  ither  chaps, 
The  weans  baud  out  their  fingers  laughin* 

An*  pouk  my  hips. 

'  See,  here's  »  scythe,  and  there's  ft  dart. 
They  hae  pierc'd  mony  a  gallant  heart : 
But  Doctor  Hornbook,  wi*  his  art 

And  cursed  skill, 
Haa  made  them  baith  no  worth  a  f t, 

Damn'd  kact  they'll  kilU 

*  *Twaa  but  yestreen,  nae  £urther  gaen, 

I  threw  ft  noble  throw  at  ane ; 

Wi'  less,  I'm  suiu,  I've  hundreda  slain ; 

But  deil-ma-core, 
It  just  play'd  dirl  on  the  bane, 

But  did  nae  niair. 

<  Hornbook  was  by,  wi'  ready  art. 
And  had  sae  fortified  the  part. 
That  when  I  looked  to  my  dart, 

It  was  sae  blunt, 
Fient  haet  o*t  wad  hae  pierc'd  the  heart 

Of  ft  kail-runt. 

'  I  drew  my  scythe  in  sic  ft  fury. 


*  An  epidemioal  fever  was  then  raging  In  that  eounfrib 
t  This  gcntienun.  Dr.  Hortdoottn,  proftssiaoalnf 
a  brother  of  the  Sovanign  Order  of  the  FerttlaiWl 
by  intuition  and  insplratk»«  is  at  once  an  ApoCliaeanb 
SuifsoD,  and  Physidan. 

t  Bumaafls  Domastte  Madieinflk 
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I  aMrlim^  eoaplt  wT  1117  Korrj^  . 

WithHood  the  diock ; 
1  Bii^l  M  wid  bae  tried  a  qiurrjr 

O'  hard  wkia  rodu 

*  Et'b  ihm  ha  eanna  get  attended, 
Ahlio*  tbeir  ftct  he  ne'er  had  ken'd  it, 
jMt  ■  in  a  kail-Uade,  and  eend  it, 

Aa  icon's  he  tmelb't, 
Baith  their  diaeaie,  and  what  will  mend  it, 

At  once  he  tella't 

*  An*  then  a'  doctors'  saws  and  whittles, 
Of  a*  dimensions,  shapes,  an*  mettles, 
A'  kinds  o*  boxes,  mugs,  an'  bottles 

He's  sure  to  hae ; 
Thair  Latin  namea  u  fast  he  rattles 

AsABa 

*  Calces  o*  fiisails,  earths,  and  trees ; 
True  Sal-marinum  o*  the  seas  ; 
TIm  Farina  of  beans  and  pease. 

He  has't  in  plmty ; 
Aqna-fiootis  what  yon  please. 

He  can  content  ye. 

*  Fdfbye  soma  new,  uneommoo  weapons, 
Urinus  &»ritns  of  capons ; 

Or  Mite-bom  sharings,  filings,  scrapings ; 

DistUl'd  per  $t  ; 
8al-alkali  o*  Midge-tail  dippins. 

An*  monymae.' 

*  Wae«  me  for  Johnnf  Ged^s  HoU  *  now  ;* 
Qno*  I,  <  If  that  the  news  be  tme  1 

His  braw  calf-ward  where  gowans  grew, 

Sae  white  an*  bonnie, 

Nae  doubt  they'll  rive  it  wi*  the  plough  ; 

They*ll  ruin  Johnny  /* 

The  creature  grain'd  an  eldritch  laugh. 
An'  says,  *  Ye  need  na  yoke  the  pleugh, 
Kirit-yards  will  soon  be  till'd  eneugh, 

Tak  ye  nae  fear ; 
They'll  a*  be  trench'd  wi  mony  a  sheugh 

In  twa-thne  year. 

*  Whare  I  kill'd  ane  a  fiur  strae  death, 
9r  loss  o*  bkM)d  or  want  o*  breath. 
This  night  I'm  free  to  tak  my  aith. 

That  HomboiA**  skiU 
Has  dad  a  score  i*  their  last  elaith. 

By  drap  an*  pilL 

*  An  honcat  Wabster  to  his  trade, 

Vhase  wife's  twa  nievea  were  scarce  weel  bred^ 
Gat  tippence-worth  to  mend  her  head. 

When  it  was  sair ; 
The  wife  slade  eannie  to  her  bed. 

But  ne'er  spik  mair. 

«  A  coontra  Laird  had  ta'ea  the  batts, 
Or  soma  enrmurring  in  his  guts. 


ffia  only  aoa  for  Blonhook  sets. 

An'  pays  hun  wdl } 

The  lad,  for  twa  guid  gimmer  nets, 

Was  laird  hinMel'. 

'  A  bonnie  lass,  ye  ken  her  name. 

Some  iUobrewn  drink  had  hor'd  her  wame ; 

She  trusts  henel*,  to  hide  the  shame. 

In  HontbooJCt  care ; 
Ham  sent  her  aff  to  her  lang  hame, 

To  hide  it  there. 

<  That's  just  a  swatch  o*  Hornbook* t  way ; 
Thus  goes  he  on  from  day  to  day. 
Thus  does  he  poison,  kill,  an*  slay, 

An's  wed  pud  for't ; 
Yet  stopa  me  o*  my  lawfu*  prey, 

Wi*  hU  damn'd  dirt 

«  But  hark !  I*U  tell  you  of  a  plot. 
Though  dinna  ye  be  speaking  o*t ; 
ril  nail  the  self- conceited  sot. 

As  dead's  a  herrin* ; 
Neiat  time  we  meet,  1*11  wad  a  gront, 

He  gets  his  fairin*  !* 

But  just  as  he  began  to  tell. 

The  auld  kirk-hammer  strak  the  bell. 

Some  wee  short  hour  ayont  the  twal^ 

Which  raii'd  us  baith  * 
I  took  the  way  that  pleased  mysel*. 

And  sae  did  Ihath, 


THE  BRIGS  OF  AYR ; 


A  POEM. 


Iksceibed  to  J.  B- 


-,  £jiQ.  Aye. 


•  ThapiT»dta«* 


The  dimple  Bard,  rough  at  the  rustic  plough. 
Learning  his  tuneful  trade  from  every  hough  ; 
The  chanting  linnet,  or  the  mellow  thrush, 
Hailing  the  setting  sun,  sweet,  in  the  green 

thorn  bush : 
The  Noariog  lark,  the  perching  red-breast  shrill. 
Or  deep-toned  plovers,  grey,  wild  whistling  o'er 

the  hill ; 
Shell  he,  nurst  in  the  Peasant*s  lowly  shed, 
To  hardy  independence  bravely  bred. 
By  early  Poverty  to  hardship  sted'd, 
And    train*d    to  anna  in  stem  MisfortuM*s 

field- 
Shall  he  be  guilty  of  their  hirding  crimes^ 
The  servile,  mercenary  Swiss  of  rhymes  ? 
Or  labour  hard  the  panegyric  dose. 
With  dl  the  vend  soul  dP dedicating  Prose? 
No !  though  his  artless  strdns  he  rudely  sings. 
And  throws  his  hand  unoouthly  o*er  the  strings. 
He  glows  with  all  the  spirit  of  the  Bard, 
Fame,  honest  feme,  his  great,  hia  dear  reward. 
Still,  if  some  Patron's  generous  care  he  trace. 
Skilled  in  the  secret,  to  bestow  with  grace ;  - 
When  B  befriends  his  humbla  name^ 

I  And  handa  tha  rnatic  atrypgcr  up  to  £un% 


I 


POEMS* 


11 


Witb   iMtrt-ftH   Utfon   liif   frataAil    boMMn 

■veUi, 
Tht  godlikfl  bliM,  to  ghrt  alou  cxodt. 


*Twu  wlien  the  itacln  g«t  on  their  winter 

And  thack  tnd  npe  secure  tbe  toil-won  cnp : 
Potatoe  binfca  ire  inagged  up  fne  tkaith 
Of  coming  Winter's  biting,  frosty  bretth ; 
The  bees,  njoicing  o'er  their  simmer  toils, 
Unnumber'd  buds  an'  flowers*  delidous  vpoSk, 
Seal'd  up  with  frugal  care  in  maasire  waxen 

piles, 
Are  doom'd  bv  man,  that  tynnt  o'er  the  weak, 
The  death   o    derils,  smoor'd  wi*  brimstone 

reek: 
The  thundering  guns  are  heard  on  er'ry  wde, 
Tlie  wounded  coveys,  reeling,  scatter  wide ; 
The  feather *d  field-mates,  bound  by  Nature's  tic» 
Sires,  mothers,  children,  in  one  carnage  lie  : 
(  What  warm,  poetic  heart,  but  inly  bluedis 
And  execrates  man's  savage,  ruthless  dccdv)  ! 
Nae  mair  the  flow*r  in  field  or  meadow  upringa  : 
Nae  mair  the  grove  wi*  air\'  concert  rin'fs 
Except,  perhaps,  the  Robin's  whiHtliug  ^lec. 
Proud  o*  the  height  o*  some  bit  half-lang  tree  : 
The  hoary  moms  precede  the  sunny  (U\'s 
Mild,  calm,  serene,  wide  spreads  the  noontide 

blaze. 
While  thick  the  gossamour  waves  wanton  in 

the  rays. 
*Twas  in  that  season,  when  a  simple  bard, 
Unknown  and  poor,  simplicity's  reward, 
Ae  night,  within  the  ancient  brugh  of  Ayr, 
By  whim  inspired,  or  haply  prest  wi'  care, 
He  left  his  bed,  and  took  his  wayward  route, 
And  down  by  Simpion**'^  wheel 'd   the  left 

about: 
(Whether  impell'd  by  all-directing  Fale 
To  witness  what  I  after  shall  narrate ; 
Or  whether  rapt  in  meditation  high. 
He  wander'd  out  he  knew  not  where  nor  why), 
The  drowsy  X>ini^eo»-c2ocA,f  had  number'd  two. 
And  WaUae*  tower  f  had  sworn  the  £ict  was 

true: 
The  tide-swoln  Firth,    with    sullen-sounding 

roar. 
Thro*  the  still  night  daih'd  hoarse  along  the 

shore: 
An  else  was  hnsh'd  as  Nature's  closed  e*e ; 
The  silent  moon  shone  high  o'er  tow'r  and  tree : 
The  chilly  frost,  beneath  the  silver  beam. 
Crept,  gently-crusting,  e'er  the  glittering  stream. 

When,  lo !  on  either  hand  the  llst'ning  bard. 
The  clanging  sough  of  whistling  wings    he 

heard ; 
Two  dusky  forms  dart  thro'  the  midnight  air, 
Swift  aa  the  Ga  \  drives  on  the  wheeling  hare ; 


I 


A  noted  tavern  St  the  .^Mtf  A^  end. 

lite  two  sc«epUs. 

The  fos^irk,  or  ftleon. 


Ane  on  th*  AM  Brig  Us  dry  ikape  tiprtii% 
The  ither  flatten  o'er  the  ririmppUrt  .* 
Our  warlike  Rhymer  instantly  descry'd 
The  Sprites  that  ownihitBrig§afAfr  WMMib 
(That  Bards  are  aeeood-aighted  is  wmjJkM, 
An'  ken  the  lingo  of  the  sp'ritnal  folk ;     • 
Fays,  Spunkies,  Kelpies,  a'  they  ean  ezplaiB  dwa^ 
And  ev'n  the  vera  deik  they  brawly  ken  thwii) 
Atdd  Brig  appear'd  of  ancient  Pieidsh  raei^ 
The  very  wrinkles  Gothic  in  his  free : 
He  seem'd  aa  he  wi'  Time  had  waxatl'd  laag* 
Yet  tonghly  doure,  he  bade  an  uneo  bang. 
New  Brig  was  buskit  in  a  braw  new  eoat. 
That  he,  at  LcnCon^  frae  ane  Adama  got ; 
In*s  hand  five  taper  staves  as  smooth's  a  bend* 
Wi*  virls  and  whiriygigums  at  the  head. 
The   Goth  was  stallung  round  with  uaaom 

search, 
Spying  the  time-worn  flaws  in  every  arch ; 
It  chanc'd  his  new-come  neebor  took  his  c*c^ 
And  e'en  a  vex'd  an'  angry  heart  had  he ! 
Wi*  thievelem  sneer  to  see  each  modish  mieot 
He,  down  the  water,  gies  him  thus  gaide*i»^ 

AULn  BRIG. 

I  doubt  na*,  frien*,  ye'll  think  ye're  nae  ahiip* 

sliank, 
Ance  ye  were  streekit  o'er  icwt  bank  to  bank! 
But  gin  ye  be  a  brig  as  auld  aa  me, 
Tho*  faith  that  day  I  doubt  yell  new  ate ; 
There'll  l>r,  if  that  day  come,  1*11  wad  a  boddlib 
Some  fewer  whigmalMries  in  your  noddle. 

NEW  BXIC. 

Auld  Vandal,  >-e  but  show  your  little  mmmt 
Just  much  about  it  wi*  your  scanty  aenae ; 
Will  your  poor  narrow  foot-path  <^  a  street. 
Where  tu'a  wheel-barrows  tremble  when  d^f 

meet, 
Your  ruin'd  formless  bulk,  o'  stane  an*  lima. 
Compare  wi'  bonnie  Brigt  o'  modem  time  ? 
There's  men  o*  taste  would  tak'  the  Dtimh 

etream,'^ 
Tho'  they  should  cast  the  very  sark  and  wenm. 
Ere  they  would  grate  their  feelings  wi*  the  ritV 
Of  »ic  an  ugly  Gothic  hulk  as  you. 

AULD  BRIO. 

Conceited  gou'k  !  puflTd  up  wi'  windy  pridt ! 
This  roonie  a  year  I've  stood  the  flood  an  tidi  | 
An*  tho*  wi'  crazy  eild  I'm  sair  forfiurn, 
ril  be  e.tBrig  wlien  ye're  a  shapeless  cairn ! 
As  )'et  ye  little  ken  id>out  the  nutter. 
But  twa-three  winters  will  inform  ye  better. 
When  heavy,  dark,  continued,  a*-day  rains, 
Wi*  deefiening  delngeit  o'erflow  the  plains ;  • 
When  from  tlic  hills  where  hpriogs  the  bravi* 

iug  CotV, 
Or  stately  Lugur^M  mo«y  fountains  boil. 
Or  where  the   GreeniKk  winds  his  moorliad 

C(»ur«e, 
Or  hauntc<f  Carpal  |  draws  his  feeble  souree^ 


•  A  noted  ford,  Ju%t  above  the  Auld  Brig, 
t  The  banks  of  Cirr/Mi  ^'(S^  is  ouc  of  the  fewplHV 


Is 
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AfMt*d  hf  bliMt'iiag  vlndt  tad  tpoCtiiig  thowet. 
In  BMMiy  «  torrent  down  his  Mft-bioo  row« ; 
VUle  cruhing  ieb,  borne  on  the  roeriog  speat, 
Swtepe  dunt,  an*  milb,  lui*  brigs,  a*  to  the 

|r||te  • 

Aad  fimn  GUmbmek^  down  to  the  Jiaittm  hiy,f 
Anld  Ajpr  ta  juet  one  kngthcn*d  tombliog  lea ; 
Then  down  ye'U  burly  deii  nor  ye  never  riiic ! 
And  daah  the  gnmlie  Jaupe  up  to  the  pouring 

•kiei. 
A  Icaion  ladly  taaehing,  to  your  coat. 
That  Architecture**  noble  art  i»  \mt ! 

MZW  BUG. 

Fine  Arckiiecturt,  trowth,  I  need*  must  aay*t 

o*t! 
The  I>-4l  be  th^nkit  that  weVe  tint  the  gate 

o*t! 
Gaunt,  ghaitly,  gaivt-alluring  edificec. 
Hanging  with  threat'ning  jut,  like  precipices  ; 
0*«r-arching,  mouldy,  glouni-iunpiring  covea, 
Suppocting  rooiii  fiuitafctic,  atony  gruvi« ; 
Windows   aod   doors,    in   naiueicvs    tciilpture 

drest, 
l^th  order,  symmetry,  or  taste  ubulu^l ; 
Forms  like  tome  brdlain  »tatuur}-'ii  drrani, 
The  cras'd  creations  uf  mi^iiided  whim  ; 
Forms  might   be   worshipped   oo   the  bfnded  ! 


And  still  the  second  dread  eomthatui  In;  free. 
Their  likeness  is  not  found  on  earth,  in  air,  or 


Mansions  that  would  divgrace  the  building  ta:)to 
Of  any  numon,  reptile,  bird,  or  beast ; 
Fit  only  for  a  doited  Monkish  race, 
Or  frosty  maids  forsworn  the  dear  embrace, 
Or  eui6  of  later  times,  wha  held  the  notion 
That  sullen  gloom  wan  HteHioi;  true  devotion  ; 
Fancies  that  our  guid  Bru^h  denies  prot«>ctioD, 
And  soon  msy  the)-  expiic,  unblest  with  re- 
surrection ! 

ALLH  bkic. 
O  ye,  my  dear-reroembcrM  ancient  yeallngs, 
Were  ye  but  here  to  ^hire  my  wounded  feelings ! 
Ye  worthy  ProveseMt  an'  mony  a  Bailie^ 
Wha  in  the  paths  o*  righte<>ni»nc!tH  did  toil  aye  ; 
Ye  dainty  I}eacoH$,  an  ye  dunce  Conrcnvrs, 
To    whom     our   modern*    are     but    caubey- 

rleanent ; 
Ye  godly  Omncih  wha  hse  blent  this  town  ; 
Ye  godly  Brrthren  of  the  Macred  gown, 
Wha  meekly  gae  your  hurdit*  to  the  tmiten ; 
And  (what  would  now  be  strange)  ye  yodJy 

\Vriter$  : 
A*  ye  douce  folk  Tve  borne  aboon  the  broo, 
Were  ye  but  here,  what  would  ye  say  or  do  ! 
How  would    \uur  spirits   groan  in  deep  vex^ 

ation. 
To  see  each  melancholy  alteration ; 

In  Um  Weit  of  Seotlsnd,  where  thoie  fluicy.tcsrlnff  b»> 
tML  known  by  ths  name  of  OhaiMttt  still  oononue 
ptrdnadously  to  inhsbiL 

•  Ths  somas  of  the  river  Ayr. 

t  AflBaUlaitarPlMi«bo?ettMlH|ek#j. 


And  sgonisiug,  cu^H!  the  time  and  place 

When  ye  begat  the  base,  degenerate  noe ! 

Nae   lan;rcr   Rev'rend    Men,    their    country*a 

j>h  ry. 
In  plaiu  hruid   Scots  huld  forth  a  plain  braid 

story  ! 
Nae  lojiger  thrifty  Citizens,  an*  douce. 
Meet  owre  a  pint,  or  in  the  Council  house  : 
But  staumrelt  corky-hcsdcd,  graceless  Gentry, 
The  herryment  and  ruin  of  the  country ; 
Men,  three  ports  made  by  tailors  and  by  bar- 
bers, 
Wha  waste  your  well-hain*d  gear  on  d      '  d 
netr  Briyt  and  Harbour*  / 

h'rw  luiiG. 
Now  hau.I  >oa  there !   fur  fisith  ye*ve  said 

cuough, 
And  muekle  niair  thsn  ye  can  niak  to  through, 
As  for  your  Piii>»thoud,  I  shall  say  but  little, 
Corbies  and  CUrtjjf  are  a  shot  right  kittle  : 
But,  under  favour  u*  yuur  langer  beard, 
Abuhe  o*  Magistrates  might  weel  be  spared  : 
To  liken  them  to  your  uuld  warld  squad, 
1  must  needs  say  cuuiparikonn  are  odd. 
In  JLyft  Wag-witB  nue  muir  can  hoe  a  handle 
To  mouth  *  a  Citiscn,*  a  term  o*  Mraudal  : 
Noe   ntuir    the    Council    waddles    down    the 

street 
In  sll  the  pomp  uf  ignorant  conceit ; 
Men  wha  grew  wiite  piig^iu*  owre  hops  an* 

raiHias, 
Or  gather*d  lib*ral  viewH  in  Bonds  and  Seisin*. 
If  haply  Knowledge,  on  a  random  tramp. 
Had  shored  them  with  a  glimmer  of  hi»  lamp, 
And  would  to  Common^wose,  for  once  betrayed 

them, 
Plain   dull    Stui>idity   stcpt   kindly  in   to  aid 

them. 


Vf\iat  farther  cli^hm3claver  might  been  said. 
What  bloody  wars,   if  Sprites  had  blood  to 

shed, 
Xo  man  can  tell ;  but  all  before  thnr  sight, 
A  fdiry  train  n]t|>ear'd  in  order  bright : 
Adown  the  glittVing  utream  they  featly  danced  : 
Bright    to    the    moon     their    various    dresses 

glanced : 
They  footed  o'er  the  wat'ry  glass  so  neat. 
The  infant  ii*o  hcarcc  bent  beneath  their  feet : 
While  arts  of  Min«trel«y  among  them  rung. 
And  Houl-eniiobiing  barids  heroic  ditties  sung. 
O  had  yi*Luuchlint*  thairm-ioApiring  sage. 
Been  there  to  hear  thin  hravenly  band  engage, 
When    thro'  hi*  dear    ^tratktpeys  they  bore 

with  Highland  rage  ; 
Or  when  they  struck  old  Scotia*s  melting  airs, 
The  lover's  raptured  joys  or  bleeding  cares  ; 
How  would  his  HighUnd  lug  been  nobl*r  fir*d. 
And  even  his  matchless  hand  with  finer  touch 

inapir'd ! 


•  A  wtU  known  pcrfonner  of  Seottldi  murie  on  the 
violin. 


POEMS. 


It 


No  guefiA  could  tell  what  iontrumeiit  appetr'd, 
But  uU  tlie  soul  of  Muiiic*s  telf  was  heard ; 
H!irnioniou9i  concert  run^  ia  every  part. 
While  Mimplc  melo<ly  poiirM  moving   on    the 

hrart. 
The  Geniuii  of  the  stream  in  front  appears, 
A  venerable  chief  ailvanced  in  yeuni ; 
His  hoary  head  with  water-lilies  crown'd, 
His  manly  1^  with  garter  tani;le  bound. 
Next  came  the  loveliest  pair  in  all  the  ring. 
Sweet    Female   Beauty   hand    in    liand   with 

Spring ; 
Tlien,  crowa'd  with  flow'r^'  hay,  came  Rural 

Joy, 
And  Summer,  with  his  fervid-fteaming  eye  : 
AU-cheering  Plenty,  with  her  fluwii^  horn. 
Led   yellow  Autumn  wreath*d  with   nudiiing 

com ; 
Tlien  Winter**  time-bleached  locks  did  hoary 

fihow. 
By  Hospitality  with  cluudlon  brow  ; 
Next  foIlowM  Courage  with  hiii  martial  stride, 
From  where  the  Feal  wild-woody  coverts  hide ; 
Benevolence,  with  mild  beniernant  air, 
A  female  form,  came  from  the  tow*rs  of  Stair: 
Learning  and  Worth  in  equal  nieaKure«  trode 
From  simple  Citrine,  their  long-l(>v*d  abode  : 
Last,  white-rob*d  Peace,  crowu*d  with  a  luizel 

wreath. 
To  rustic  Agriculture  dul  liequeith 
The  broken  iron  instruments  of  death  : 
At  sight  of  whom  our  Sprites  forgat  their  Lviid- 

linn  wrath. 


THE  ORDINATION. 


For  fcnse  they  little  owe  to  Frugal  Haav'n— 
To  please  the  Mob  they  hiile  the  liule  fi%'n. 


L 
KiLMARKOcK  Wshwtcrs,  fidge  an*  claw. 

An*  pour  your  creoiihie  nations  ; 
An*  ye  wha  leather  rax  an*  draw. 

Of  a*  denominitiou'*. 
Swith  to  the  lAiiyh  Kirk,  ane  an*  a', 

An*  there  tak  up  your  stations  ; 
Then  aff  to  Debbie* $  in  a  raw, 

An*  pour  divine  lihatiuiu 

Fcr  joy  this  day. 

IT. 

Curnt  ('ommon-srn"c,  that  imp  o*  hell, 
("am  in  wi'  M.ii^-^ie  Lauder;* 

B;it  () ai't  liiadt'  her  v."!!, 

An*  R sair  miset'd  her  ; 

This  day,  M* takm  the  tUil. 

An'  he's  the  boy  will  blaud  bcr  ! 


•  Alluding  to  a  sn>l!inc  ballad  which  was  mada  « 
the  admiaioo  oftht  latt  HCfOVOd  tBd  worthy  Mr.  U 


loth* 


Kiife. 


Ht'U  clap  1  ihangtm  m  bar  tail. 
An*  set  the  bairns  to  daud  btr 

Wi*  dirt  this  day. 

IIL 
Alak  haste  an*  turn  king  David  owrt, 

An*  lilt  wi*  holy  eUngor; 
O*  double  verse  come  gie  us  four, 

An*  skirl  op  the  Bugor : 
This  day  the  Kirk  kicks  up  a  stourc, 

Nae  mair  the  knavet  shall  wnqf  htr^ 
For  heres}*  is  in  her  powcr» 

And  gloriously  she'll  whanf  hnr 

Wi*  pith  this  day. 

IV. 
Come  let  a  projier  text  be  read. 

An'  touch  it  aif  wi*  ▼igour, ' 
How  graceless  Ham  *  leugh  at  his  Dad, 

Which  made  Canaa/t  a  niger  ; 
Or  Phineas  f  drovt  the  monkring  blad% 

Wi*  whore-abhorring  rigour ; 
Or  Ztpjxnrah,  \  the  scaaldiag  jade^ 

Wan  like  a  bluidy  tiger 

r  the  in  that  day. 

V. 

There,  try  his  mettle  oo  the  crecd» 

An*  bind  him  down  wi*  cantioi^ 
That  Stipend  is  a  carnal  weed, 

He  taks  but  for  the  fashion ; 
An*  gie  him  o*er  the  flock  to  fted, 

An*  punish  each  tranegrearion  ; 
Especial,  ram$  that  croea  the  breed, 

Gie  them  sufficient  threahin*. 

Spare  them  naa  day. 

VI. 

Now  auld  Kilmarnock,  cock  thy  tail. 

An*  toss  thy  horns  fii*  eaaty ; 
Xae  mair  thou*lt  rowt  out-owre  the  dale 

BtTause  thy  pasture*s  scanty ; 
For  lapfu*s  large  o*  goapd  kail 

Shall  fill  thy  crib  in  plenty. 
An*  runiM  o*  j^racc,  the  pick  and  walib 

No  gi*en  by  way  o*  dainty. 

But  ilka  day. 

VIL 

Nae  mair  by  BabiVt  ttrtamg  we'll  Wffj^ 

To  think  upon  our  ^ion  ; 
An*  hing  our  fiddles  up  to  sleep, 

Like  haby-clouts  a-dryin* ; 
Come,  screw  the  pegs  with  tune/ii*  cheeps 

An*  owre  the  thairma  be  tr)-in* ; 
Oh,  r.ire  !  tu  s»e  our  rlbucks  whcep, 

An*  a  like  lanlMails  flyin* 

Fu*  lt:st  tl:;s  day. 

VIIL 
Lanf:  Pfitrcn'tpe,  wi*  rod  o*  aim, 
llss  sliured  the  Kirk*s  undoin*. 


•  Genesis,  ch.  ix.  ver.  fft. 
t  Numbscs,  dk  asv.  vst.l^ 
i  Kxodui,  eh.  It,  ?«•  I9i 
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Ai  klrif  JPImipiel,  liir  £nftini» 

H«  provw  to  iti  rnia : 
Oar  Fitraii.  iMniat  bmii  !   GUneuimp 

Ht  mw  mbchwf  ww  brawin* ; 
Aa*  like  ft  fodlf  cleet  bftini, 

Ht*i  walM  ttf  oat  ft  tm$  aat» 

Aa'  iouid  thti  day. 


HifvR- 


IX. 

llftnngne  nae  nair, 


B«t  tlnk  yoor  gab  §ot  ever ; 
Or  tiy  the  wicked  town  of  Ayr, 

For  there  they'll  think  yon  clever  ; 
OTi  aae  reflectioa  on  yimr  lear. 

Ye  may  eommenee  a  »haver ; 
Or  to  the  NttUrtoM  repair, 

Aa*  torn  ft  earper  weaver 

Aff  hand  thii  day. 


X. 


•ad  yon  were  jot t  a  match, 


We  never  had  de  twa  drone* ; 
MM  HonU  did  the  Laiph  Kirk  watch, 

Jnet  like  a  winkin'  baodrons : 
Ab*  tye  he  eateh'd  the  tither  wretch. 
To  firy  ilMBi  in  hia  caodrom : 

BOW  hia  honour  maun  detach, 
Wi*  ft*  hia  brimstone  iquadronis 

Fast,  fut,  this  day. 

XI. 
I  anld  Orthodoxy**  fae^ 
fte's  iwingein'  through  the  city ; 
Hirk  how  the  nine-tail*d  cat  she  pkys ! 

I  vow  it*s  unco  pretty : 
Then,  Learning,  wi*  his  Grceki«h  face, 

OniBts  out  some  Latin  ditty : 
Aa*  Common  sense  is  gaun,  she  says, 
To  mak  to  JamU  Seahie 

Her  plaint  this  day. 

XIL 
B«l  diere*s  Morality  hinuel*, 

Endvacing  a*  opinioos ; 
BiWf  how  he  giea  the  tither  yell» 

Between  hu  twa  companions ; 
8m^  how  abe  pads  the  skin  an*  fell, 

Aa  ant  were  peelin*  onioiu ! 
How  ther»--4hey*re  padced  aiT  to  hell, 

An*  banish'd  our  dominions. 

Henceforth  this  day. 

xni. 

O  happy  day !  rejoice,  rejoice ! 

Come  bouse  about  tiie  porter ! 
llonfi^'s  demure  decoys 

8bau  here  noe  mair  find  quarter  s 
11^ »  R 9  are  the  boys, 

That  heresy  can  torture : 
TlMf^  gie  her  on  a  rape  a  hoyae, 

Aa  cows  her  measure  shorter 

By  the  head  aooie  day* 

XIV. 
btnf  Ao  tiilMr  motehkiA  lii| 


To  every  Ntw  Lig^  *  moUnr^s  iodt 
From  this  time  forth,  ConlbsioB : 

If  mair  they  deave  us  wi*  their  din, 
Or  Patronage  intrusion, 

We'll  light  a  spunk,  an*  ev'ry  akin, 
Well  rin  them  aff  in  fusion 

Like  oil,  sooie  day. 


THE  CALF. 

TO  THE  REV.  MR.  — - 

On  hl«  Text,  Malacki,  ch.  Iv.  vcr.  f.  "  And  thee 
■hall  go  fixth,  and  grow  up,  like  cai.tb8  of  the  stall.* 

Right  Sir  !  j'our  text  1*11  prove  it  true. 

Though  Heretics  may  laugh ; 
For  instance  ;  there**  yoursel'  just  now, 

God  knows,  an  unco  Calf/ 

An*  should  some  Patron  be  so  kind. 

As  ble«  you  wi'  a  kirk, 
I  dnubt  nae,  5>ir,  but  then  we*ll  find, 

Ye*re  still  as  great  a  Stirk, 

Diit,  if  the  Lover*«i  raptur*d  hour 

Shall  evKr  be  %'our  lot, 
Forbid  it,  every  heavenly  Power, 

You  e*er  should  be  a  Stot  I 

Tho*,  when  some  kind,  connubial  Dear, 

Your  but-and-ben  adom«, 
The  like  ban  been  that  you  may  wear 

A  noble  head  of  horng. 

And  in  ^-our  lug,  most  reverend  James, 

To  hear  you  roar  and  rowte, 
Few  men  o*  seniie  will  doubt  your  claims 

To  rank  amang  the  nowte, 

m 

And  when  ye*  re  number*d  wi*  the  dead, 

Belo^'  a  gra»y  hillock,  % 
Wi*  justice  they  may  mark  your  head— 

*  Here  lies  a  famous  BuBoek  /* 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  DEIL. 


<tf  g»*»*»<»<l#XWl<l#Ol#i» 


O  Prince !  O  Chief  of  many  thmned  Power**, 
That  led  th'  embattled  Seraphim  to  war.— Jfltf on. 


«l>««W«*#Wi«»«Wi«Sl#*>#«MWtf*>«*MMIO 


O  TRou !  whatever  title  suit  thee, 

Auld  Homie,  Satan,  Nick,  or  Clootie, 
Wha  in  yon  cavern  grim  an*  sootie, 

aos*d  under  hatches, 
Spairges  about  the  brunstane  cootie. 

To  scand  poor  wretchea ! 

Hear  me,  auld  Hangie,  for  a  wee, 
Ab*  let  poor  damned  bodies  be ; 

•  JVins  £4ffftf  is  a  esnt  phnw  totheWastoT  SeoU 
latter  those  Trilijloiis  <g™]'"',,^;y'*VP'*  Taylor  gf 


I>0£MS. 


Ih 


Tm  lurt  tttoia*  pleuure  it  cts  gie, 

£*eo  to  a  dcil. 

To  ikelp  an*  acaud  poor  dogt  like  me, 

Aa*  hear  ua  aqueel ! 

Great  ia  thy  pow*r,  an*  great  thy  £iiim  ; 
Far  kend  and  noted  ia  thy  name ; 
An*  tho'  yon  lowin*  heugh's  thy  hame, 

Thou  traveb  far ; 
An*  liuth !  thott**  neither  log  nor  lame, 

Nor  blate  nor  scaur. 

Whylea,  ranging  like  a  roarin*  lion, 
For  prey,  a'  holes  and  corners  tryin* ; 
Whyles  on  the  strong-wing'd  tempest  flyln*, 

Tirling  the  kirks ; 
Whyles^  in  the  human  bosom  pryin*. 

Unseen  thou  lurks. 

I*Te  heard  my  reverend  Crannic.say, 
In  lanely  glens  you  like  to  stray ; 
Or  where  auld  min*d  castles  gray, 

Nod  to  the  moon. 
Ye  fright  the  nightly  iirand*rer*a  way, 

Wi*  eldritch  croon. 

'When  twilight  did  my  Orawtie  anmmon. 
To  say  her  prayers,  douoe  honest  woman ! 
Aft  yont  the  dyke  she's  heard  you  bummin* ! 

Wi*  eerie  drone ; 
Or,  mstlin*,  thro*  the  boortries  oomin*, 

Wi*  heavy  groan. 

At  dreary,  windy,  winter  night, 
The  stare  shot  down  wi*  sklentin'  light, 
Wi*  you,  mysel*,  I  gat  a  fright, 

Ayont  the  lough ; 
Ye,  like  Avsh-bush,  stood  in  sight, 

Wi*  waving  sough. 

The  cudgel  in  my  nieve  did  shake, 
Each  bristrd  hair  stood  like  a  stake. 
When  wi*  an  eldritch  stour,  quaick— quaick— 

Amang  the  springs, 
Awa  ye  sqaatter*d,  like  a  drake. 

On  whistling  wings. 

Let  Warlock*  grim,  an*  wither*d  hagf. 
Tell  how  wi*  you  on  ragweed  nags. 
They  akim  the  muirs,  and  dizzy  crags, 

Wi*  wicked  Kpeed ; 
And  in  kirk-yards  renew  their  leagueo, 

Owrc  howkit  deud. 

Thence  couutra  wives,  wi*  toil  au*  paiu, 
May  plunge  an*  plunge  the  kirn  in  vain  ; 
For,  oh  !  the  yellow  treasure's  U*en 

By  witching  skill ; 
An*  dawtit,  twal-pint  Hawkie**  gane 

As  yell*a  the  Bi\l 


Thence  mystie  knots  mak  great  abuse. 
On  young  Guidmcn,  fond,  keen,  an'  cronie 
When  the  bett  wark-lume  i*  the  house, 

By  ciatrip  wit| 


; 


li  instant  made  no  worth  a  1oo«f^ 

Just  at  the  bit. 

When  thowef  disaolva  the  tnawy  boord^ 
An*  float  the  jinglin*  icy-boord, 
Then  WaUri^m  hannt  the  faord, 

Bf  your  directbn, 
An*  nighted  Trav'Ilers  are  allured 

To  their  destruction. 

An*  aft  your  moas-traTenmg  S/mmkiu 
Decoy  the  wight  that  late  and  drunk  ta ; 
The  Ueeiin*,  curst,  mischievous  monkeyi 

Delude  his  ejres. 
Till  in  aOBe  miry  skmgh  he  sunk  is. 

Ne'er  mair  to  rii 


When  JlfatOMi*  mystie  word  an*  girip, 
In  storms  an*  tempests  raise  you  up. 
Some  cock  or  cat  your  rage  maun  stop^ 

Or,  strange  to  tall ! 
The  youngest  Brother  ye  wid  whip 

AffstranghttDhdl! 

Lang  sjme,  in  JEAh*s  bomie  ytrd. 
When  youthfu*  lovers  first  wen  pMr*d, 
An*  all  the  soul  of  lov«  they  shard. 

The  n^ptor'd  hovr. 
Sweet  on  the  fragrant  flowery  awatid 

In  shady  bower: 

Then  you,  ye  anld,  snitf^lnwing  dog ! 
Ye  came  to  INmulise  tnco^, 
An*  played  on  n«an  a  cursed  brogue, 

(Black  be  your  fit*!) 
An*  gied  the  infant  worid  a  shog, 

*Maist  ruined  a*. 

D*ye  mind  that  day,  when  in  a  tnu^ 
Wi*  reekit  duds,  and  reestit  gizi, 
Ye  did  present  )'our  smoutie  phis 

*Mang  better  folk. 
An*  sklented  on  the  man  of  Uz 

Your  npitefu*  joke  ? 

An*  how  ye  gat  him  i'  your  thrall, 
An*  brak  him  out  u*  house  an*  haU, 
While  i)cab«  and  blotches  did  him  gaH, 

Wi*  bitter  claw. 
An*  lowsed  his  ill  tongued  wicked  Scawl, 

Was  want  ava  ? 

But  a*  your  doings  to  rehearse. 
Your  wily  snares  an*  fcchtin*  fierce, 
Sin*  tliat  day  Michael  *  did  you  piero, 

Down  to  this  time. 
Wad  ding  a  Lallan  tongue,  or  Erse, 

In  prose  or  rhyme. 

An*  now,  aukl  Cloott,  I  ken  ye're  thiokia' 
A  certain  Bardie's  rantin*,  drinkin*, 
Some  luckless  hour  will  send  him  linkin*. 

To  your  black  pit ; 


•  Vide  MUtoo^  book  vi. 


SaU  fAith !  bell  tarn  A  corner,  jinkin*. 

And  cheat  you  yet. 

Bat,  fu%  ye  weel,  auld  Nlckie-lieM! 
O  wad  ye  tak  a  thought  and  men* !  ^ 
Ye  ublina  might — I  dinna  ken — 

Still  hae  a  stake^ 
Tm  wae  to  think  upon  yon  den, 

Even  for  your  sake ! 


BURXS'  WORKS. 


THX 


DEATH  AND  DYING  WORDS 

OP 

POOR  MAILIE, 

THE  AUTHOR*S  ONLY  PI:T  YOWE. 
AN  UNCO  MOURNFU*  TALE. 

Aa  MailUf  an*  her  lamb<  ihoijitlMT, 
Were  ae  day  nibbiini^  on  t1:e  trthei-, 
Upon  her  cloot  nhe  roo^t  a  bitch. 
An*  owre  ahe  war»Ied  in  the  (titcli ; 
There,  groaninfCt  dying,  ^hu  did  ]l<>, 
W)^n  Hughoc*  he  cauiv  doytin  by. 

Wi*  glowrin*  een,  and  lifted  hni/A, 
Poor  Hnghoe  like  a  itatne  %rux\  : 
He  law  her  dayi  wf  re  near-hand  orulL'il, 
But,  wae*8  my  heart !  he  could  na  nit^nd  it ! 
He  gaped  wide,  but  naethin*^  »n.'ik  ! 
At  length  poor  Mailie  vilence  brak. 

*  O  thon,  whane  lamentable  f.iri* 
Appear*  to  mourn  my  waefu'  c-i!«  ! 
My  dying  tmrdt  attentive  hear, 
An*  bear  them  to  my  ]\Ij*itrr  diMr. 

*  Tell  him,  if  e'er  attain  lie  keep 
Aa  muckle  gear  as  buy  u  ^h(^eI>, 
O,  bid  him  never  tie  them  mair 
Wi'  wicked  Btring!i  o*  hemp  or  hair ! 
But  ca*  them  out  to  park  or  hill. 
An*  let  them  wander  nt  their  will : 
So  min^M|flock  incrc>i«e,  an*  grow 
To  i^^^Hfembs,  an*  pack^i  u'  woo' ! 


»majyM|flock 

'mm 


WM  a  master  kin'. 
An*  aye  was  gnid  to  me  an*  mine : 
An*  now  my  dying  chaige  I  gie  him. 
My  helplets  lamba  I  trust  them  wi*  him. 

*  O  bid  him  nave  their  harm*jp««  lives, 
Frae  doga,  an*  toda,  an*  butchers'  knives  ! 
Bnt  gie  them  guid  cow  milk  their  lill. 
Till  they  be  fit  to  fend  themsel' ; 
An*  tent  them  duly,  e*en  an*  morn, 
Wi*  teata  o*  hay  an*  rips  o*  corn. 


*  An*  may  they  never  learn  Uie  gaeti 
Of  ithcr  viie,  wanrestfu*  peti! 

To  alink  thro*  Blapj^  an*  reave  an*  iteal. 

At  vtacks  o*  pea«e,  or  stocks  o*  kaiU 

So  may  they,  like  their  great  forbears, 

For  muny  a  year  come  thro*  the  sheers : 

So  wivi>s  u'ill  gie  them  bits  o*  bread, 

An'  bilrn**  gre»?t  for  them  when  they're  dead. 

*  My  p<Mn  tiwp-Iamb^  my  wn  an*  heir, 
!  O  bill  him  broe«l  him  np  wi*  care ! 

I  All*  if  he  live  to  lie  a  !>oa?«t, 
To  pit  «>nie  bavins  in  \x\%  hretat ! 
An*  warn  him,  what  I  winna  name. 
To  stay  citntcnt  wi'  vom'm  at  hame : 
An*  no  to  rin  an*  wear  his  c]oot% 
L:ke  itli'.T  inen-elcvj,  gnii'eless,  brutes. 

*  An*  iici<t  nr.y  /.-'JfrtV,  «illy  t^iinc, 
CJui*!  krep  tluv  iV;ie  .i  u-tlu-r  iffritig  ! 
Ot  may  thn«  ncVr  fiiri::.itlier  np 
Wi'  oiiy  blastit  m:<nrlan(l  toop  : 
But  nyc  kwp  mind  to  mmip  an*  mell 
^\'i*  s^heop  o'  credit  like  thysel' ! 

*  An'  now,  my  bairns,  wi'  my  la*t  breath, 
1  lea'o  niv  blo^*«in'  wi*  you  l).iith  : 

An'  when  you  think  upo'  your  mither. 
Mind  to  l>e  kin'  to  ano  anither. 

*  Now,  honest  Hughoc^  dinna  fail 
To  tell  my  master  a'  my  talc  ; 

An*  bid  him  burn  this  curwd  tether. 
An',  for  thy  pain^  thou'bc  get  my  blether.' 

This  said,  poor  Mailie  tum'd  her  head, 
And  du«ed  her  een  nniang  the  dead. 


w^m 


^f    W  W^^Wrt^.  Mwlw*^^MMM#. 


POOR  MAILIEVS  ELEGY. 

Lament  in  rhyme,  lament  in  prose, 
^Vi*  M.iut  toars  trickling  down  your  nose; 
Our  bardie's  fate  w  at  a  close, 

I'ast  a*  remead ; 
Th«  l.ist  sad  cane-stano  o*  his  woes ; 

Poor  Mailit*t  dead ! 

It's  no  tlie  lo««  o*  warl's  gear. 
That  could  sae  bitter  draw  the  tear. 
Or  mak  our  bardie,  dowie,  wear 

The  mourning  weed : 
He's  lost  a  friend  and  neebor  dear, 

In  McdHe  dead. 

,      Thro'  a*  the  town  she  trotted  by  him ; 
A  lang  half-mile  she  could  descry  him  ; 
AVi*  kindly  bleat,  when  she  did  spy  him. 

She  ran  wi*  speed  ; 
A  friend  mair  faithfu*  ne'er  cam  nigh  him. 

Than  Mailie  dead. 

I  wat  she  was  a  sheep  o*  aenae, 
An'  could  behare  herael'  wi*  menae  : 
I'll  •aT*t,  the  nerer  brak  a  fenoe, 

ThrQ*  thicriili  gmlt 


POEMS. 


l^r 


Our  bardie,  lanely,'  keeps  the  «penoo 

Sin*  Mailie'B  dead. 

Or,  if  he  wandert  up  the  howe, 
Her  living  image  in  her  yoire, 
Comes  bleating  to  him  owre  the  knowe, 

For  bits  o*  bread  ; 
An*  down  the  briny  pearls  rowe 

For  Mailie  dead. 

She  wa«  nae  get  o*  moorland  tipit, 
"Wi*  tawted  ket,  an*  hairy  hips : 
For  her  forbears  were  brought  in  ships 

Frae  yont  the  Tweed ! 
A  bonnier  ^eesA  ne*er  cross'd  the  clips 

Than  Mailie  dead. 

"Wae  worth  the  man  wha  first  did  shape 
That  vile,  wanchancie  thing — a  rape  ! 
It  maks  guid  feUows  girn  an*  gape, 

Wi*  chokin*  dread ; 
An*  Robin*»  bonnet  wave  wi*  crape. 

For  Mailie  dead. 

O,  a*  ye  bards  on  bonnie  Doon  ! 
An'  wha  on  Ayr  your  chaunters  tune  ! 
Come,  join  the  roelancholious  croon 

O*  R6birC$  reed ! 
His  heart  will  never  get  aboon 

His  Mailie  dead« 


TO  J.  S. 


WlM*M*i«M*«VMMMrf^«M*r« 


Friendship !  mjrsteriout  cement  of  the  soul ! 
Sweet'ner  of  life,  and  lolder  of  society  ! 
I  owe  thee  much  !  Biair. 


-,  the  sleest,  pankie  thief. 


Dear  S 

That  e'er  attempted  stealth  or  rief. 
Ye  surely  hae  «ome  warlock-breef 

Owre  human  hearts ; 
For  ne'er  a  bosom  yet  was  prief 

Against  your  arts. 

For  me,  I  Bwear  by  sun  an*  moon, 
And  every  star  that  blinks  abooo, 
Ye'vc  cost  me  twenty  pair  o*.  shooo, 

Just  gaun  to  see  you  : 
And  every  ither  pair  that's  done, 

Mair  taen  I'm  wi*  you. 

That  auld  capricious  carlin,  Nature, 
To  roak  amends  for  scrimpit  stature. 
She's  turn'd  you  aff,  a  human  creature 

On  her  Jirst  plan, 
Aud  in  her  freaksi,  on  every  feature. 

She's  wrote,  the  Man, 

Just  now  I've  taen  the  fit  o*  rhyme. 
My  barmie  noddle*s  working  prime. 
My  fancy  yerkit  up  sublime 

Wi*  haaty  fnmnMiD  i 


Hae  ye  A  leinm  moment^a  tiipc" 

To  heir  whalli  Mttia'  ? 

Some  rhyme  t  neebor*!  name  to  laah ; 
Some  rhyme  (vain  thought ! )  for  needfd*  caah^ 
Some  rhyme  to  court  the  conntra  clash. 

An'  raise  a  din ; 
For  me  an  aim  I  never  £uh ; 

I  rhyme  for  fun. 

The  star  that  rules  my  luckless  lot. 
Has  fitted  me  the  russet  coat. 
An'  damned  my  fortune  to  the  groat : 

But  in  requit. 
Has  bless'd  me  wi'  a  random  shot 

O'  countra  wit. 

This  while  my  notion's  taen  a  sklent, 
To  try  my  fete  in  guid  black  prent ; 
But  still  the  mair  Fni  that  way  bent, 

Something  cries  *  Hoolie  ( 
I  red  you,  honest  man,  tak  tent ! 

Ye'll  shaw  your  foDy. 

*  There's  ither  poets,  much  your  betters. 
Far  seen  in  Greek,  deep  men  o'  letters, 
Hae  thought  they  had  ensured  their  debtors*^ 

A'  future  ages ; 
Now  moths  deform  in  shapeless  tetters, 

Their  unknown  pages. 

Then  fiireweel  hopes  o'  laurel-bough% 
To  garland  my  poetic  brows  ! 
Henceforth  I'll  rove  where  busy  ploughs 

Are  whistling  dirang. 
An*  teach  the  lauely  heights  an*  howes 

My  rustic  sang. 

ril  wander  on,  with  tentless  heed 
How  never-halting  moments  speed. 
Till  fite  shall  snap  the  brittle  thread  ; 

Then,  all  unknown, 
I'll  lay  me  with  th'  inglorious  dead, 

Forgot  and  gone ! 

But  why  o*  death  begin  a  tale  ? 
Just  now  we're  living,  sound  an'  hale, 
Then  top  and  maintop  crowd  the  sail. 

Heave  eare  o'er  side 
And  large,  before  enjoyment's  gale. 

Let's  tak'  the  tide. 

This  life,  sae  far's  I  understand. 
Is  a'  enchanted  fairy  land. 
Where  pleasure  is  Uie  magic  wand. 

That,  wieMed  right, 
Maks  hours  like  minutes,  hand,  in  hand. 

Dance  by  fu'  light. 

The  magic-wand  then  let  us  wield ; 
For  ance  that  five-an'-forty's  speel'd. 
See  crazy,  weary,  joyless  eild, 

Wi*  wrinkled  face. 
Comes  hostin',  hirplin',  owre  the  field, 

Wi'  crcepin'  pace. 
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BURNS*  WOHES. 


Whn  aaet  S/&*«  iqf  ttiiri  BMr  ^  gloiiBb*, 
Thai  frmml  racaat 


Ab*  fiuvwcel  dMT 


An'ndal 


The  joy  of  jojri ! 


O  Life !  ham  pletnat  in  Uiy  moraing^ 
Young  Fancy*!  rayi  the  kiili  adornuig ! 
CokUptuiing  Ciution'a  lenon  wwrning, 

We  friak  away, 
Like  acliooUboyay  at  the  expected  warnings 

To  joy  and  play. 

We  wander  there,  we  wander  here^ 
We  eye  the  roae  upcrn  the  brier, 
Uamindfiil  that  the  thorn  ta  near, 

Amang  the  leavei : 
And  though  the  pony  wonnd  appear. 

Short  while  it  grierea. 

Some,  lucky,  find  a  flowery  apat, 
Vor  which  they  nerer  toiled  nor  awat. 
They  drink  the  aweet  and  eat  the  fiu. 

But  care  or  pain ; 
And  haply  eye  the  barren  hut 

With  high  diadain. 

WitK  ateady  aim,  aome  Fortune  chale ; 
Keen  hope  does  every  ainew  brace : 
Thro'  fiuJr,  thro*  fiwl,  they  urge  the  raoe^ 

Anaeiae  the  prey: 
Then  cannier  in  some  cosie  place. 

They  doae  the  (2ay. 

An*  others,  like  your  humble  aenran*. 
Poor  wighta !  nae  rules  nor  roads  obaenrin' ; 
To  right  or  left,  eternal  swenrin*. 

They  aig-aag  on ; 
Till  curat  wi*  age,  obscure  an*  atarrin'. 

They  aften  groan. 

Alas !  what  bitter  toil  an*  straining— 
But  truce  with  peerish  poor  complaining ! 
la  Fortune's  fickle  JLtma  waning  ? 

E'en  kt  h*r  gang ! 
Beneath  what  light  she  has  remaining, 

Let*s  sing  our  aang. 

My  pen  I  here  fling  to  the  door, 
And  kneel,  '  Ye  pow*rs  !*  and  warm  implore 
*  Tho'  I  should  wander  terra  o'er. 

In  all  her  climeib 
Grant  me  but  this,  I  ask  no  more. 

Aye  rowth  o*  rhymeat 

'  Gie  dreeping  roasts  to  countra  lairdsy 
Tin  icicles  hing  frae  their  beards : 
Oie  fine  braw  daes  to  fine  life-guarda, 

An*  maids  of  honour  } 
An*  yill  an*  whisky  gie  to  cairds, 

Until  they  aoonner. 

'  A  title,  Dtmptter  merits  it ; 
A|«iitr|ieto  WmtFiUi 


wwliii  to  MOM  U-yfK^4  fk, 
In  eent  par  eaal 
Bat  gbi  Bt  naly  it«liag  wit^ 

An  Fbi  coBttBfc 

<  While  ye  an  pleated  ta  keep  me  hala^ 
m  ait  down  o*er  my  acanty  mealy 
Ba't  iwrfer  ftroae  or  wmdin  kaif, 

Wi*  eheerfn'  Amo, 
Aa  kng'a  the  moaea  dinna  fiul 

To  aay  the  greee.* 

An  anziooB  e*e  I  nerer  throwa 
Bdiint  my  lug,  or  by  my  noae ; 
I  jook  beneath  miafivtnne's  blows. 

As  weel'a  I  may : 
Sworn  foe  to  aorrow,  care,  an'  praaa^ 

I  rhyme  away. 

O  ye  donee  kSkf  that  live  by  role^ 
OraTe,  tiddesa-bkwded,  calm  and  oool, 
Compar'd  wi*  yoo— O  fixd !  fixd !  fool ! 

How  mneh  unlike ! 
Yoor  hearts  are  jnst  a  atanding  pool. 

Your  liTea,  a  dyke ! 


'  Nae  hair-brain*d  sentimental  tranaa 
In  yenr  un]etter*d  nanwleas  fiuxa  ; 
In  arioso  trills  and  gracea 

Ye  never  atray, 
Bat  ^ToeuttMO^  aolemn  basses 

Ye  hum  away. 

Ye  are  sae  praoe,  nae  doubt  ye*re  vise, 
Nae  iierly  tho*  ye  do  deapiae 
The  haimm  seaimm,  ram-atam  boya, 

The  rattlin*  squad : 
I  see  you  upward  caat  your  eyea — , 

— Ye  ken  the  road«— 

Whilst  I— but  I  ahall  hand  me  there — 
Wi*  you  m  scarce  gang  ony  w*«rs— 
Then,  JamU,  I  shall  aay  nae  mair, 

But  quat  my  aaag. 
Content  wi*  yon  to  mak  a  pair, 

Where  er  I  gang. 


A  DREAM. 


m^immm^mtimm^mm^mmmmm 


Thoughts,  voids,  and  deeds,  the  statute 

reasoot 
But  sutdy  drMHU  iperene*er  indteCed 


bUonea  wMh 


m000im0m0mmt 


ron  rcMllngp  In  the  pubUe  papers,  the  Lawrtaif»Oit» 
with  the  other  pvade  of  June  4,  I7M,  the  aMhor 
wsfl  no  sooner  dropt  asleep,  than  he  lonaninod  hinu 
•eirtramported  to  the  bfrth-day  lercat  aadte  Us 
dreaming  fiuiqr*  made  the  foUowing  ^diWrcsfcl 


GuxD-MonxiN*  to  your  Majetty  ! 

May  hearen  augment  your  blisses^ 
On  erery  new  hirth'dajf  ve  see, 

A  humble  poet  wishes ! 
My  bardahip  iiere,  at  your  kne^ 

On  no  •  da;r  M  this  iei 


tOtUB. 
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li  ittft  tft  ineokdi  M|k  to  M^ 

8v  int  Ikk  dbgr. 

IL 
I  «e  ys'i*  mmpiiBWrtii  fhna^ 

Bjr  mooy  a  lord  aa*  M]r» 
•  God  Mnre  the  Kuv  !*  *■  a  cndBM 

That's  vneo  aaij  aaid  aja ; 


Themte,  too»  a  Tcnal  gaas, 

In'  ihyoMO  wtel  tora'd  an*  rmfy. 

Wad  gar  yoa  trow  yv  na*cr  do  wraag^ 
Bat  aja  uaerriaf  iteadiry 

Onaieadaj. 

m. 

Forma!  bdbra a flMiiareh*t fiMo^ 

£▼*«  Iftarv  I  wiaaa  flatter ; 
For  MiUiar  aeiHioiiy  poat»  nor  plaof^ 

Aai  I  four  haaafale  debtor: 
So  noa  icflcctMMi  oo  jfovr  jproeCy 

Yo«r  kiofdiip  to  beepiftter; 
Thcra'e  aaonie  waar  ben  o*  the  rao^ 

An*  aDdiM  ana  been  better 

Than  jon  this  day* 

IV. 
*TSs  very  tme^  my  oov'reign  king, 

ily  sJoU  mar  we^ba  doabted : 
Bat  fiKts  are  cAieb  niat  winna  ding. 

An*  dowaa  be  diipated : 
Tear  royal  nrsty  beneath  yoor  wing^ 

le  e*en  right  reft  an'  doatod, 
Ab^  aov  the  third  part  o'  the  string. 

An'  Icsiy  oriU  gang  aboat  it 

Than  did  ae  day. 

V. 
Far  be't  firae  me  that  I  aspire 

To  blame  yoor  IcgMbtioo, 
Or  sBy»  fs  wisdom  want,  or  fir^ 

Ta  nue  diia  mighty  nation ! 
Bat,  frith!  I  mneUa doobt,  my  Sirtf 

Ye  Ye  trwlBd  ministration 
To  chaps,  wha,  in  a  bam  or  byre^ 

Wad  better  liU*d  their  station 

Than  courts  yon  day. 

VL 
An*  now  yc've  gien  aoM  JfMimn  peace, 

Hit  broken  dhtns  to  plaister ; 
Tonr  sair  tawtion  does  her  fleox, 

Tin  she  has  scarce  a  teeter; 
For  me^  thank  God,  my  Nfii's  a  iiasf^ 

Nae  hargain  wearing  iMter, 
Or,  fidth!  I  fear,  that  wi*  the  geese^ 

I  shortiy  boost  to  Mstore 

r  the  craft  some  dajr. 

VIL 
Fm  no  mistroBtiflV  Wmi*  PiU^ 

When  taics  he  enlaiges, 
CAn*  WUt§  a  tme  gaid  fUlow*s  geCr 

A  noma  not  enry  spaiigcs). 

That  ha  intsndi  to  pay  yoor  debt| 

An*  k««n  a*  ]roar  cbti|fi| 


BaL  findmh !  kl  wmmtbm  M 

*  a_    *  4  B_  o     a^ 

Abffidga  yoar  aaaam  aaram 

Aa*  baato  thk  dm& 


Adiea,anrXd9*. 


•«k 


VIIL 
/ 

Aa'  may  ye  las  Owraptioals 

Aa'gieherfcrdiMctma! 
Bot  sinee  Vm  here.  Ill  no  mglBe^ 

la  loyal,  trae  afiectiooy 
To  pay  yoar  Qwsra,  with  dao 

liy  Mty  an' sal^JselsM 

Thia  gieat  bfraM^f* 

IX. 

Va^Mtjt^t  Moti JBxtdkmt f 

While  noblss  strire  to  please  ye^ 
Win  yo  accept  a  compJiment 

A  etmple  poet  gies  yo? 
Thae  bonnie  baimdme^  Hesr*n  haa  kBl» 

Stitt  higher  may  tliqr  heme  ye^ 
In  UiH,  tin  frte  soma  day  ia  seni^ 

For  ever  to  idease  ye 

riae  care  out  ^Bjm 

X. 

For  yoOy  yoang  potentate  o  Waki^ 

I  tril  yoar  Ulghmtn  fiuihr, 
Doom  Pleasare'b  stream,  wi^  swelEng  siiK 

Vm  tanM  yo're  driTing  rarely ; 
Bot  some  day  yo  may  gnaw  yoar  aaiK 

An'  cone  yoar  folly  sairiy. 
That  e'er  ye  brak  Diona'a  pale% 

Or  rattled  dke  wi'  CktvUM, 

By  aight  or  day. 

XL 
Yet  aft  a  ragged  covte's  been  known 

To  msk  a  noble  oteer  .* 
80,  ye  may  doocelT  All  a  throne^ 

For  a*  their  dish-mapdavcr : 
There,  him  *  at  Agimiemart  wha  shoa^ 

Few  better  were  or  araver  % 
An*  yet  wi*  fanny  qaeer  Sir  JU8,f 

Hearaaan  uneoshafer 

For  moniea  day 

xn. 

For  yoo,  right  rev  tend  Osaobwf^ 

Naue  seta  the  !■■<■  tiwai  awaster, 
Altho*  a  ribbaa  at  yoar  log 

Wad  been  a  drew  completer : 
Aa  ye  disoam  yon  panghty  dog 

That  bears  the  keys  of  Peter, 
Then,  swith!  an' got  a  wifi  to  hag^ 

Or,  trouth,  ye*n  etain  tho  adtia 

Some  hMklom  dqfd 

xm. 

Yoong  royal  Tarry  JBnd^  I  learay 
Ye*ve  ktdy  come  athwart  htf ; 


•  King  Henry  T, 


BURN'S*  WOKfcS. 


A  gtunoufl  paHt^^  vtnfi  M  tiern, 
Werl  ri}^*d  for  Vvuu'  btrtrr  I 

Bot  fint  himip  mit,  thtt  ilw*!!  ducern 
Your  hfmeoeal  cluirter, 

Thra  liMve  abourd  jronr  gntpple  airn. 
An*  lorjpi  apo*  her  qnarfer,  ^ 

Cmim  full  due  daj. 

XIV. 
Te,  lastly,  bonaw  bkMMMm  a\ 

Ye  n>yal  lames  dainty* 
Heav*ii  mak  yoa  Kuid  as  wvd  as  braw, 

An*  gM  yuu  lads  a-plenty : 
But  sDcvr  nae  Britiak  boffB  awa*, 

For  kings  are  unco  scant  aye ; 
An*  German  grntles  are  but  «ina\ 

Tbey*re  better  jiist  than  wamiaye 
On  onie  day. 

XV. 

Qod  blew  yoa  a* !  eonsider  now, 

Ye*re  unco  muckh  danlet ; 
Bat,  ere  the  er>iirse  o*  lilb  be  thro*. 

It  msy  be  bitter  santet  ( 
An*  I  hue  seeii  their  tnggh  fon. 

That  %-et  hoe  tarroVt  at  it ; 
Bat  or  the  dap  was  dooe^  I  troiTy 

The  laggen  they  hae  olautet 

Ftt*  dean  that  day. 


THE  VISION. 

BUAN  riiurt.f 

Tkk  sun  had  chieed  the  winter  day, 
The  curlers  qoat  their  roaring  pky. 
An'  hunger*d  maukin  ta*en  her  wav 

To  kail-yards  %reen, 
While  CuthlflH  aiaws  ilk  step  betray 

Whaie  she  has  been. 

The  thre»>hcr*8  wmry  JUmpin^rM 
Tlie  ke-lang  day  had  tired  me : 
And. whan  the  day  had  elosed  his  e*e, 

Far  i'  the  rat, 
Ben  i*  the  ipeme*,  right  pensifdiey 

Igaed  to  rest. 

There,  lanely,  by  the  ingle-cheek, 
I  aat  and  ey'd  tha  sptwiug  rotk, 
That  hird  wi'  hoi  pt nirnling  smeek, 

The  aaU  day  biggin' ; 
An'  heard  the  rettei  rattona  aqoeak 

Aboat  the  riggin'. 

All  in  ihia  atttitk  Mkty  dim^ 
I  backward  mosM  on  WMlid  tiin% 
How  I  had  tpanft  By  yoothfh*  prime, 

An*  done  nae-thing. 


•  Alluding  to  tfai  wm^mym  anoaat  of  a  cntaln 
^J|M%  a  tsan  orCMaa^flNr  thadMteiBtdiTUam 


But  stringin*  blethers  up  in  niyflU 

For  foula  to  sing. 

If^  I  to  guid  advice  hot  harkit, 
I  might,  by  this,  hae  led  a  market* 
Or  strutted  in  a  bank  and  darliit 

My  eakh  aeeonot : 
While  here^  half-mad,  half-fed,  half-sarkit, 

Is  a*  th'  amount. 

I  started,  muttering,  blockhead !  coof ! 
And  hedv*d  on  high  uiy  waukit  kio^ 
To  swear  by  a*  yon  starry  roof. 

Or  some  rash  aith. 
That  I,  hcncefortli,  would  be  rkyme-proof 

Tai  my  last  breath^ 

When  click !  the  string  the  sneck  did  draw  } 
An*  jee !  the  door  gaad  to  tho  wa* ; 
An*  by  my  ingle^knre  I  aaw. 

Now  blecnn  bright* 
A  tight  outlandish  Hizxie  bmw, 

GHOe  fiiU  in  sight. 

Ye  need  na  doubt,  I  held  my  whbht 
The  in&nt  aith  half-form'd  was  crush't ; 
I  gk>wr*d  as  eerie*s  I'd  been  dusht 

In  some  wiM  glen ; 
When  sweet,  lika  owdeat  worth,  she  bhiah't, 

And  ileppca  ban. 

Green,  slender,  latMad  koOi^-b^mgkaf 
Were  twisted  graoelii*  round  her  brcMra ; 
I  took  her  for  aome  SoMiah  Mmm^ 

By  that  same  token  ; 
An*  come  to  atop  those  reckless  vows^ 

Wonhl  soon  been  broken. 

A  <  hair-brain*d,  santiniBtal  tnee* 
Was  strongly  marked  in  her  free; 
A  wildly-witty,  rustie  grKe 

Shorn  foil  upon  her ; 
Her  eye,  ev'n  tum*d  on  empty  spaca^ 

BeaBi*d  haan  with  hoaonr 


Down  flow'd  her  robob  a  tartan  sheen. 
Till  half  a  leg  was  scrimply  seen ; 
And  such  a  leg !  my  boonie  Jean 

Oooldonly 
Sae  straught,  sae  taper,  tight,  and 

Vt 


ht 


Her  maniU  Uigt,  of  graaniah  hot, 
My  garing  wonder  chiemr  dfvw  ; 
Deep  Ug&  and  Madsi,  boU-aiafling,  Upwr 

AhMtra  grand; 
And  teem'd  tomy  ■Btoaiah*d  view, 

A  treff  Anovn  land. 


Here,  nTers  in  tfaa  sen  wore  kil  t 
There^  mountains  to  the  akieft  mn 
Here»  tumbliiig  biUowa  mark'd  iha 

WitfitBrgi] 
Thm^  diitint  iImim  Art*a  loA^ 


POEMS. 


II 


Here  Dcnm  pourM  Aovrn  his  tar-fetcVd  floods ; 
There,  well-fed  Intine  statclv  thuds  : 
Auld  hermit  Ai^r  staw  thro*  h:;*  woimIs, 

On  to  the  shore  ; 
And  many  a  lesser  torrent  scuds, 


With  sc'cining  roar. 


Low,  in  a  sandy  valley  spread, 
An  ancient  borough  reurM  her  head  ; 
Still,  as  in  Scottish  story  read, 

She  hnasts  a  race. 
To  every  nohler  virtue  hrcd, 

And  jiolish'd  grace. 

By  stately  towV  or  palare  fair, 
Or  ruins  pendent  in  the  air, 
Bold  stems  of  heroes,  here  and  there, 

1  could  discern  ; 
Some  seem'd  to  mu««,  some  ncenrd  to  dare, 
*  With  f;;ature  stern. 

My  heart  did  glowing  transport  feel. 
To  see  a  race  *  heroic  wheel. 
And  brandish  round  the  deep-ily'd  steel 

In  stunlv  blows  ; 
While  back-recoiling  seem'd  to  reel 

Their  suthrun  fin-s. 

His  Country's  SAvxouii.f  mark  him  well  I 
Bold  Richardton*  \  heroic  swell  ; 
The  chief  on  Sark  §  who  gloriuu^i  fell, 

in  high  command ; 
And  he  whom  ruthless  futes  expel 

His  native  land. 

There,  where  a  sceptred  Plcthh  sliade  I| 
Stalk'd  round  his  axhes  lowly  laid, 
I  mark'd  a  martial  race  pourtray'd 

la  colours  i»trong  ; 
Bold,  soldicr-featurM,  undixmuyM 

They  strode  along. 

Thro*  many  a  wild,  romantic  grove,^ 
Near  many  a  hermit-fan«;y'd  cove, 
(Fit  haunts  for  friendship  or  for  love 

In  musing  mood), 
An  cigtd  Judge^  I  saw  him  ruvc. 

Dispensing  good. 

With  deep-struck  reverential  awe,** 
The  learned  tirt  and  son  I  naw, 
To  Nature's  God  and  Nature*!!;  law 


Thev  jjave 


tl 


Kir  iore 


•  The  Wallaces.  \  William  Wallico. 

X  Adam  Wallace,  of  Richanltoii,  itxiMii  tu  the  un- 
mortal  preserver  of  Scottish  indciiciidciiue. 

I  Wallace,  Laird  of  Craigic,  wn«>wa.s»ecrn«l  iniHtin- 
nuind,  under  DougUx  Karl  of  Orinowd,  at  the  t'<inii>ii<( 
battle  on  the  banks  of  Sark.  foii^hc  annn  IHH.  Tliat 
glorious  victory  was  prlnci|ialiy  owing  to  thf  judiciouK 
conduct  and  intrepid  valour  of  the  callant  Laird  of 
Craigie.  who  died  of  his  wouDdR  after  the  action. 

II  Cotius,  King  of  the  Picts.  fh>m  whom  the  diotrict 
of  Kyle  is  laid  to  take  its  name,  lies  burled,  as  tradi- 
tioo  says,  near  the  ftmily-aeat  of  Um  Montt^omerics  of 
Coilsfleld.  where  his  burial-place  is  still  sliuwn. 

^  Barskimming,  the  ssat  ot  the  late  Lord  Justice. 
Clerk. 

••  Catrine,  the  scat  of  the  late  Doctor,  and  present 
PiofCMor  Stewart. 


This,  ail  its  source  aud  end  io  draw, 

That|  to  adore. 

BrydoiCi  brave  ward  •  I  well  could  spy, 
Beneath  old  6'cof«a'«-«miIing  eye  j 
Who  call'd  on  Fame,  low  standing  by» 

To  hand  him  on. 
Where  many  a  patriot-name  on  high, 

And  hero  ahone. 

D'JAN  SECOND. 

With  musing-^eep,  astonish *d  stare, 
I  view'd  the  heav'niy-seeming /air  ; 
A  whisp'ring  throb  did  witness  bear. 

Of  kindred  sweet. 
When  with  an  elder  sister's  air 

She  did  me  greet. 

*  All  hail !  my  own  inspired  bard  I 
In  mc  thy  native  muse  regard ; 

Nor  longer  mourn  thy  fate  is  hard, 

Thus  poorly  low, 

I  come  to  give  thee  such  reward 

As  we  bestow. 

*  Know,  the  great  peniug  of  this  land 
Ilan  many  a  light,  aerial  band, 

Who,  all  beneath  his  high  command. 

Harmoniously, 

As  arts  or  arms  they  under*tind, 

Tlieir  labours  ply. 

*  Tiiey  Scotia's  race  among  them  share  ; 
iSomc  tire  the  ttoldier  on  to  dare  ; 

Some  rouite  the  patriot  up  to  hare 

Corruption's  heart ; 

Some  teach  the  hard,  a  darling  care, 

The  tuneful  art. 

*  '^lon^r  swellinT  floods  of  recking  gore, 
They,  anient,  kin«llii>g  spirits  pour  ; 

Or,  'mid  tiie  vcual  senate's  roar. 

They,  sightleas,  stand, 

To  mend  the  honest  patriot-lore. 

And  grace  the  hand. 

*  And  when  the  hard,  or  hoary  sage, 
Chfirm  vr  instruet  the  future  ugj, 
They  hind  tJie  wild  poetic  rage 

III  enei-gy. 
Or  point  the  inconclusive  page 

I'ull  on  the  eve. 

m 

*  Hence  Ivflarton,  the  h'ave  aud  young; 
Heticc  JJemjmttr^s  zeal-in'>pireil  ton"ue  • 
Ilcuec  sweet  hoi'muuious  lieattlc  >UMg 

His  ••AIin.>trcl  lays;'* 
Or  tore,  with  noble  ardour  t<tung. 

The  sceptic  4  bays. 

*  To  Imvcr  orders  arc  assign'd 
The  humbler  ranks  of  human-kind. 


*  Cokmd  FuUartoo. 
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Rard,  the  Wring  Hind, 
The  ArtiMn; 

M  Tuions  they're  incli&'d. 
The  Yarknis  nun. 


*  When  yeOov  wavet  the  heavy  gniOt 
The  threet'niiig  ftorm  tome  ttrcmgly  rein  ; 
Some  tcaeh  to  neliormte  the  phiii» 

With  tillage  duU ; 
And  aome  iattrnct  the  ahepherd-traiii, ' 

BUthe  o*er  the  hilL 

*  Some  hint  the  lorer'a  harmleM  wile ; 
Some  grace  the  maiden's  artlew  amile ; 
Some  aoothe  the  Ub*rer*s  weary  toil. 

For  humble  gain*, 
And  make  hb  cottage  aceues  beguile 

His  cares  and  pains. 

'  Some  bounded  to  a  district-space^ 
Explore  at  Urge  man**  in£int  race, 
To  mark  the  emfaryotic  trace 

Of  rustic  Bard  ; 
And  careful  note  each  op'ning  grace, 

A  guide  and  guard. 

*  0/ these  am  I — Coiln  my  name ; 
And  tills  district  as  mine  I  cl^m, 
Where  once  the  Campbdls,  chie&  of  fume, 

Held  ruling  pow*r : 
I  mark'd  thy  embryo  tuneful  flame. 

Thy  natal  hour. 

<  With  future  hope,  I  oft  would  gaze, 
Food  on  thy  little  early  ways. 

Thy  mdely  candl'd,  chiming  phrase. 

In  uncouth  rhymes, 

Fired  at  the  aimple^  artless  bys 

Of  other  times. 

<  I  saw  thee  seek  the  aoonding  shore. 
Delighted  with  the  dadiing  roar ; 

Or  when  the  north  hia  Htm  store 

Drove  thro*  the  sky, 

I  saw  grim  Nature's  visage  hoar 

Stmck  thy  young  eye. 

*  Or  when  the  deep-green  mantled  earth 
Warm  cherish*d  ev*ry  flow'ret's  birth, 
Aad  joy  and  mnaic  pooring  forth 

la  ev*ry  groves 
I  saw  thee  eye  the  general  mirth 

With  boondlasB  love; 


*  When  ripen*d  fielda,  and  aiore 
Call'd  forth  the  reaper*a  matling  noise^ 
I  aaw  thee  leave  their  ev'ning  joys. 

And  kmely  stalk, 
To  vent  thy  bosom'a  swdling  riae 

In  penaive  waDc 

*  When  ywthfnl  love^  warm-Uoahiqg,  itnuig, 
Kaan-ahivering  ahot  diy  nervta  akmg» 

Thoia  aeeaiti^  gratalnl  to  thy  tongue, 

Tk*  adond /roMSb 


I  taught  thee  how  t<i  paur  in  song. 

To  lootlte  thy  flame. 

<  I  saw  thy  pulse's  maddening  play. 
Wild  send  thee  Pleasure's  devioua  way, 
Bfisled  by  Fancy's  meteor  ray. 

By  Passion  driven ; 
But  yet  the  Vffht  that  led  astray 

Was  li^  tnm  heaven. 

*  I  taught  thy  mannem-painting  strains. 
The  loves,  the  \rays  of  ftirople  swaina 
Till  now,  o'er  all  my  wide  domains 

Thy  hme  extends ; 
And  some,  the  pride  of  Coila*s  plains. 

Become  thy  friendSi 

<  TIiou  cAnst  not  learn,  nor  can  I  show. 
To  paint  with  Thomsom*s  landscape  glow  ; 
Or  wake  the  bosom-melting  throe. 

With  Sktmsiom's  art ; 
Or  pour,  with  Grojr*  the  moving  flow 

Warm  on  the  heart. 


<  Vet  all  beneath  th'  unrivaird 
The  lowly  dairy  sweetly  blows  : 

Tho'  large  the  forest's  monarch  throws 

His  army  shade. 

Yet  green  the  juicy  hawthorn  grows, 

Adown  the  glade. 

<  Then  never  mnrmnr  nor  repine ; 
Strive  in  thy  humUe  sphere  to  shine ; 
And  trust  me»  not  PoUmI^s  mine. 

Nor  king's  regard, 
Can  give  a  bliss  o'ermatching  thine, 

K  rustic  Bard* 

'  To  give  my  eonnsds  all  in  oo^ 
Thy  toMfnl  flame  atill  careful  fiui ; 
Preserve  Uu  dignity  o/Mmu, 

With  aool  craet ; 
And  trust  the  Uuimrsai  plan 

WiUaUpnUeet. 


*  And  wear  thou  <A«t/...ahe  aolenn 
And  boond  the  IToffjr  ronnd  my  head ; 
The  polish'd  leaves,  and  berries  red. 

Did  matling  j^  ; 
And,  like  A  paasing  thoogiit,  ahe  fled 

la  light  away. 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  UNCO.  QUID 
oaxBi 

RIGIDLY  RIGHTEOUS. 


msodms  make  a  rali^ 
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O  Tx  wba  are  nt  gsid  yminel, 

Sae  pioos  an*  ne  holy, 
Ye*ire  nought  to  do  but  mark  and  tell 

Your  nedNiur**  fiiutt  and  folly  ! 
Whaae  life  ia  like  a  wecl  gaun  millf 

Sapply*d  wL'  store  o*  water. 
The  heapit  happer**  ebbing  still. 

And  atill  the  clap  plays  clatter. 

U. 
Hear  me,  ye  venerable  core, 

Am  eouniel  for  poor  mortaK 
That  frequent  pass  douoe  Wisdom*a  door 

For  glaikit  FoUy*a  portak ; 
I,  for  their  thoughtlen,  cardcM  eakei^ 

Would  here  propone  defenceti 
Their  donsie  tricks,  their  black  mirtakci, 

Their  foilings  and  mischances. 

IIL 
Ye  see  your  state  wi*  theirs  compared, 

An*  shudder  at  the  niflfer, 
But  cast  a  moment's  feir  regard. 

What  maka  the  mighty  difier  f 
Discount  what  scant  occasion  gave, 

That  purity  ye  pride  in. 
An'  (what's  aft  mair  than  a*  the  live) 

Yonr  better  art  o*  hiding. 

IV. 
Think,  when  your  castigated  pnbe 

Gies  now  and  then  a  wallop. 
What  ragings  must  his  veins  eoovulse, 

That  still  eternal  gallop : 
m^*  wind  and  tide  fktr  i*  yoor  tail. 

Right  on  ye  send  yonr  sea-way ; 
But  in  the  teeth  o*  baith  to  aai]» 

It  maka  an  unco  leo-way. 

y. 

See  social  life  and  glee  att  down. 

All  joyous  and  unthinking. 
Till,  quite  transmogrified,  ^ey*ra  grown 

Debauchery  and  drinking : 
O  would  they  stay  to  ealenlate 

Th*  eternal  conseqoenoea ; 
Or  your  more  dreaded  hell  to  stale, 

Damaation  of  eciMBMa  I 


VI. 
Ye  high,  exalted,  virtuous  dames, 

Ty*d  up  in  godly  laces. 
Before  ye  gie  poor/ra«lf|r  name^ 

Suppose  a  change  o*  cases ; 
A  dear  lov'd  lad,  convenienoe  snug, 

A  treacherooa  inclination 
But,  let  me  whisper  i*  yoor  hig, 

Yf 're  aiUiai  dm  temptitioii. 


vn. 

Th»  gently  tein  yonr  brodMr  Ban^ 

Still  geate  mtae  woman ; 
Tim*  they  mar  gang  a  kennin  wnmg. 

To  step  aside  k  hnnian  i 
One  point  mnak  atiU  bt  grady  daik» 

The  moving  wAf  they  do  it ; 
And  jttrt  IB  lamely  ean  ye  raariEf 

How  fer  perbi^  they  me  it. 

vra. 

Who  made  ibe  heart,  "tia  A  iknM 

Decidedly  can  try  ni^ 
He  knows  each  chocd — ita  variona  totm, 

Each  ipring — ita  varidoa  bias : 
Then  at  the  balance  let*a  be  mole^ 

We  never  can  adjust  it; 
What's  dome  we  partly  may  eonqpnte^ 

Bat  know  not  what*s  remaitd. 


TAM  SAMSON'S*  ELEGY. 


An  honest  man's  the  noblest  woik  of  God^^Apfc 


theDeil! 
t  thrawn  hia  heel  ? 


Has  auld  K 

Or  great  M' 

Or  R     ■  \  again  grown  weal 

To  preach  an'  read  f 
*  Na,  waur  than  a*  !*  cries  ilka  ehiel, 

«  rnmSsmaon'adandl 


K — >-  lang  may  grant  an'  gnme^ 

An*  sigh,  an'  sab,  an*  greet  her  lane^ 
An*  deed  her  bairna,  man,  wife^  md  nrwni 

In  mourning  weed  ; 
To  death,  she*s  dearly  paid  the  kane^ 

Tarn  Samson'a  dead 

The  brethren  of  the  mystie  ievtl. 
May  hing  their  head  ia  woefu'  bevel. 
While  by  their  nose  the  teara  will  revil^ 

Likeony  bead! 
Death'a  gien  the  lodge  an  unco  devel. 

Tarn  Sameon'a  dead ! 

When  winter  mufllea  op  his  dotkp 
And  binds  the  mire  like  a  rods ; 
When  to  the  lochs  the  cnrlen  lock, 

Wi*  gleeeome  speed ; 
Wha  win  they  station  at  the  eaek  9 

Tam  Samson'a  dead ! 

He  waa  the  king  o'  a'  the  core. 
To  guard,  or  draw,  or  wick  a  bora. 


•  When  thb  worthy  old  y'"'tyi  wsnt  ont  hat 
muirfowl  season,  he  suppossa  it  ma  to  hsu  hi  Osstaafla 
phnse,  'thehstof  his  fisldsr  wd  cntesssdaaw- 
dant  wish  to  die  and  he  buried  ia  the  auiin.  Oa  lUi 
hint  tlMMttior  composed  Ms ^y  and epttsph. 

t  A  esftaia  prsadisr,  a  Beet  fhvomlte  with  ttw  w^ 
lion.    nd«theOniination,8C«uaIL 

^  AaoUMrnsMher,  an  equal  tevoorits  with  the  fnr* 
whowmatdiutiniaaiJhii.  For  him  lee  aim  tfM  Ol. 
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Or  ap  tlie  rink,  like  JcAm  rotr, 

In  time  o*  need ; 

Bat  now  \m  lagi  on  de«th'e  Ao^-motk, 

Tarn  StmeoB*!  doid ! 

Now  safe  the  stately  aawmont  sail, 
jbid  trouts  bidropp'd  wi*  erimton  hail. 
And  eels  weel  kenn'd  ibr  sodple  tally 

And  ftot  lor  greed, 
Since  dark  in  death's  >bA-eritel  we  wail, 

Tam  Samson  dead ! 

Bejoioe,  ye  birring  paitrieks  a* ; 
Te  oootie  moorcocks,  eroosely  craw ; 
Ye  ""■w^**,  cock  your  fbd  fti*  braw, 

Withonten  diead  i 
Your  mortal  6e  is  now  awa*, 

Tam  Samson's  dead  • 

That  waefii*  mom  be  erer  moom'd. 
Saw  him  in  ahootin'  graith  adom*d, 
While  pointera  ronnd  impatient  bom'd, 

Free  couples  freed ! 
Bsly  odi !  he  gaed  and  ne'er  retum'd  ! 

Tam  Samson's  dead ! 

In  vain  anld  age  his  body  batten ; 
Tm  vain  the  gout  his  ancles  fetters ; 
&i  vain  the  boms  came  down  like  waters, 

An  acre  braid ! 
Vow  ffv'ry  anld  wiftb  greetin',  clatters, 

Tam  Samaon's  dead  !  . 

OwvB  BMMiy  A  weary  hag  he  limpit, 
An'  aye  the  tither  shot  he  thumpit, 
Till  oowiid  death  behind  him  jumpit^ 

Wi*  deadly  feide ; 
VoiW  he  preolaims  wi*  tout  o'  trumpet, 

Tam  Samson's  dead ! 

Whan  at  his  heart  he  felt  the  dagger, 
He  reel'd  his  wonted  bottle-swagger, 
Bat  yet  he  drew  the  mortal  trifi^r 

Wi*  weel-aim'd  heed ; 
*  L    dt  §cm !'  he  ery'd,  an*  owre  did  stagger ; 

Tam  Samson's  dead  I 

Bk  hoiry  hsnter  moom'd  a  brither ; 
Bk  T'«'^"P'*  yoath  bemoan'd  a  &ther ; 
Yon  anld  grey  stane,  am«ng  the  heather, 

Blarks  out  his  head. 
Where  BumM  has  wrote,  in  rhyming  blether, 

Tam  Samson*$  dead  I 

There  low  he  lies,  in  lasting  rest : 
Perhaps  upon  his  mould*ring  breast 
Some  spitefu'  muirfowl  bigs  her  nest. 

To  hatch  an*  breed ; 
Alas !  nae  mair  he'll  them  molest ! 

Tam  Samaon's  dead ! 

When  August  wmds  the  heather  wave, 
And  sportsmen  wander  by  yon  grave. 
Three  voUeya  let  kia  roem'ry  crave 

O'  ]poathcr  an*  lead. 


Till  Echo  answer  frae  her  cave, 

Tam  Samsuo's  dead  ! 

Heav'n  rest  his  saul,  whare'er  be  be  ! 
Is  th'  wish  o*  raony  mae  than  nu* : 
He  had  twa  fauts,  or  may  he  thrive, 

Yet  what  rcincad  ? 
Ae  aodal,  honest  man,  want  wc  : 

Tam  Samson's  dead ! 


THE  EPITAPH. 

Tam  Samson's  weeUwom  clay  here  lies, 
Ye  canting  sealots,  spare  him ! 

If  honest  worth  in  heaven  rise, 
Ye'll  mend  or  ye  won  near  him. 


PER  CONTRA. 

Go,  Fame,  and  canter  like  a  filly 
Thro'  a'  the  streets  an*  neuks  o'  Killie,' 
Tell  every  social,  honest  billie. 

To  cease  his  gi'ievin'. 
For  yet  onskaith'd  by  death's  gleg  gullie, 

Tam  Sammma  Uvin\ 


HALLOWEEN,  t 

[Thb  following  poem  will,  by  many  readen,  be  wen 
enough  understood ;  but  for  the  sake  of  tbow  who 
are  unsoquahited  with  the  mannenand  traditions  of 
the  country  where  the  scene  U  cast,  notes  are  added, 
to  give  some  account  of  the  principal  channs  and 
speUs  of  that  night,  so  big  with  prophecy  to  the  pea- 
santry in  the  West  of  Scotland.  The  paufon  of  pry- 
ing  into  fUturlty  makes  a  striking  part  of  the  history 
of  human  natiire  in  its  rude  state,  in  all  ages  and 
nations:  and  it  may  be  some  entertainment  to  a 
philosqphio  mind,  if  any  such  should  honour  the 
author  with  a  perusal,  to  see  the  remains  of  it  a 
mong  the  more  unenlightened  in  our  own.] 


Yes  I  let  the  ridi  deride,  the  proud  disdain. 
The  dmple  pleasures  of  the  lowly  train ; 
To  me  more  dear,  congenial  to  my  heart. 
One  natlTe  charm,  than  all  the  gloss  of  art 

GoUUmiih. 


p*m»00m^m 


I. 

UroK  that  night,  when  faitiea  light, 
On  Cassilis  Downang  ^  dance. 

Or  owre  the  lays,  in  aplendid  blase. 
On  sprightly  coursers  )irance  ; 

Or  for  Colean  the  route  iu  ta'eu, 
Beneath  the  moon's  pale  lieaini ! 


•  Killie  is  a  phrsM  the  country  folks  someUnm  u>.e 
for  KilinamocK. 

t  is  thoiipht  to  be  a  night  when  witches.  deviU,  and 
other  mischief-making  beings,  arc  all  abntad  on  their 
baneful  midnlpht  crrandu;  pArticiilarly  those  ncrial 
pei)plc,  the  Fairies,  arc  said  on  tliat  night  to  hoU  a 
grand  annivcrury. 

t  Certain  little  romantic,  rookr,  grem  hills,  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Uw  ancient  seat  of  the  Earls  of  C 
sUis. 


FOBMS. 


tf 


There,  up  tbe  eove,^  to  itrty  an*  rove 
Anung  the  rocki  and  fttreamt, 

To  sport  that  night 

II. 

Amang  the  bonnie  winding  banks 

Where  2>ooi»  rins,  wimplin',  clear, 
Where  Baucsf  ance  rul'd  the  martial  ranks, 

An'  shook  his  Car  rick  spear, 
Some  merry,  friendly,  couuua  folks, 

Together  did  convene, 
To  burn  their  nits,  an*  poit  their  stocks, 

An*  baud  their  Hullowttn 

Fu*  bliilio  chat  night, 

UI. 

The  lasses  feat,  an*  cleanly  neat, 

Mair  braw  than  when  their  fine ; 
Their  faces  blithe,  fu*  sweetly  kythe, 

Hearts  leal,  an*  warm,  au'  kin' : 
The  lads  sae  trig,  wi'  wuuer-lMibii, 

Weel  knotted  on  their  gartvn, 
6om«  unco  blate,  an*  bomu  wi*  ga'>!t| 

Gar  lasses'  hearts  gang  startin* 

SVhyles  fa»t  at  night 

IV. 

Then  first  and  foremost,  thro'  the  kail, 

Their  stoclu  \  maun  a'  be  sought  ance ; 
They  steek  their  een,  an*  graip  an*  wale, 

For  muckle  anes  and  straught  anea. 
Poor  hav'rel  Will  fvll  aff  the  dnft. 

An'  wandcr'd  thro*  the  botr-kailf 
An'  pou't,  for  want  o*  better  shift, 

A  runt  was  like  a  sow-tail, 

Sae  bow't  that  night. 

V. 

7*hen,  straught  or  crooked,  yird  or  nane, 

They  roar  an*  cr)'  a*  throu'ther  ; 
The  vera  wee  things,  todlin*,  rin 

Wi*  stocks  out-owre  their  shouther  ; 
An*  gif  the  CMgtoc*9  sweet  or  sour, 

Wi*  joctelegs  they  taste  them ; 
Syne  coaiely,  aboon  the  door, 

Wi*  cannie  eare,  they*ve  plac*d  them 
To  lie  that  night. 


*  A  noted  cavern  near  Colean-houae,  called  The 
Cove  of  Colesn ;  whldi,  as  Cassllis  Downans,  is  fsmed 
in  oountiy  story  for  being  a  Csvourite  haunt  for  fsiries. 

t  The  famotis  Dunily  St  that  name,  the  ancestors  of 
Rosaar,  the  great  deliverer  of  his  oountry«  were  Earls 
of  Carrick. 

t  Ihe  fint  egfemooy  of  Halkmeen,  is  palUng  eaeh 
a  stock,  or  plant  of  kail  They  roust  go  out,  hind  in 
band,  with  eyes  shut,  and  pull  the  flrst  thev  meet 
with  1  Its  betog  big  or  little,  straight,  or  crooked,  i« 
prophetic  of  the  sixe  and  shape  of  the  griind  object  of 
all  their  speUs— the  husband  or  wife.  If  any  ytrrf,  or 
earth,  stkx  to  the  root,  that  is  toeher,  or  fortune ;  and 
the  taste  of  the  ew^oc,  thays  the  heart  of  the  stem,  is 
Indicative  of  the  natural  temper  and  dii|ioiitioo. — 
Lastly,  the  stems,  or,  to  give  them  tlieir  ordinary  ap- 
BtUaoon,  the  runU,  are  placed  somewhere  at»ve  the 
Mid  of  the  door  {  and  the  Christian  names  of  the  peo. 
nU  whom  dunee  tarings  into  the  house,  art,  aoeording 
to  thi  priority  of  pkeuf  tiM  nNi<f«  tiM  names  in  ques- 


The  laaMi  ataw  frae  *mang  them  a* 

To  pou  their  atottt  o*  cam ;  * 
But  Rab  slips  out,  and  jinks  about, 

Behint  the  mudde  thorn  : 
He  grippet  Nelly  bard  an*  fi»t; 

I^ud  skirl'd  a*  the  laawa; 
But  her  tap-pickU  maiit  was  lost, 

When  kiuttlin'  in  the  &uafr-housef 

Wi'  him  that  night 

vn. 

The  auld  guid wife's  wceNlloordet  niit^ 

Are  round  an*  round  divided. 
And  monie  lads  and  lasaes*  fates, 

Are  there  that  night  decided  : 
Some  kindle,  couthy,  aide  by  side, 

An*  burn  tbegither  trimly ; 
Some  start  awa*  wi*  saucy  pride, 

Au*  jump  out-owre  the  chimlia 

Fu*  bigh  that  night 

vm. 

Jean  slips  in  twa  wi*  tends  e*e ; 

Wha  'twas,  she  wadna  tell ; 
But  this  is  Jock,  an*  this  is  me. 

She  savs  in  to  hersel*  : 
He  bleex*d  owre  her,  and  she  owre  him« 

As  they  wad  never  mair  park ; 
Till  fuff !  he  started  up  the  lum, 

An*  Jean  had  e'en  a  sair  heart 

To  see't  that  night 

IX. 

Poor  Willie,  wi*  his  boio-kail  runt. 

Was  brunt  wi'  primaie  Blallie  ; 
An*  Mallie,  nae  doubt,  took  the  dnmt. 

To  be  conipar'd  to  Willie  : 
Mall's  nit  lap  out  wi*  pridefii*  fling, 

An*  her  ain  fit  it  brunt  it ; 
While  Willie  lap,  and  swoor  by  jVny, 

*Twas  just  the  way  he  wanted 

to  be  that  night. 

X. 

Nell  had  the  fause-house  in  her  min'. 
She  pits  hersel*  an*  Rob  in  ; 

In  loving  bleeze  they  sweetly  join. 
Till  white  in  ase  thcy*rc  sobbin' : 

Nell's  heart  was  dancin*  at  the  Tiew, 
She  whisper'd  Rob  to  look  fbr*t : 


•  They  go  to  the  barn-yard,  and  pull  eaeh,  at  thrst 
several  thnn,  a  stalk  of  oats.  If  the  thhrd  stalk  wants 
the  top-piekie,  that  is.  the  grain  at  the  top  of  the  stalk, 
the  pariy  in  question  willooiDe  to  the  marriagt-bad 
any  thing  but  a  maid. 

t  When  the  com  is  in  a  doubtfUl  state,  by  being  loo 

Km,  or  wet,  the  stack-builder,  by  means  of  old  ti»> 
,  dkc.  makes  a  largo  apartment  in  his  staok,  withaa 
opening  in  the  side  which  is  fliirast  eaposed  to  Um 
wind ;  this  he  caliii » fause-houae. 

OuruinR  the  nuts  is  a  favourite  charm.  Theynama 


the  lad  and  iau  to  each  particular  nut,  as  they  lay  them 
in  the  fire,  and  accordingly  as  they  bum  quietly 
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thsr,  or  start  from  beside  one  another,  tbs  eouissint 
isms  oC  tlM  aourtibip  will  ba. 


BCFRmr  WOBKS. 


w 


Umeen  ditt  nifht. 
XL 


Bat  Mirrai  nt  bdunt  their  bidc% 

Hw*  tlnaghti  on  Andrew  Bell ; 
8ki  Wm  them  gtihin*  at  their  craeki, 

And  ilipe  ont  bv  henel* : 
8ke  thro'  the  yard  the  nearert  takt, 

An'  to  the  kihi  the  goea  then, 
An'  darirlina  graipit  for  the  bauln, 

And  in  the  Uum  c/we*  throw*  then. 

Right  fear*t  that  night 

XII. 
An*  aye  the  win*t,  an*  aye  ithe  swat, 

I  wat  ahe  made  nae  jaukin  ; 
Till  aomething  held  within  the  pat, 

Goid  L— -d !  hot  »he  vtm  quakin* ! 
Bat  whether  *twai  the  Deil  hiinael', 

Or  whether  'twas  a  lutuk-^n, 
Or  whether  it  was  Andrew  Bell, 

She  did  na  wait  on  talk  in' 

To  ii|»ear  that  night 

XIII. 
Wea  Jenny  to  her  Gr^unie  mvs, 

'*  Will  ye  go  wi*  nie,  gniuiiie  ? 
I*II  ecrf  lAe  apple  f  at  the  phut, 

I  gat  frae  unck:  Johnie :" 
She  ftiff*t  her  pipe  wi*  die  u  lunt, 

In  wrath  »he  was  sae  irap'rib*, 
She  notic't  na,  an  oiile  bniut 

Her  braw  new  wuntet  aprun 

Out  thru'  (Lit  nighL 

XIV. 
**  Ye  little  bkelpie-Iiiiinicr's  t'aix  ! 

How  daur  yc  try  uc  sportin*, 
Aa  eeek  the  foul  Thief  ony  place. 

For  him  to  apae  your  fortune  : 
Kae  doubt  but  ye  nuiy  get  a  »iyhl ! 

Great  caute  ye  hae  tu  fear  it ; 
For  monie  a  ape  haN  gotten  a  fright. 

An' liv'd  an*  di'd  deletret 

On  sic  a  night. 

XV. 

"  Ae  hairat  afure  the  Sherra^rooor, 

I  mind  't  aa  weel'a  yeatrevn, 
I  was  a  gilpey  then,  I'm  »urc 

I  waa  na  past  fyftcen  : 


•  Whoever  would,  with  looDtMi,  try  diit  ipell,  mutt 
alrietlyolMenretheiedirectkint:  .SinUout,  all  akme, 
lothe  HIm,  and,  darUinir.  ttnww  Into  the  poI  a  clue  of 
Uneyam:  wind  it  in  a  new  due  off  the  old  one:  amt, 
towardi  the  latter  end,  lomethinK  will  hold  the  thread, 
dmnand  wAa  ham4»  f  I.  e.  who  h«ilds  ?  an  amwer  will 
be  returned  firom  the  kiln-pot,  by  naming  the  Chris- 
tlaQ  and  timame  of  your  future  npouacu 

t  Take  a  candle,  and  ffo  alone  to  a  looUng •glaw  { 
oat  an  apple  befote  it.  and  tome  traditions  lay,  you  , 
AooM  comb  your  hair  all  the  time:  the  Cms  of  your! 
•ai^uffa]  companion,  to  be,  will  be  lecn  in  Iha  tfaiiL  m  I 
IfpaipimoTflryowilKmWcrt  i 


The  aimmer  had  been  eauM  an*  wal. 

An'  atuff  waa  unco  green  ; 
An'  ave  a  rantin  kirn  we  gat. 

An  joat  on  MaOowee* 

It  fell  that  night. 

XVL 

**  Our  stibblc-rig  was  Rub  M'Graeot 

A  clever,  sturdy  fallow  ; 
He's  sin  gat  Eppie  Sim  wi'  wean, 

That  lir'd  in  Achmacalla : 
He  gat  kemp-Metdt*  1  mind  it  weel, 

An'  he  made  unco  light  u't ; 
But  mony  a  day  was  by  kinuel', 

He  was  cae  sairly  frighted 

That  vera  night.* 

XVII. 

Than  up  gat  fechtin'  Jamie  Fleck, 

An'  he  swoor  by  his  conscience. 
That  he  could  now  kemp-aeed  a  peck  ; 

For  it  waa  a*  but  nonsense  ! 
The  auk]  gnid-man  raught  down  the  pock. 

An'  out  a  handfu'  gied  him  ; 
Syne  bad  him  slip  frae  *mang  the  folk, 

Sometime  wheia  nae  ane  see'd  him. 

An*  try't  that  night 

XVIII. 
He  marchea  thro*  amang  the  stadct* 

Tho'  he  was  somethii^  sturtin, 
Hie  ffraip  he  for  a  harrow  taks, 

An'  haurls  at  his  curpin  : 
An*  ev'ry  now  an'  then  he  saya» 

"  Hemp-seed  I  saw  thee. 
An'  her  that  ia  to  be  my  laaa. 

Come  after  me,  and  draw  thee. 

As  &st  this  night" 

XIX. 

He  whistl'd  up  Lord  Lennox'  march. 

To  keep  his  courage  cheery ; 
Altbo*  his  hair  bq^an  to  arch. 

He  was  sae  fley'd  an'  eerie : 
Till  preti'ntly  he  hears  a  aqueak. 

An'  then  a  grane  an'  gruntle ; 
He  by  his  shouthcr  gae  a  kedc. 

An*  tumbl'd  wi'  a  wintle 

Out-owre  that  night 

XX. 

He  roar*J  a  horrid  murder  about* 

In  dreadfb*  desperation ! 
Ao*  yuuDg  an'  auld  cam  rinnin*  out, 

To  hear  the  sad  narration  : 


•  Steal  out  unperceiTcd.  and  low  a  handftol  of  bemp. 
wed:  harrowhif!  it  with  any  thing  you  can  convenient, 
ly  draw  mtUar  you.  Reprayiow  and  then,  •  Heropased 
I  Mw  thcv:  hemp-weed  I  ssw  theet  and  him  <or  her) 
u^  ,*■  to  be  my  tTu«.k>ve.  come  after  me  and  pou 
tn«c.  Look  over  your  left  idioulder,  and  you  will  mo 
the  appearance  of  the  perMm  invoked,  in  the  attitude 
of  pulling  hemp.  Some  traditions  lay,  « come  after 
me.  and  shaw  thee.'  that  Is,  show  thpslf :  in  whkli 
caw  it  simply  appears.  Others  omU  the  hanoite 
•ndtay^'conaaOKna^iBdhBiinfrthMi* 


TU  "Mr  ■>»»  hllcliin  Jmd  M'Cnv, 
Or  cruuuiiic  Mernn  Humphie, 

Till  itnp  !  fill  tiallsl  thn'  thnii  i'  j 
An'  will  wu  it  byt  Grumphit 

XXI. 
Bin  fiin  vut  la  ihg  born  htc  gaiM, 

Td  Vila  (Ant  ndtfi  «'  imUiii^i  * 
But  for  to  nti  the  d«l  W  I4M, 

She  pit  but  little  fiiih  in  : 
fihe  sifl  the  herd  ■  pickle  niti, 

Tn  watch,  whilu  for  the  ion  ilie  kCo, 
In  hopei  tu  n  Tim  Kippttn 

Thit  Ten  night. 

XXII. 
She  tunii  the  key  wi"  cunie  Ihraw, 

An'  own:  the  threthoJd  venture*; 
Dat  fint  nn  Riwnie  giei  1  ca', 

Syne  bauldly  in  ilie  enten  ; 
A  Totlom  rattled  up  the  va'. 

An'  ihe  cry'di  L — d  prewrre  her ! 
An'  ran  ihra'  iniddeD-hote  an'  a'. 

An'  pray'd  wi'  Keai  and  A^ivourt 

Fu'  fan  that  night. 

XXIII. 
Tbey  hoy'l  out  Will,  wi'  aair  advle*  i 

Then  hecht  him  lome  fine  traw  ane; 
It  ehanc'd  Hie  atoci  he/addom'd  Ibrict,^ 

Wa«  limnicr-pr^it  fbt  tbrawin'  j 
He  taki  a  iwirlle  auld  ni«*-oik| 

For  KHne  black,  grauuma  culin  | 


Till  •kin 


1  biypei  n 


AlTani 


XXIV. 

A  wautun  widow  Lnsie  ivai, 

A>  aatj  u  a  kiltlen ; 
But  Ocl>  1  thai  aight,  initiig  the  (hawa, 

She  got  a  (earfii*  icItliD' '. 
She  thru'  tb«  whiui.  an'  by  the  caiin. 


XXV. 

Whyla  own  a  linn  the  buraia  pla]>ii 

At  thro'  the  glen  it  wimpl't; 
Wbylei  rouDd  a  rocky  icar  it  Krayi  ( 

Whylc*  in  *  wiel  it  dinpl't ; 
Whyln  gUllct'd  to  tha  nightly  nn 

Wi'  bickeiing,  daocinc  danW ; 
Whylea  eookil  nndernouh  dw  biHa, 

Below  the  tptvadin;  baid. 

UnMcn  thM  night, 

XX  VL 

Anang  the  brackens  «<  tbc  hm, 

Betu-een  her  an'  the  moon. 

The  dril,  or  cbe  an  aoilet  qaey, 

"  E  up  an- gie  a  croon  : 

Lenie'i  lirwt  maiit  lap  the  hool ; 
er  lairrack-height  ihe  jompit, 
lilt  afit,an'iiilliai>«)I 
t-ewn  the  lugt  >he  plmopit, 

Wi'  a  plunge  tint  Blgbt, 


Tbe  Uggla  three*  are  ranged, 
Jul  ev'rv  time  gnat  care  i>  u'en, 

TDHe'thm  duly  changed: 
Auld  uncle  John,  wha  w«lluck'a  joya 
Sin'  Mar't-^ear  did  dnire, 
icauK  he  gat  the  IDom-di<h  thrice, 
lie  beav'd  ikem  on  the  fin, 

In  Tncti  that  n%kL 


Iieap  an  cbeerjr ; 
i'  fragrant  luot. 


Fu'  blithe  that  night. 


BUaN8*  WORKS. 


VUI 

ADLD  FARMER'S 

yXW-TIAft  MOftHIVa  lALUTATIOy  TO  BII 

AULD  MARE  MAGGIE, 

on  OXnifO  KKK  THK  ACCCfTOKSB  ftlFTOP  COKK 
TO  HAKIKL  in  THE  KIW  TXAIU 

A  Ouid  iVev.  Year  I  wish  tbee,  Maggie ! 
Hae,  there's  a  ripp  to  thy  auld  baggie : 
Tho'  tboa*t  boiro-backit,  now,  aa'  knaggi^ 

I'm  Been  the  da^t 
Thou  could  haa  gaen  like  ooie  staggie 

Out-owre  the  lay. 

Tho*  DOW  thoQ*t  dowie,  stiff,  an'  eraiy, 
An*  thf  auld  hide's  as  white's  a  daisjr, 
I're  seen  thee  dappl't,  sleek,  au'  glaizie, 

A  bonnie  gray : 
He  should  been  tight  that  duur't  to  raize  thee, 

Anee  in  a  day. 

Thou  anoe  was  i*  the  foremost  rank,    ■ 
AJlBy  buirdJy,  steeve,  an*  swank. 
An*  set  weel  down  a  shapely  shank 

As  e'er  tred  yird ; 
An'  could  hae  flown  out-owre  a  stank, 

Like  onie  bird.  , 

It's  now  some  nine-an'-twenty  year, 
Sin*  thou  was  my  guid  fiither**  lueere ; 
He  gied  me  thee,  o'  tocher  clear, 

An'  fifty  mark ; 
Tho'  it  was  sma',  *twas  weel-won  gear, 

An*  thou  was  stark. 

When  first  I  gaed  to  woo  my  Jenny, 
Ye  then  was  trottin*  wi*  your  minnie  : 
Tho*  ye  was  trickie,  slee,  an'  fiinnie. 

Ye  ne'er  was  donsie. 
But  hamdy,  tawie,  quiet,  an*  eannie. 

An'  unco  sonsie. 

That  day,  ye  pranc'd  wi*  muckle  pride, 
When  ye  bure  haroe  my  bonnie  bride : 
An'  sweet  an'  giacefu'  fche  did  ride, 

Wi*  maideu  air ! 
JTjrfe  Steweart  I  could  bragged  wide. 

For  aic  a  pair. 

Tho*  now  )-e  dow  but  hoyte  an*  hobble, 
An*  wintle  like  a  samount -coble. 
That  day  ye  was  a  jinker  noble, 

Fer  heels  an*  win' ! 
An'  ran  them  till  they  a'  did  wauUe, 

Far,  far  behin*. 

Wlicn  thou  an'  I  were  young  and  skeigh. 
An'  stable-meaU  at  fairs  were  dreigh, 
Huw  thou  wad  prsoce,  sn*  snore,  an*  hkreigh, 

Ah*  tak  the  road  ! 
Town's  bodies  ran,  an*  Rtood  abcigh. 

An*  ca*t  thei'.  mad. 


When  thou  wu  corn't,  an'  I  was  mellow, 
We  took  the  road  ayo  like  a  swallow : 
At  Brooeee  thou  had  De*er  a  fellow. 

For  pith  an*  speed ; 
But  ey*ry  tail  thou  pay't  them  hollow, 

Whare'er  thou  gaed. 

The  sma*,  droop>romprt,  hunter  cattle, 
BCigbt  aiblina  waur*t  thee  for  a  brattle  ; 
But  sax  Scotch  miles  thou  try*t  their  mettle, 

An*  gar*t  them  whaiale : 
Nae  whip  nor  spur,  but  just  a  wattle 

O*  saugh  or  haael. 

Thou  was  a  nohie  JUtie4an\ 
As  e'er  in  tug  or  tow  was  drawn ; 
Aft  thee  an*  I,  in  aught  hours  gaun, 

On  guid  Blarch  weather. 
Hoe  tum*d  sax  rood  beside  our  ban*, 

For  days  thegither. 

Thou  never  braindg*t,  an*  fetch*t,  an'  fliikit. 
But  thy  auld  tail  thou  wad  hae  whiskit, 
An*  bprcad  abreed  thy  weel-fill'd  brisket, 

Wi*  pith  an*  pow'r. 
Till  spritty  knowes  wad  rair*t  an*  ri«ket, 

An'  slypet  owre. 

Mlien  frosts  lay  lang,  an'  snaws  were  deep, 
An*  threaten*d  labour  back  to  keep, 
I  gied  thy  cog  a  wee  bit  heap 

Aboon  die  timmer : 
I  keD*d  my  Maggie  wadna  sleep 

For  that,  or  simmer. 

In  cart  or  car  thou  never  reestit ; 
The  steyest  brae  thou  wad  hae  &c*t  it ; 
Thou  never  lap,  and  sten't,  and  breastit, 

Then  stood  to  blaw  ; 
But  just  thy  step  a  wee  thing  hastit. 

Thou  snoov*t  awa. 

My  pletigh  ia  now  thv  bairn-time  a* : 
Four  gallant  brutes  aa  e  er  did  draw  ; 
Forbye  sax  mae,  I've  sell't  awa, 

That  thou  hast  nurst : 
They  drew  me  thretteen  puod  an*  twat 

The  vera  warst. 

Mnnie  a  nair  daurk  we  twa  hae  wrought. 
An'  wi*  the  weary  warl*  fought ! 
An*  monie  an  anxious  day,  I  thought 

We  wad  be  beat ! 
Yet  here  to  crazy  age  we're  brought, 

Wi'  somethii^  yet. 

And  think  na,  my  auld,  trusty  senrau*. 
That  now  perhaps  tliou's  le^s  deservin'. 
An'  thy  atdd  days  may  end  in  storvin'. 

For  my  laatybn, 
A  heapit  stimpart,  I'll  reserve  ane 

Laid  by  fiir  you. 

We've  worn  to  crasy  years  thegither  ; 
We'U  tqyto  abovi  wi*  wt  Mithar ; 


MBMd. 


«« 


Wi*  tentia  iBiK  rU  fit  iV  ledifr, 

To  •ome  kain'd  rig^ 

'Whare  ye  may  nbUy  raz  your  leather, 

Wi*  Bma'  fatigue. 


TO  A  MOUSE, 

ON  TUKVINO  HSK  UP  IN  HIK  NKST  WRR  TRS 
PLOUGH,  MOTKMBZft,  1785. 

Wek,  *Ieekit,  cowVin*,  tiin*rous  beaitie, 
O,  what  a  panic's  in  thy  breaade ! 
Thou  need  na'  start  awa  aae  hasty, 

Wi'  bickering  brattle ! 
I  wad  be  laith  to  rin  an*  chase  thee, 

Wi*  murd*ring  po/lb  / 

]*in  truly  !>orry  man's  dominion 
I  lax  broken  Nature*s  social  union. 
An*  justifies  that  ill  opinion 

Which  makes  thee  atartle 
At  me,  thy  poor  earth-born  companion 

An*  fclloW'THortal ! 

I  doubt  na,  whyles,  but  thou  may  thiere ; 
What  then  ?  poor  beastie,  thou  man  lire ! 
A  daimen  icktr  in  a  tArave 

*S  a  sma*  request : 
1*11  get  a  blessin*  wi*  the  lave. 

An*  never  mbn*t ! 

Thy  wee  bit  bousie,  too,  in  ruin ! 
Its  silly  wa's  the  win's  are  strewin' ! 
An*  naething,  now,  to  big  a  new  aiie, 

O*  fciggage  green  ! 
An*  bleak  December's  winds  enMuin*, 

Baith  sncU  an'  keen  ! 

Thou  saw  the  fields  laid  bare  an*  waste, 
An*  weary  winter  comin'  fast. 
An*  coiie  here,  beneath  the  blast. 

Thou  thought  to  dwell. 
Till  crash  !  the  cruel  eouiier  past 

Out  thro*  thy  cell. 

That  wee  bit  heap  o*  leaves  an*  stibble. 
Has  cost  thee  mony  a  weary  nibble  ! 
Now  thou's  tum'd  out,  for  a*  thy  tronble. 

But  house  or  bald. 
To  thole  the  winter's  sleety  dribble, 

An*  cranreuch  cauld ! 

But,  Mou$U,  thou  art  no  thy  lane, 
In  proving  forestpht  may  be  vain  : 
The  beat  laid  schemes  o*  mice  an'  men^ 

Gang  aft  agley, 
An*  lea*e  us  noaght  but  grief  an  pain, 

For  promb'd  joy. 

Mil  tbo«  art  bleat,  compar'd  wi*  me  f 
The  prtKHt  Qoij  toncheth  thee : 


But,  Oeh!  IbMkwiri  Mil Bjr /■ 

On  praapecta  drear : 

An*  forward,  thoagh  I  canoa  aae, 

I  pim  wa*  Jkar. 


A  WINTER  NIGHT. 


MM 


Poor  nakad  wraldics,  wtaansoa^cr  you 
That  bide  the  paldnff  of  thb  pWIess  I ' 
How  shall  your  housMMS  hearts,  and 
Your  kMpTd  and  windoVd  n 
From  seasons  such  aa  these  I 


daflndyot 


«P«M 


Whin  biting  BwretUy  fell  and  doore. 
Sharp  ahivera  through  the  leafleaa  bow'r ; .. 
When  PhahuM  gi'ea  a  short-liv*d  glower 

Far  Bonth  the  lilt, 
Dim<Kiark*niiig  through  the  flaky  ahow'r 

Or  whirling  drift : 

Ae  night  the  aCorm  the  ateeplea  rocked. 
Poor  labour  aweet  in  aleep  waa  loekad. 
While  buma,  wi*  anawy  wreaths  npHshokedy 

WUd-eddyiag  awiri. 
Or  through  the  mining  outlet  booked, 

I>own  headlong  hurl. 

List'ning,  the  doora  an*  wionoekf  imtde^ 
I  thought  me  on  the  ourie  cattle, 
Or  silly  sheep,  wha  bide  thia  brattle 

O'  winter  war. 
And  throi^h  the  drift,  deep-lairii^  aprattle^ 

Beneath  a  acar. 

Ilk  happing  bird,  wee.  helpleaa  thing, 
That  in  the  meity  month  o*  spring. 
Delighted  me  to  bear  thee  sing. 

What  comea  o*  thee  ? 
Wliare  wilt  thoa  oow'r  thy  cluttering  wii^ 

An*  close  thy  e'e? 

£v*n  you  on  mnrd*ring  errands  toil'd, 
Lone  from  your  savage  homea  ezil'd. 
The  blood- atain*d  rooat,  and  sheep-cote  apoil'd^ 

My  heart  forgets, 
While  pitileaa  the  tempest  wild 

Sore  on  you  beata. 

Now  Phaebtt  in  her  midnight  reign. 
Dark  muffled,  view'd  the  dreary  plain ; 
Still  crowding  thoughts,  a  pensive  train. 

Rose  in  my  soul. 
When  on  my  ear  thi;*  plaintive  strain. 

Slow,  solemn 


*  Blow,  blow,  ye  winds,  with  hearia  goat ! 
And  frerze,  ye  bitter-biting  froat ; 
Descend,  ye  chilly,  tiniothcriug  snows  ; 
Not  all  your  rage,  as  now,  united,  showi 

More  hard  unkindneas,  unrelenting, 

Vengeful  malice  unrepentingy 
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Than  hetven-niiiBiiiiM  mm  on  brotlwr  man 
beslowi! 
See  stern  Opprevion'e  in>n  gript 
Or  mad  Ambition**  gorf  nand. 
Sending,  like  blood-hounds  from  the  slipy 
Woe,  Want,  and  Murder  o*er  a  land  ! 
Even  in  the  peaceful  rural  vale, 
Truth,  weeping,  tells  the  mournful  tale. 
How  pampered  Luxury,  Flatt'ry  by  her  side. 
The  parasite  empoisoning  her  car, 
With  all  the  servile  wretches  in  the  rear. 
Looks  o'er  proud  property,  extended  wide ; 
And  eyes  the  simple  rustic  hind, 

Whose  toil  upholds  the  glittVing  show, 
A  creature  of  another  kind. 
Some  courser  subfctauce,  unrefined. 
Placed  for  her  lordly  use  thus  far,  thus  vile, 
below. 
Where,  where  is  Lave*s  fond,  tender  throe, 
With  lordly  Honour**  lofty  bruw. 
The  powers  you  proudly  own  ? 
Is  there,  beneath  Love*s  noble  name. 
Can  harbour,  dark,  the  selluh  aim, 

To  bless  himwlf  alone ! 
Mark  maiden-innocence  a  prey 

To  love-prstending  snares. 
This  boasting  Honour  turns  away. 
Shunning  salt  Pity*s  rising  ^way, 
BegardleM  of  the  tears,  and  unavailing  pray*rs  ! 
Perhaps,  this  hour,  in  Mis'ry's  squalid  nest. 
She  strains  your  infant  to  her  joyless  breast. 
And  with  a  mother's  fears  shrinks  at  the  rock- 
ing blast ! 
Oh  ye !  who,  sunk  in  beds  of  down. 
Feel  not  a  want  but  what  yourselveH  create, 
Think«  for  a  moment,  on  his  wretched  £&te, 
Whom  friends  and  fortune  quite  disown  ! 
ni-satisfy'd  keen  Nature's  clam'rous  call, 
Stretch*d  on  his  straw  he  lays  himself  to 
sleep, 
While  thro*  the  ru^ed  roof  and  chinky  wall. 
Chin  o'er  his  lumbers  piles  the  drifty  heap  ! 
Think  on  the  dungeon's  grim  confine, 
Where  guilt  and  poor  mUfortune  pine  ! 
Guilt,  erring  niun,  relenting  view  ! 
But  shall  thy  legal  rage  pursue 
The  wretch,  already  crushed  low 
By  cruel  Fortune**  undeaervc<l  blow  ? 
Affliction**  sons  are  brothers  in  distress, 
A    brother   to   relieve,    how   exquisite   the 
bliss!' 

I  heard  nae  mair,  fur  Chanticleer 

Shook  off  the  pouthery  snaw, 
And  haird  the  uiorning  with  a  cheer, 

A  cottage -rousing  craw. 

But  deep  thi*  truth  inipresscfl  my  mind — 

Thro'  all  hiii  work;*  abroad, 
The  heart  benevolent  and  kind 

The  most  resembles  God. 


EnSTLE  TO  DAVIE, 

JmuuoTf 

L 
While  winds  firae  aff  Ben^Lamtmd  blinr» 
And  bar  the  doors  wi*  driving  enaw, 

And  bing  us  owra  the  ingle, 
I  set  me  down  to  pasa  the  time^ 
And  spin  a  verse  or  twa  o*  rhyme, 

In  hamely  westlan*  jingle. 
White  frosty  winds  Uaw  in  the  drif^ 

Ben  to  the  chimla  lug, 
I  grudge  a  wee  the  great  folk's  gift. 
That  live  sae  bien  and  snug : 
I  tent  less,  and  want  leas 
Their  roomy  fireside ; 
But  hanker  and  canker. 
To  see  their  corsed  pride. 

n. 

Its  hardly  in  a  body*s  pow'r 
To  keep  at  times  frae  being  sour. 
To  see  how  things  are  shar'd  ; 
How  best  o'  chiels  are  whiles  in  want. 
While  coofi  on  countless  thousands  rant. 

An*  ken  na  how  to  wair't : 
But,  Davie,  lad,  ne'er  fash  your  head. 

Tho*  we  hae  little  gear. 
We're  fit  to  win  our  daily  bread. 
As  lang's  we're  hale  and  fier  : 
<  Mair  speir  na,  nor  fear  na'f 
Auld  age  ne'er  mind  a  kg. 
The  last  o't,  the  warst  o't, 
1%  only  for  to  beg. 

in. 

To  lie  in  kilns  and  bams  at  e'en, 
Wlien  banes  are  craz'd  and  bluid  is  thin. 

Is  doubtless,  great  distress  ! 
Yet  then,  content  could  make  us  Uest ; 
£v'n  then  sometimes  we'd  snatch  a  taste 

Of  truest  happiness. 
The  honest  heart  that's  firee  frae  a* 

Intended  fraud  or  guile, 
However  fortune  kick  the  ba'. 
Has  aye  some  cause  to  smile ; 
And  mind  still,  you'll  find  s^ 

A  comfort  this  nae  sma' : 
Nnc  mair  then,  we'll  care  then, 
Nae  farther  can  we  &*. 

IV. 

Wliat  though,  like  commoners  of  air. 
We  wauder  out  we  know  not  where. 

But  either  house  or  hall  ? 
Yet  nature's  charms,  the  hills  and  woodi. 
The  sweeping  vales,  and  foaming  floodiy 

Are  free  alike  to  all. 
In  days  when  daisies  deck  the  ground. 

And  blackbirds  whistle  dear, 
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With  luHitei  jof  our  Wrti  wiH  bound. 
To  !iee  the  coming  year  : 

On  hraea  when  ve  pleaw^  then. 
We'll  sit  tnd  aowth  a  tune  ; 
Syne  rhyme  till't,  we'll  time  tilft. 
And  tiog't  when  we  hae  done. 

V. 
It*s  no  in  titles  nor  in  rank ; 
It*s  no  in  wealth  like  Lnn'on  bank, 

To  purchase  peace  and  rest ; 
It*s  no  in  making  muckle  mair  : 
It's  no  in  books  ;  it*s  no  in  lear, 

To  mak  us  truly  blest ! 
If  happiness  hae  not  her  seat 
And  centre  in  the  breast. 
We  may  be  wise,  or  rich,  or  great, 
But  never  can  be  blest : 

Nae  treasures,  nor  pleasures, 

Ckrald  make  us  liappy  lang ; 
The  heart  ay*es  the  part  aye, 
That  makes  us  right  or  wring. 

VI. 
Think  ye  that  sic  as  you  and  I, 
Wha  drudge  and  drive  through  wet  an*  dry, 

Wi*  never-ceasing  toil ; 
Think  ye,  are  we  less  blest  than  they, 
Wha  scarcely  tent  us  in  their  way. 

As  hardly  worth  their  while  ? 
Alas !  how  oft  in  haughty  mood, 
God*s  creatures  they  oppress  ! 
Or  dse,  neglecting  a*  that's  guid, 
They  riot  in  excess  ? 

Baith  careless  and  fiearless 

Of  either  heav'n  or  hell ; 
Esteeming  and  deeming 
It's  a'  an  idle  tale  ! 

VII. 
Then  let  us  cheerfu*  acquiesce ; 
Nor  make  our  scanty  pleasures  less. 

By  pining  at  our  state ; 
And,  even  should  misfortunes  come, 
I  here  wha  sit,  hae  met  wi*  some^ 

An*s  thank^*  for  them  yet. 
They  gie  the  wit  of  age  to  youth  ; 
They  let  us  ken  ourseT ; 
They  make  us  see  the  naked  truth, 
llie  real  guid  and  ilU 
Tho*  loases  and  crosses. 

Be  lessons  right  severe^ 
There's  wit  there,  yell  get  there, 
Ye'll  find  nae  other  where. 

VIII. 
But  tent  me.  Dame,  aoe  o*  hearts ! 
(To  say  aught  else  wad  wring  the  carter 

And  flatt'ry  I  detest) 
This  life  has  joys  for  yon  and  I ; 
And  joys  that  riches  ne'er  could  boy ; 

And  joys  the  very  beat 
There's  a'  th*  pUantn$  o*  <Ae  hearty 

The  lover  an*  the  frien' ; 
Ya  hae  your  Mtg,  your  deareit  ptrt| 


It  warnlt  mo^  it  ctiarmi  AM, 
To  mention  but  her  fMune ; 

It  heats  me,  it  beets  me, 
And  sets  me  a'  on  flame ! 

IX. 

O  all  ye  Powers  who  rule  above ! 
O  Thou  whose  very  self  art,  /ore  / 

Thou  knowest  my  words  sincere ! 
The  life-blood  streaming  thro'  my  heart, 
Or  my  more  dear  immortal  pait, 

Is  not  more  fonilly  dear ! 
When  heart-corroding  care  and  grief 

Deprive  my  soul  of  rest. 
Her  dear  idea  brings  relief 
And  solace  to  my  breast. 
Thou  Beinpf  All-seeing, 

O  hear  my  fervent  pray'r ; 
Still  take  her  and  make  her 
Tkp  ntost  peculiar  care ! 

X. 

An  hail,  ye  tender  feelings  dear ! 
The  smile  o£  love,  the  firiendly  tear, 

The  sympathetic  glow ; 
Long  since,  this  world's  thomv  ways 
Had  numbered  out  my  weary  day*. 

Had  it  not  been  for  you  ! 
Fate  still  has  blest  me  with  a  friend. 

In  every  care  and  ill ; 
And  oft  a  more  endearinj^  band, 
A  tie  more  tender  still. 
It  %htenB,  it  brightens 
The  tenebrific  scene. 
To  meet  with,  and  greet  with 
My  Davie  or  my  Jean, 

XL 

O.  how  that  name  inspires  my  style ! 
Hie  words  come  skelpin*  rank  and  flle» 

Amaist  before  I  ken  ! 
The  ready  measure  rina  as  fine. 
As  Phctbue  and  the  fiunons  Aiiie 

Were  glowrin'  owre  my  pen. 
My  spaviet  Pegatue  will  limp, 

Till  anoe  he's  fairly  bet ; 
And  tlttn  he'll  hiltch,  and  stilt,  md  jamp^ 
An*  rin  an*  unco  fit : 

But  lest  then,  the  beist  then. 
Should  rue  his  hasty  ride, 
I'll  light  now,  and  dight  now 
His  sweaty  wixen'd  hide. 


THE  LAMENT, 

OCCASIONED  BY  THStmrOKTUVATB  XHVX  Of  A 
PKHND's  AMOUB. 

Alas  t  how  oft  does  Goodness  wotaid  ttsrif, 
And  ssrset  ^^^MioM  prove  the  spring  of  woe 
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Thoa  MOt  A  witleh  tbtt  inly  pine*, 
Aikd  wanders  here  to  wail  and  weep ! 

inUi  woe  I  nightly  vigils  keep. 

Beneath  thy  wan  unwarming  beam  ; 

And  mourn,  in  lamentation  deep, 
How  life  and  love  are  all  a  dream. 

II. 
I  joylen  view  thy  rays  adorn 

The  £untly-marki>d  distant  hill : 
I  joyless  view  thy  trembling  horn. 

Reflected  in  the  gurgling  rill : 
My  fondly-fluttering  heart  be  still ! 

Thou  busy  power,  RcmembrAnre,  cense ! 
Ah  !  must  the  agonizing  thrill 

For  ever  bar  returning  peaee  ! 

III. 

No  idly-feign*d  poetic  pains. 

My  sad,  ]ove>lorn  lamentiogt  daim ; 
No  shepherd*s  pipe— Areadian  strains  ; 

No  frUed  tortures,  quaint  and  tame  : 
The  plighted  fiuth ;  the  mutual  flame ; 

The  oft-attested  Powers  above ; 
The  promUed  Father* 9  tender  name  ; 

These  were  the  pledges  of  my  love ! 

IV. 

Encircled  in  her  clasping  arms. 

How  have  the  raptur*d  moments  flown  ! 
How  have  I  wish*d  for  Fortune's  charms, 

For  her  dear  sake,  and  hers  alone ! 
And  must  I  think  it  ?  is  she  gone. 

My  secret  heart's  exulting  boast  ? 
And  does  she  heedless  hear  my  groan  ? 

And  is  she  ever,  ever  lost ! 

V. 

Oh  !  can  she  bear  m  Itase  a  heart, 

So  lost  to  honour,  lost  to  truth. 
As  from  the  fondest  lover  part, 

The  plighted  hunband  of  her  youth  ! 
Alas !  life's  path  may  1k>  un>uiooth  ! 

Her  way  may  lie  thru*  mu^h  distress ! 
Tlien,  who  her  piin;;!i  and  pains  will  MX)th? 

Her  torrows  share  and  moke  thera  less  ? 

VI. 

Ye  winged  hours  tlmt  oVr  u.i  past, 

Enraptur'd  more,  the  more  enj:»yM, 
Your  dear  remembrance  in  mv  breast. 

My  fondly-treosur'd  thoughts  employ *d. 
That  breast,  how  dreary  nuw,  and  void, 

For  her  too  scanty  once  of  room  ! 
Ev'n  ev'ry  ray  of  hope  destroy'd, 

And  not  a  wish  to  giU  the  gloom  ! 

VII. 
The  mom  that  warns  th*  approaching  day, 

Awakes  me  up  to  toil  and  woe  : 
I  see  the  hours  in  long  array, 

That  I  must  sufier,  lingering,  slow. 
Full  many  a  pang,  and  roanv  a  throe, 

lUvn  ifCO&ctioD*t  direful  train, 


Must  wring  my  soul,  ere  Phcsbus,  low. 
Shall  kiss  the  distant,  Wi'stem  main. 

VIII. 
And  when  my  nightly  couch  I  \t\\ 

Sore-harasif'd  out  with  cire  auci  grief. 
My  toiUlieat  nerve*,  and  tfar-wt>rn  !•>«•, 

Keep  watching*  with  the  nii^htiy  thief: 
Or  if  1  slumber,  fancy,  chief, 

Reigns  liHvrKanl-wilfl.  in  sure  afrii<;ht  : 
Ev*u  day,  :ill-ln*t«-r,  brlii,i;s  rdi.'f, 

Friuu  such  a  huriur>l)rcathing  uight. 

IX. 

O  !   thou  hri;:ht  qnccn,  w'lo  oVr  x\*  rsp.in'e 

Now  liiichcHt  nri.ijn'st,  with  l»ouudI«r<^  htrny  I 
Oft  has  thy  hilcnt-ninrkin:;  j^'lince 

Observed  us,  fondly  waudcriiig,  ^tray  : 
The  time,  unheeded,  sped  away. 

While  love's  luxurious  pul«e  !>cat  high, 
Beneath  thy  silver-gleaming  ray. 

To  murk  the  nmtual-kiudling  eye. 

X. 

Oh  !  scenes  in  strong  remembrance  set ! 

Scenes,  never,  never,  to  return  ! 
Scenes,  if  in  stupor  I  forget. 

Again  I  feel,  again  I  burn  ! 
From  ev'ry  joy  and  pleasure  torn, 

Life's  weary  vale  1*11  wander  thro* ; 
And  hopeless,  comfortless,  1*11  mourn 

A  faithless  woman's  broken  vow. 


DESPONDENCY : 


AV  ODE. 


I. 


Oppress'o  with  grief,  oppress'd  with  care> 
A  burden  more  than  I  can  bear, 

I  sit  me  down  and  sigh  : 
O  life  !  thou  art  a  galUng  load. 
Along  a  ruugh,  a  weary  road, 

To  wretches  such  as  I ! 
Dim  backward  as  I  cast  my  view, 
What  sick'ning  scenes  appear ! 
What  sorrows  yet  may  pierce  me  thro*| 
Too  justly  I  may  fear  ! 
Still  caring,  despairing. 

Must  be  my  bitter  doom ; 
My  woes  here  shaH  close  ne'er. 
Cut  with  the  closing  tomb ! 

IL 

Happy  ye  sons  of  busy  life. 
Who,  equal  to  the  bustling  strife, 

No  other  view  regard  ! 
Ev'n  when  the  wished  eiuTs  deny*d, 
Yet  while  the  busy  meang  are  ply'c^ 

They  bring  their  own  reward  : 
Whilst  I,  a  hope-abandon*d  wight^ 

UnfitttMl  with  an  aim. 
Meet  ev'r>'  sad  returning  night. 

And  joykn  mora  the  sune  j 
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Yotl,  bustling,  and  justling* 
i^oi^et  each  grief  and  pain  ', 

I,  litUean,  yet  restless, 
Find  ev*ry  prospect  vaiu. 

III. 
How  blest  the  solitary**  lot, 
Who,  all-forgettinif,  all-forpof, 

Within  his  humble  cell. 
The  cavern  wild  with  tangling  roots, 
Sits  o'er  his  nen'ly-^ather'd  fruiti. 

Beside  his  crystal  well ! 
Or,  haply,  to  bis  ev'iiing  tliought, 

By  unfrequi^uted  stream. 
The  ways  of  men  arc  diNtaiit  bi-ought, 
A  faint  collected  dre.im  : 
WJuIl*  prai>in'r,  and  raisiiip 

His  thimghcs  tu  Lcav*n  uu  high; 
As  wand'ring,  nieamrrinff, 
He  views  thu  buleiiui  sky. 

IV. 
Than  I,  no  lonely  hermit  placed 
Where  never  human  footstep  traoed^ 

Lefls  fit  to  play  the  part ; 
The  lucky  moment  to  improve, 
Andjuit  to  stop,  andJHSi  to  move, 

With  self-respecting  art : 
But  nh  !  those  pleasures,  loves,  and  joys. 

Which  I  too  keenly  taste, 
The  Solitary  can  dexpise. 
Can  want,  and  yet  be  blest .' 
He  needs  not,  he  heeds  nol^ 

Or  human  love  or  hate, 
WhiUt  I  here  must  cry  here, 
At  perfidy  ingrate  1 

V. 

Oh  !  enviable,  early  daj-s, 

When  dancing  thoughtlesa  pleasure's  mase, 

To  care,  to  guilt  unknown  ! 
How  ill-exchan^ged  for  riper  timcH, 
To  feel  the  follies,  or  the  crimes, 

Of  others,  or  my  own  ! 
Ye  tiny  elves  that  guiltless  spor^ 

Like  linnets  in  the  bush, 
Ye  little  know  the  ilia  ye  court. 
When  manhood  is  your  wish  ! 
The  losses,  the  crosses, 

That  aetive  man  engage .' 
The  feara  all,  the  tears  all. 
Of  ditki  declining  agt  I 


WINTER : 

A  DiaOE. 

I. 

Tm  wintry  west  extends  his  blast, 

And  bail  and  rain  does  blaw ; 
Or,  the  stormy  north  sends  drhdng  forth 

The  blinding  aleet  and  maw : 
While  tnmbHng  brown,  the  bam  oomei  down^ 

And  rom  lirae  bank  to  bne  j 


••• 


And  bird  and  beast  in  cttfart  net 
And  poBs  the  heartlen  day. 

IL 
"  The  sweeping  bhHt,  the  aky  o' 

The  joyless  winter-day, 
Let  others  fear,  to  me  more  dear 

Than  all  the  pride  of  May : 
The  tempest's  howl,  it  sootUei  my  tool. 

My  griefii  it  seems  to  join. 
The  leaikM  trees  my  fancy  pleaae^ 

Their  fate  resembles  mine ! 

HL 
Thou  Power  Supreme,  whose  mighty  icheiiit 

These  woes  of  mine  fulfil, 
Here,  firm,  I  reit,  they  muMt  be  best. 

Because  they  are  TAy  Will  1 
Then  all  I  want  (O,  do  thou  grant 

Til  is  one  request  of  mine  ! ) 
Since  to  enjoy  thou  dost  deny. 

Assist  me  to  rtsiyu. 


THK 


COTTER'S  SATURDAY  NIGHT. 

IKfCElBED  TO  R.  AIKEN,  ESQ. 
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Let  not  ambitkm  mock  their  ussftal  toiU 
Hidr  homely  joys,  and  destiny  otavure  i 

Not  mndeur  hear,  with  s  divlalnful  smile, 
Ine  short  and  simple  anuals  of  the  poor     (friy. 


Mr  ]ov*d,  my  honoured,    much 
firiend! 
No  mercenary  bard  his  homage  payi : 
With  honeat  pride  I  scorn  each  sdfish  tndt 
My  dearest  meed,  a  friend's  esteem  and 
praise: 
To  you  I  sing,  in  simple  Seotti$h  lays, 

The  knrly  train  in  life*s  sequestered  aeeoe; 

Th«    native   fiselinga  Strang,    tha  guilataH 

^»y» ;.  [been ; 

What  Aitken  in  a  cottage  would  hcra 

Ah !  tho'  his  worth  unknown,  fiu*  happier  tbef% 

I  weeni 

IL 

November  chill  bUws  loud  wi*  angry  aongfi ; 
The  short*ning  winter-day  is  near  a  dose; 
The  miry  beasts  retreating  frae  the  pleugh ; 
The  blackening  trains  o'  crawa  to  tlnir 
repose: 
The  toil-worn  Cotter  frae  his  labour  goci, 

ThU  night  his  weekly  moil  is  at  an  e«d, 
CoDecti  his  spadef,   his  mattocki^  and  kk 
hoes, 
Hoping  the  mom  in  ease  and  rest  to  spaM^ 
And  weary,   o*er  the  moor,   hia  course  doea 
ham«ward  bend. 


U5 
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'lit 

At  kng^  lib  londr  eoC  appaan  in  ritv, 
BfBMth  the  dicmr  of  aa  igMl  tree ; 

Th*  czptelut  wm  Airngt^  toddliB,  itachMr 

tkra*  [aa*  glee. 

To  meet  their  Dad,  wi*  fliditeria'  mnae 

Hie  wee  bit  iof  le,  falinkin'  boaaily, 

Hie  dean  hcarth-etane,  hie  thriftie  wi/k'$ 
— ii|fj 

The  liepiBf  infiuit  prattUiig  on  hie  knee» 
Doce  a*  hie  weary  carking  cares  bcgvile* 
And  makee  him  quite  finrget  hie  labour  an*  hie 
toiL 

IV. 
Beljre  the  dder  baime  come  drappiog  in« 

At  eenrioe  out,  amaog  the  £vmere  nmn'y 
Some  ca'  the  pkugh,  eome  herd,  eome  tentie 
rin 
A  canoie  errand  to  a  necbor  town ; 
Their  ddeet    hope,    their  Jmny,    woman 
grown. 
In  youthfii*  Uoom,  love  apeiUin*  in  her  e*e, 
CSence  hame^  perhape,  tn  ehow  a  bra*  new 


Or  depoeit  her  eair-won  penny-fee, 
1!a  hdp  her  pimtedear,  if  they  in  henJehip  be. 

V. 

Wi*  joy  unleign'd  brothers  end  eistere  meet, 

An*  each  far  other**  wedfiwc  kindly  epiere: 
The  eodel  honn^  ewift-wing*d,   unnodc'd 
ileet; 

Eech  telle  the  nncoe  that  he  eece  or  hears ; 
The  perents,  pertiel,  rye  their  hopeful  yeers ; 

Anticipation  fbrwerd  points  the  riew. 
TIm  meCAer,  wi'  her  needle  en'  her  sheers, 

Gere  anld  dare  look  amaist  es  weel*s  the 


Thttftiker  mixes  a*  wi*  admonition  due. 

VL 
Their  master's  an*  their  mistrees*s  command, 

The  yonnkers  a'  are  wemed  to  obey ; 
Aad  mud  their  laboure  wi*  en  credent  bend. 
And  ne*er,  tho'  out  o*  sight,  to  jeak  or  play : 
"  An*  O  !  be  sore  to  £eer  the  Lokd  alway  ! 

An*  mind  yonr  duty,  duly,  mom  an*  night ! 
Lset  in  temptetion*s  path  ye  gang  eetray. 
Implore  hie  counsel  and  assisting  might : 
TWy  aerer  sought  in  Tain  that  eooght  the 
Lord  aright  !* 

vn. 

Bat  harii !  a  rap  comee  gently  to  the  door ; 

Jmtnjff  wha  kens  the  meaning  o*  the  eeme, 
Tdle  how  a  neebor  lad  cam  o'er  the  nmor. 

To  do  eome  errands,  and  couToy  her  heme. 
The  wily  mother  seee  the  coneeioiM  flame 

Sparkle  in  j€imif$9*t,  tad  flueh  her  chedc ; 
anziooa  care^  inquirse 


While  Juu^  hafflins  ie  afraid  to  epeak ; 
Will  plcae*d  the  mother  bum  it*t  hm  wild, 


tmi: 


VP  kindly  welcome  Juinjf  bringe  him  ben  *, 
A  etrampb  youth ;  he  take  the  mother's  eye  ; 
Blithe  JtmM^  eece  the  visit's  no  ill  te'cn; 
The  fiUher  cracks  of  hoceee,  pleugbs,  and 
kye.  [joy. 

The  youngster's  artless  heart  o'enows  wT 
But  blate  and  laithfu',  eearce  can  wed 
bdiave; 
The  neother,  wi*  a  woman's  wiles,  can  spy 
What  mekes  the  youth  eee  baihla'  an*  eee 
grare; 
Wed  ^eee'd  to  think  her  hain't  reepeeted  like 
thelaTC. 

IX. 
O  happy  lore !  where  lore  like  this  le  fiNmd ! 
O  heart-fclt  rapturee !  blim  beyond  com- 
pare! 
Ftc  paced  modi  thie  weary  moHal  roumdf 

And  ssge  experienee  bids  me  this  declare— • 
<  If  Hear'n  a  draught  of  hearenly  pleeenre 


One  cerdid  in  thie  mdanchdy  Tale,  * 
*Tb  when  a  youthful,  loring,  modeet  pair. 
In  other's  arms  breathe  out  the  tender  tele, 
Beneath  the  milk-white  thorn  that  eeente  the 
CT'ning  gale.* 


Ie  there^  in  human  form,  that  bears  a 

Awfctch!  avillain!  ket  to  lore  and  truth! 
That  can,  widi  etudied,  sly,  enenaring  art. 

Betray  eweet  Jinmy't  unsoepceting  youth  ? 
Curse  on  hie  peijur'd  arte!  dissembling  emoeth! 
Are  honour,  Tirtae,  conecience  all  esil'd  ? 
b  there  no  pity,  no  relenting  ruth. 

Points  to  the  persnts  fimdling  o'er  their 
child! 
Then  paints  the  ruin'd  maid,  and  their  distiae- 
tion  wild? 

XL 
Btat  now  the  eupper  crowne  their  suaple 
board, 
Thehalesomeporrildk,  chief  o'JbeKd'f  food : 
The  sowpe  thdr  only  Mawkit  doce  eflbrd. 
That  'yont  the  hallan  snugly  chowe  her 
cood : 
The  dame  brings  forth  in  complimentd  mood. 
To  grsce  the  lad,  her  weeUiain'd  kebbuck 
fell, 
An'  aft  he's  prest,  an'  aft  he  ca's  it  guid ; 
The  frugd  wifie,  garruloue,  will  tdl. 
How  'twas  a  towmond  auld,  sin'  lint  was  i'  the 
belL 

XIL 
The  cheerfu*  sapper  done^  wT  eeriooe  fS^e, 

They,  round  the  ingle^  fiirm  a  drde  wide  ; 
The  sire  turns  o'er,  wi*  petriarchd  graoi^ 

The  big  Aa'-^fUk,  ance  hie  &ther'a  pride : 
Hie  bonnet  xcT'rendy  ie  laid  aeide^ 

Hie  lyart  haffete  wearing  thin  aa'  boa : 
Those  etniaa  tint  onci  did  fwwt  la  Zka 


tOSMS. 


Ite  wain  t  portiott  Wid&  jodiciotit  etn ; 
And  '  LA  tw  levnkip  Goo  !*  he  nyt,  with 
■oleinA  tir. 

XIIL 

They  chAot  their  artlcM  notn  in  simple  guise ; 

They  tune  their  heirts,  by  fkr  the  noblest 

tim :  [rise  ; 

Perhaps  2>Kii4/ee*«  wiU  warbling   mestures 

Or  plaiotire  jliartyr$,  worthy  of  the  name ; 

Or  noble  £lpn  beets  the  heav'n-ward  flame. 

The  sweetest  far  of  Seotia*i  holy  lays  : 
Compared  with  these,  Italian  trills  are  time ; 
The  tickrd  ears  no  heart- felt  rapturesraise ; 
Nae  unison  hae  they  with  our  Creator's  ^Ruse. 

XIV. 
The  priest-like  father  reads  the  sacred  pagr. 
How  Abrom  was  the  friend  o/God  on  high ; 
Or,  JIfoars  bade  eternal  war&re  wage 

With  AmaUIC$  ungracious  progeny  ; 
Or  how  the  royal  hard  did  groaning  lie  [ire ; 
Beneath  the  stroke  of  HcavVa  irenging 
Or,  Job* 9  pathetic  pUint,  and  wailing  cry ; 
Or  rapt  laaiak't  wild,  seraphfe  fire ; 
Or  other  holy  seers  that  tune  the  saered  lyre. 

XV. 

Perhaps  the  Chriftian  voittme  b  the  theme. 

How  guiltless  blood  for  guilty  man  was 

shed ;  [name. 

How  Ne,  who  bore  in  Heaven  the  second 

Had  not  on  earth  whereon  to  by  hb  head ; 

How  hb  first  followers  and  servants  sped ; 

The  precepts  sage  they  wrote  to  many  a 
HowACfWholoneinPsfsioebanbhed,   [bnd: 
Saw  in  the  snn  a  mighty  angel  t>Und  ; 
And  heard  great  Bab*hm*$  doom  pronounced  by 
Hcaren's  command. 

XVL 
Then  kneeling  down  to  Hjeavim*s  ztunal 

KiKO,  [F»y»  • 

The  jotnf,  the  faiker,  and  the  ku$band 

Hope  *  springs  tinlting  on  triumphant  wing,* 

That  tkuM  they  all  shall  meet  in  future 

There  ever  hmk  in  uncreated  rays,       [days : 

No  moc«  to  sigh  or  shed  the  bitter  tear. 
Together  hymning  their  Creator's  praise» 
In  such  society,  yet  still  more  dear ; 
While  circling  time  moires  round  in  an  eternal 
sphere. 

XVIL 

Compared  with  this,  how  poor  Religion's  pride, 

In  all  the  pomp  of  method,  aiui  of  art. 
When  men  dispUy  to  congregations  wida^ 

Derotion^s  er'ry  grace,  except  the  heart  I 
The  PowV,  inceiuMdt  the  pagMnt  will  desert. 

The  pompous  strain,  the  sacerdotal  etok ; 
But  haply,  in  some  cottage  &r  apart, 

May  hear,  well-pleased^  the  language  of  the 
soul; 
And  in  hb  hook  of  lift  the  inmalei  poor  enniL 


xvnL 

Then  homeward  all  take  off  their  ieY*ral  wqr  % 

The  youngling  cotti^^em  retire  to  reet : 
The  parent  pair  their  srcrrf  komagt  pay^       • 

And  proflfer  up  to  Heaven  the  waim  riqme>» 
That  He  who  tx)^^*  the  raven's  cUm'rous : 

And  derks  the  lily  fair  in  flow*ry  prida^ 
Would,  in  the  way  his  wiiidom  sees  the 

For  them  and  tor  their  little  ones  provide  ) 
But  chiefly  in  their  hearts  with  jfrnce  diirim 
preside. 

XIX. 

From  scenes  like  tliew  old  Seotia*9 
springs 
That  makes  her  loved  at  home, 
abroad:    ' 
Princes  and  lords  are  hut  the  breath  of  ki^fi, 
**  An  honebt  nuui's  the  noblest  woA.  df 
God!'' 
And  cerfea,  in  fair  virtue's  heav'nly  roadf 

The  cottage  leaves  the  palaeo  tu  bdliai{ 
What  b  a  k>rdling*s  pomp  !  a  cnmbrona  lotd* 
Disguisiug  oft  the  wretch  of  human  Unit 
Studied  in  arts  of  hell,  in  wickedness  refined ! 

XX. 

O  Scotia  !  my  dear,  my  native  soil ! 
For  whom  my  warmest  wiok  to  H< 
sent! 
Long  may  thv  hardy  sons  of  rvstie  toil. 
Be  Uest  with  health,  and  peaee,  and 
content! 
And,  O !  may  Haav'n  their  simplt  livei 
vent 
From  Luxury's  contagion,  weak  and  Wb  I 
Then,  howe'er  crown*  and  eoreneCt  be  VH^ 
A  virtwmo  poptdaeo  may  rise  the  wUll^ 
And  stand  a  wah  of  fire  aronnd  their 
lo^tdltU. 

XXL 

O  Tkou  /  who  pour'd  the  patriotie  tidi^ 
That  atraam'd  thro'  WaOaet't 
heart; 
Who  dared  to  nobly  stem  tyrannic  pridi^ 
Or  nobly  die,  the  aecond  glorioas  party 
(The  patriot's  God,  peculiarly  thou  act, 

Hb  firiend,  inspirer,  guardian,  and  icwni !) 
O  never,  never,  Scotia'a  realm  desert ; 
But  still  iht  patriot  and  the  j»atrMe 
In  bright  successiou  raise,  her  ocnamcaft 
guard! 


*  FopiTi  Wbidsof  FoicMf 


MAN  WAS  MADE  TO  MOURN  t 


A  nuoi. 


Wbxv  chin  Kovembei'a  snriy  bUH 
Made  fields  and  Ibraali  ban^ 

One  ev'niii^  as  I  wandered  hkk 
Akog  the  ba*s  «C  ^1 


BURNS*  WORKS. 


I  9Dj*d  a  mtn,  wIiom  i|^  step 
wem'd  w«aiy,  worn  with  ctre ; 

Hb  face  wai  furrow'd  o*er  with  yean, 
And  hoary  wa«  hu  hair. 

II. 
Young  »tran{^r,  whither  wandVcft  thou  ? 

B^n  th«  rev'rend  *a^  ; 
DoiM  tliirat  of  wealth  thy  »top  couKtraioi 

Or  youthful  ple.i*«ure*it  rage  ? 
Oft  haplvt  preiit  with  cami  and  woef. 

Too  noon  thou  h3«t  hegan 
To  wander  forth,  with  me,  to  utourn 

The  miierien  of  man  ! 

III. 
The  lun  that  overhang*  yon  moon, 

Out-spreading  far  and  wide, 
Where  hundriHls  l«il>our  to  oupport 

A  haughty  lordliog'w  prido  ; 
Tyt  leen  you  weary  winter-sun 

Twice  ftM-ty  times  return  ; 
Aad  e«**ry  time  hat  added  proofi. 

That  man  wm  made  to  mourn. 

IV. 
O  man  !  wliile  in  thy  early  yean, 

H*w  prodigal  of  time  ! 
Mia-apending  all  thy  precious  houn ; 

Thy  glorioua  youthful  prime  ! 
Abnriiala  fidliai  take  tha  away ; 

Licentious  passions  hum ; 
Vhich  tenfold  foroo  gives  Nature's  law. 

That  man  was  made  to  mourn. 

V. 
Lotk  not  alom  on  yoathftil  prime, 

Or  ina»hood*B  actiro  might ; 
Man  then  is  unefiil  to  his  kind, 

Supported  is  his  right : 
But  see  him  ou  the  edga  of  life. 

With  carea  and  sorrown  worn, 
1k«i  ago  and  want.  Oh  !  ill.matcli*d  pair ! 

Show  roan  was  made  to  mourn. 

VI. 

A  few  Mim  fevouritca  of  fate, 

Ib  plMsmvB's  lap  carat ; 
Yet,  think  not  all  the  rieh  and  gi-eat 

An  likewist  truly  bhiit. 
Bat,  Oh !  what  erowd*  in  every  laml, 

Are  wretched  and  forlorn ; 
Thro*  weary  life  thi'<  le-«on  Ifirn, 

That  man  was  made  to  mourn. 

VII. 

Many  and  sharp  the  nuinVouM  UN, 

Inwoven  with  our  frame  ! 
More  pointed  still  we  make  nur»elv(>s, 

Begret,  remorse,  and  sLime  ! 
And  man,  whose  hmv'n -erected  fare 

The  smiles  of  love  ailorn, 
Man's  inhumanity  to  man 

Makvi  couutlcbs  thoiMindi  moom ! 


vm. 

See  yonder  poor,  o*erlahour*d  wight, 

So  abject,  mean,  and  vile^ 
Mlio  begx  a  brother  of  the  earth 

To  give  him  leave  to  toil ; 
And  see  his  lordly  ^eZ/oir-arorm 

The  poor  petition  spurn. 
Unmindful',  tho*  a  weeping  wife 

And  helplea  offspring  mourn. 

IX. 

If  I'm  design'd  yon  lordling*s  slave- 
By  Nature's  law  design'd. 

Why  #as  an  independent  wish 
E'er  planted  in  my  mind  ? 

If  not,  why  am  I  subject  to 
His  cruelty  or  scorn  ? 

Or  why  has  man  the  will  and  pow*r 
To  make  his  fellow  mourn  ? 

X. 

Yet,  let  not  this  too  much,  my  son. 

Disturb  thy  youthful  breast : 
This  partial  yiew  of  human-kind 

Is  surely  not  the  last ! 
The  poor,  oppressed,  honest  man, 

Had  never,  sure,  been  born. 
Had  there  not  been  some  racompense 

To  comfort  those  that  mourn  ! 

XI. 
O  Death  !  the  poor  man's  dearest  firiendt 

The  kindest  and  the  best ! 
Welcome  the  hour  my  aged  limbs 

Are  laid  with  thee  at  rest ! 
The  great,  the  wealthy,  fear  thy  blow. 

From  pomp  and  ph^Mure  torn  ; 
But,  Oh  !  a  bleKt  relief  to  those 

That,  weary-laden,  mourn  ! 


A  PRAYER 


IS  Tlir  PROSPRCT  OF  DKATH. 


I. 

O  TiioiT  unknown,  Almighty  Cau« 

Of  all  my  hope  and  fear  ! 
In  wliooe  drfnd  prevnce,  ere  an  hour, 

Porhnpii  I  mn»t  appcnr  ! 

II. 
If  I  have  wander'd  in  those  paths 

Of  life  I  ought  to  shun ; 
A^  somttkiitff^  loudly,  in  mif  breast. 

Remonstrates  I  have  done ; 

III. 

Thou  know'st  that  Thou  hast  formed 
With  passions  wiki  and  strong ; 

And  liHt'uing  to  their  witching  voicf 
Ha9  ot'tco  led  me  wrong. 


POBMS. 


IT. 

Where  liumtii  wtaimeu  hat  come  thort, 

Oifrailiy  sfeept  aeide^ 
Do  thon,  AIL  Good  I  far  rach  thou  art, 

In  shades  of  darkaeas  hide. 

V. 

Where  with  inUmiiam  I  have  err*dy 

No  other  pies  I  have, 
But,  Thorn  art  good ;  and  goodneu  itiU 

Delighttth  to  fbrgive. 


STANZAS 

ON  TUX  SAMK  OCCASION*. 

Why  am  I  loath  to  leave  this  earthly  scene  ? 
Have  I  BO  found  it  full  of  pleasing  charms  ? 
Some  drops  of  joy  with  draughts  of  ill  be- 
tween: 
Some  gleams  of  sundiine  'mid  renewed 
storms: 
Is  it  departing  pangs  my  soul  alarms ; 

Or  death  8  unlovely,  dreary,  dark  abode  ? 
For  guilt,  for  guilt,  my  terrors  are  in  arms ; 
I  tremble  tu  approach  an  augry  Gou, 
And  justly  smart  beneath  his  sin-avenging  rod. 

Fain  would  I  wy,  <  Furgive  my  foul  oflfence  !* 

Fain  promise  never  more  to  disobey ; 
But,  should  my  Author  health  again  dis- 
pense. 
Again  I  might  desert  fnir  virtue's  way ; 
Again  in  folly's  path  might  go  astray  ; 

Again  exalt  the  brute  and  sink  the  man  ; 
Then  how  should  1  for  heavenly  mercy  pray, 
Who  act  so  counter  hcuvcnly  mercy's  plun  ? 
Who  sin  so  oft  have  niourn'd,  yet  to  teiuptutiun 
ran? 

O  Thou,  great  Governor  of  <lI1  IhjIow  I 

If  I  may  dare  a  lilted  e>-c  to  Tlice, 
Thy   nod  can   make  the  teiiijiest   ceaw   to 
blow. 
Or  still  the  tumult  of  the  raging  sea  ; 
With  that  controlling  pow*r  avd^t  ev'n  me. 
Those  headlong  ^rious  pas»iuus  to  con- 
fine; 
For  all  unfit  I  foel  my  pow'rs  to  be. 

To  rale  their  torrent  in  th*  allowed  line  ! 
O  aid  me  with  thy  help,  OmnipoteKce  Divine  ! 


LYING  AT  A  aXVXaXND  raiXHD*K  HOUSE  ONE 
yiGHT,  THE  ADTHOft  LEFT  THE  FOLLOWING 


VERSES, 


I9f  TBS  BOOM  WUXKX  HE  SLEFT. 


O  THOU  dread  Pow'r,  who  reigii*it  above, 
I  knoir  thoB  wilt  bm  hear, 


When  for  thli  MBi  dr  pMM  lad  hnrc^ 
I  make  my  prayer  sincere. 

n. 

The  hoarjr  aire — the  mortd  alrbki^ 
Long,  long  be  pleaaed  to  Wfnt% 

To  bless  his  little  filial  flmk, 
And  show  what  good  mM  !!«• 

UL 

She,  who  her  lovdy  oferinf  eyes 

With  tender  hopes  and  foin, 
O  bless  her  with  a  mother's  joys. 

But  spare  a  mother's  tears ! 

IV. 

Their  hope,  their  stay,  their  darling  yotttl^ 
In  manhood's  dawning  blush ; 

Bless  him,  thou  God  of  love  and  tnithf 
Up  to  a  parent's  wish  ! 

V. 

The  beauteous,  neraph  aister-band, 

With  earnest  tears  I  pray. 
Thou  know'st  the  snares  on  ev'ry  hand. 

Guide  thou  their  steps  alway ! 

VL 

When  soon  or  late  they  reach  that  coist. 

O'er  lifo's  rough  ocean  driv'n. 
May  they  rqoice,  no  wand'rer  loit, 

A  family  in  Hcav'n ! 


THE  FIRST  PSALM. 

Thi:  man,  in  life  wherever  placed. 

Hath  happiness  in  Ntore, 
Who  walks  not  in  the  wicked's  way, 

Nor  learns  their  guilty  lore  ! 

Nor  from  the  sent  of  scornful  pride 

Casts  forth  his  eyes  abroad, 
But  with  humility  and  awe 

Still  walks  before  hia  Qod. 

That  man  ahall  flourish  like  the  trees 
Which  by  the  Ktreamlets  grow ; 

The  fruitful  top  is  spread  on  high. 
And  firm  the  root  below. 

But  he  whose  blossom  buds  in  guilt 
Shall  to  the  ground  be  cast^ 

And,  like  the  rootless  stobble,  toat 
Before  the  sweeping  blast. 

For  why?  that  God  the  good  adore 
Hath  giv'n  them  peace  and  rest, 

But  hath  decreed  that  wicked  men 
Shall  ne'er  be  truly  Uest. 
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A  PRAYER, 


tME  mufv&x  or  tiolkvt  avguisb. 


t  VBou  Great  Being !  what  thou  art 

SupuMi  BM  lo  latuw : 
Z  li  ton  am  I,  that  knowii  to  thea 

An  aU  thy  wocka  below. 

thf  cnatnre  here  before  thee  ttaodt. 
All  wretched  and  dbtreet ; 

Tat  mn  thoee  3b  that  wring  my  aoul 
Obey  thy  high  beheet. 

Svre  thou.  Almighty,  cantt  not  act 

Firom  cruelty  or  wrath  ! 
Of  firee  my  weary  eyes  from  tears. 

Or  dote  themfiut  in  death! 

Bnt  if  I  mart  afflicted  be. 
To  rait  iome  wiie  dengn  ; 

Then  man  my  eoul  with  firm  reeolTee, 
To  bear  and  not  repine. 


THK  riEST  IIX  VKESXa  OF 

THE  NINETIETH  PSALM. 

O  THOU,  the  fint,  the  greatest  Friend 

Of  all  the  hnman  not ! 
Whoee  itroog  right  hand  hat  ever  been 

Their  itay  and  dwelling  place ! 

Before  the  moontaini  heaved  their  headi 

Beneath  thy  forming  hand, 
Before  this  pond'rona  globe  itaelf 

Aroee  at  thy  command ; 

That  powV  which  nit'd,  and  ttiU  upholds' 

This  universal  frame, 
Fhim  countless,  nnbeginning  time. 

Was  ever  still  the  same. 

Those  mighty  periods  of  years, 

Which  seem  to  us  so  vast, 
.  Appear  no  more  before  thy  sight, 
Than  yesterday  that's  past. 

Thou  gav*st  the  word  :  Thy  creature,  man, 

Is  to  existence  brought : 
Again  thou  say'nt,  *  Ye  sons  of  men. 

Return  ye  into  nought  !* 

Thou  layest  them,  with  all  their  cares. 

In  everlacting  sleep ; 
At  with  a  flood  thou  tak'iit  them  off 

With  overwhelming  sweep. 

They  flourish  like  the  morning  flowV, 

In  beauty's  pride  array'd ; 
Bat  long  ere  night  cut  down,  it  liet 

All  withered  and  decay'd. 


TO  A  MOUNTAIN  DAISY, 

on  TUftvura  on  wnwu  wim  trs  rMO«% 
AnuL,  1786. 

Wkk,  modest,  crimson-tipped  flow'r, 
Thoa*s  met  me  in  an  evil  hour ; 
For  I  maun  crash  amang  the  stoore 

Thy  slender  stem  ; 
To  wpan  thee  now  is  past  my  pow'r, 

Thou  bonnie  gem. 

Alas !  it*s  no  thy  neebor  sweet. 
The  bonny  Xori,  companion  meet  . 
Bending  thee  *mang  the  dewy  wcet ! 

Wi'  spreckl'd  breast, 
yrhea  upward-springing,  blithe,  to  greet 

The  purpling 


Cauld  blew  Uie  bitter-biting  north 
Upon  thy  earl/^  humble,  birth ; 
Yet  cheerfully  thou  glinted  forth 

Amid  the  storm. 
Scarce  rear*d  above  the  parent  earth 

Thy  tender  form. 

The  flaunting  flow*n  our  gardens  yield. 
High  shelt'riag  woods  and  wa*»  maun  ahicld  ; 
But  thou  beneath  the  random  bield 

O*  clod  or  stane, 
Adorns  the  Imtie  ttUMt'^eUy 

Pnseen,  alane. 

There,  in  thy  scanty  mantle  dad. 
Thy  soawie  bosom  sun-ward  spread. 
Thou  lifts  thy  unassuming  head 

In  humble  guise ; 
But  now  the  ihare  upteAn  thy  bed. 

And  low  thou  lica ! 

Such  is  the  fate  of  artless  Maid, 
Sweet  ^overrt  of  the  runl  shade ! 
By  love's  simplicity  betray*d. 

And  guileless  trust, 
TiU  she,  Uke  thee,  all  soilM,  is  Uid 

Low  i'  the  dust. 

« 

Such  is  the  late  of  simple  lUrd, 
On  life's  rough  ocean  luckless  starr*d, 
Unskilful  he  to  note  the  card 

Of  prudent  lore. 
Till  billows  rage,  and  gules  blow  hard. 

And  whelm  him  o*er ! 

Such  fate  to  tuffering  worth  is  giv'n. 
Who  long  with  wants  and  woes  has  striv*n. 
By  human  pride  or  cunnii^  driv*n 

Ttt  nii»*ry*«  brink. 
Till  wrench*d  of  every  stsy  but  Heaven^ 

lie,  ruin'd,  sink ! 

Ev*n  tiiou  who  mnonrift  the  Daisy's  fol^ 
That  fate  it  t/tin* — no  distant  date: 


.♦ 


t 


I 


L 


TBI«i4i*4 


FkU  ott  thy  blooaiy 
SMtethydPom! 


EnsiiiB  T&A  YDDNOiinttn 

— ->  rae. 


TO  RUIN- 


ALL  haU!  inmrablt  kri ! 
AtwhM 

Tht  mightMit  fmirinifiiU ! 
Thy  enwl,  woe-dtliglittd  tiiia» 
Tht  BiBMtin  of  gnef  and  paioi 

A  luUen  welcome^  all ! 
With  atent-RMilT'cl,  deiptiniif  aya^ 

I  na  ateh  ainMd  dart ; 
Far  OBa  hM  cat  my  cfaorMt  tit, 
Atd  quhran  ia  my  htart. 
Then  low  luf  »  aiod  powiBy» 

Tha  iteiw  BO  ntra  I  draad ; 
The*  thiek'niDf  and  blaeka'iBf* 
Bowad  my  dtvotad  hatd. 

IL 
And  dion  grim  powvr,  hy  life  ahhorr'd, 
While  life  aplaaMTf  can  a§brd» 
Oh!  hear  a  wntdi'a  prayer ; 
No  more  I  ihrink  anaU  d,  afraid  ; 
I  eowt,  I  bw  thy  friadly  aid» 
To  dom  |£ia  aeana  of  earn ! 
When  ehaH  my  aoal*  ia  alaat  patei^ 

Raeagn  life*a  jepfaw  day  ; 
lly  wear 
CoU  mmiyvmff  in  tba  day? 
No  fear  mora^  no  tear  moftb 
To  atam  my  Kfelem  feoa ; 
EadtNMdt  tad  grmped 
~  Witfaa  my  teid  twhaat ! 


TO  MISS  L 

WITH  BIATni*8  FOnU,  Afl  A  inw^TBAm*!  OUT, 

4AV.  1»  1787. 

AoAiv  tit  ailaat  whteb  of  time 

Thdr  annual  nmpd  have  drir'n* 
And  yom  tho*  aaarea  ia  aiaidaa  prinM^ 

An  eo  modi  aeartr  Hasr'a. 


No  filb  havt  I  fram  ladiaa 

'na  iafeat  ymr  to  hail ; 
I  land  yoa  aatn  dum  ladSa  boaali 

la  £dmim*$  limpla  talt. 

Oar  eez  with  gaila  and  feidilam  lora 

b  diaif'd^  V^^f»  *^  ^'^> 
Bat  amy,  dear  amid,  aaeh  lovm  prota 
Aa  Mite  Mjll  to  yoa ! 


I  LAiro  haa  thoa|^  my 

A  aomethiaf  to  hcfo  laat  yo% 
Umi'  it  ehoold  aenra  aai  td 

Than  jart  a  Uad  mamtai 
Bat  how  the  aahjatt-tiMom 

Let  time  aad  alamea  determiati  ^ 
Ferhaaa  it  may  tarn  oat  a 

IViii^  tara  oat  1 


Ya*n  try  the  warld  aooa,  aiy  M 

And,  Andnw  dear,  balievo  mi^ . 
Ye*H  find  mankind  an  uneo  aqadb 

And  mudde  they  may  grieta  yai 
For  eare  and  tronhle  eat  year 

E'ca  whan  your  oad*e  atniarf  | 
An  a*  yoar  riewa  may  eome  to 

Where  er'iy  nenre  ia  etraiand. 

IIL 
m  BO  aay,  men  are  TillainB  a*  { 

The  rml,  harden*d  widceil, 
Wha  hae  aaa  ehtek  hot  humaa  Inri 

Are  to  a  few  reatricted  t 
Bvt  odu  mankind  art  anoo  artik^ 

An*  little  to  bt  tnuted; 

If  aey  tht  wavering  balaaot  aUH 
Ita  rarely  right  a^iiMiMi  i 


IV. 

Yet  they  wha  fe*  infertune'e  alilfe 

Their  fete  we  ehodd  na  ceneBi% 
For  atiU  di*  t  avwrteaf  emf  of  Hfe 

They  equally  may  answer; 
A  man  may  hae  an  honeet  heart, 

Tho'  poortith  hooriy  >tire  hfaa; 
A  man  may  tak  a  neebor'a  part^ 

Yet  hat  aat  coal  to  apare  him. 

V. 

Aye  five  aff  haa'  yoor  itory  teO^ 

When  wi'  a  boeom  crony ; 
Bot  etiU  keep  eomethfaig  to  yoandT 

Ye  eeareely  tdl  to  oay. 
Goneed  yoorad*  m  wtdli  ye  eta 

Firat  criticd  diaeection ; 
Bot  kedc  thro*  every  other  maat 

Wi'  iharpaa'd  aly  inapeetaoa. 

VI. 
TIm  atered  lowto*  wtal-plac'd  \m% 

Lnzariantly  indnlge  it ; 
But  never  tanpt  th'  iBkii  rom, 

Tho*  aatdkiag  dmold  divu%t  III 
I  wave  the  quantam  o'  the  82% 

The  haiard  of  oaaoealiag } 
Bot  odi !  it  hardena  a*  wMua* 

And  pelrifim  tht  fealiaf ! 

vn. 

To  eatdi  daam  Fortaaa'a  gald« 


/ 


|4ai  fiA«  fttr  liv  trVf  wiU 
lliat't  jnraM  oy  liooonr ; 

Not  fcr  to  hidt  it  in  a  badges 
Nor  for  a  train-attendant ; 

B«t  for  tha  gloriona  privilega 
Ofl 
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vnL 

Hie  fear  o*  heU'a  a  hangman's  whip 

To  hand  tha  wretch  in  ofdar ; 
Bat  where  ya  feel  your  Aomomt  grip, 

Let  that  aye  be  your  border  x 
Its  iUghtett  tottcheBy  inatant  panae— 

Debar  a*  tide  pretences ; 
And  reaolntely  keep  its  Uw% 

Uncaring  eoaseqnenoes. 

IX. 
The  great  Creator  to  rerere^ 

Must  sura  become  the  crtaturt ; 
But  still  the  preaching  cant  forbear, 

And  enr'n  the  rigid  feature : 
Tet  ne'er  with  wits  profene  to  range, 

Be  complaisance  extended ; 
An  Atheist's  laugh's  a  poor  exchange 

For  Deity  ofinded ! 


When  ranting  round  in  pleasure's  nog. 

Religion  may  be  blinded ; 
Or,  if  she  gie  a  ramdom  ting. 

It  may  be  little  minded : 
But  when  on  life  we're  tempest-dri^'n, 

A  conscience  but  a  canker — 
A  eorrespondence  fix*d  wi*  Heav'n, 

Is  sure  a  noble  oaehor* 

XL 
Adieu,  dear,  amiable  vouth ! 

Your  heart  can  ne  er  be  wanting : 
May  prudence,  fortitude,  and  truth. 

Erect  your  brow  undaunting ! 
In  ploughman  phrase,  '  God  send  you  ^wed,' 

Still  daily  to  grow  wiser ; 
A«m1  may  you  better  reck  the  recb, 

Than  ever  did  th*  adviser ! 


ON  A  SCOTCH  BARD, 

GONE  TO  THE  WEST  INDIES. 

A*  TE  wha  live  by  soups  o*  drink, 
A*  ye  wha  live  by  crambo-cliuk, 
A'  ye  wha  live  and  never  think, 

Come  nuini  n  wi*  me  ! 
Our  M2Ke'«  gi*en  us  a*  a  jink, 

An*  owre  the  sea. 

Lament  him  a*  ye  rantin  core, 
Wha  dearly  like  a  random-«plore, 
Hae  mair  ball  join  the  merry  roart 

Jnaodalkcy; 


For  now  ha*!B  ta'co  anitherahon, 

An'  owre  the 


The  bonnie  lassies  wed  may  wiss  him, 
And  in  their  desr  petitions  place  him  i 
The  widows,  wives,  an*  a*  may  bless  him, 

Wi*  tearfo'  e*e ; 
For  wed  I  wat  they*Il  sairly  miss  him. 

That's  owre  the 


O  Fortune,  they  ha*e  room  to  grumble  ! 
Hadst  thou  ta'en  aff  some  drowsy  bummd* 
Wha  can  do  nought  but  fyke  an*  fumblsb 

*Twwl  been  nae  plea 
But  he  was  gleg  aa  ony  wumUe, 

That's  owre  tha  sea. 


Auld,  cantie  Kyk  may  weepers  wcw, 
An*  stain  them  wi'  the  aautf  aant  tear  ; 
Twill  mak*  her  poor  auld  heart,  I  fear. 

In  flinders  flee ; 
He  was  her  hmreat  monie  a  year, 

That*a  owre  the  aea« 

He  s;w  misfortnne'a  canld  nor^wati 
Lang  mustering  up  a  bitter  blast ; 
A  jillet  brak*  his  heart  at  last, 

HI  may  aha  be ! 
So,  took  a  birth  afore  the  maat. 

An'  own  tha 


To  tremble  under  Fortnne'a  rummook, 
On  scarce  a  bellyfo'  o'  drummoek, 
Wi*  his  proud,  independent  stomach 

Gould  ill  agree; 
So,  row't  his  hurdiea  in  a  kamimoei. 

An*  owre  the  aea. 

He  ne'er  waa  gi*en  to  great  miaguiding, 
Yet  coin  hu  pouches  wad  na  bide  in  ; 
Wi*  him  it  ne*er  waa  under  hiding  t 

He  dealt  it  free  : 
The  muse  was  a*  that  he  took  pride  in. 

That's  owre  the 


Jamaica  ho^Kes,  use  him  weel. 
An*  hap  him  in  a  coxie  bid  ; 
Ye'li  find  him  aye  a  dainty  chid. 

And  fu'  o*  glee : 
He  wailna  wrang'd  the  veradcil, 

That's  owre  the  sea. 

Fareweel,  my  rhyme-composing  hillie  t 
Your  imtivo  will  was  right  ill-willie  ; 
Hut  uiuv  \e  flonrifrh  like  a  liiv, 

Now  bonnilic ; 
I'll  toast  ye  in  my  hindmost  gillie, 

Tho'  owre  the  sea. 


TO  A  HAGGIS. 

Fair  fa'  your  honest,  aonsie  face. 
Great  chieftain  o'  the  poddin-race  1 


POEMS. 


#1 


Aboon  them  a'  ye  tak  your  place, 

Painch,  tri|M;}  or  thairm 
Weel  are  ye  wordy  of  a  grace 

As  laDg*«  my  arm. 

The  groaning  trencher  there  ye  fill. 
Your  hurdiea  like  a  distant  hill, 
Your  pin  wad  help  to  mend  a  mill 

In  time  o*  need, 
While  thro'  your  pores  the  dews  distil 

Like  amber  bead. 


His  kni£e  see  rustic  labour  dight, 
An*  cut  you  up  wi*  ready  slight, 
Trenching  your  gushing  entrails  bright, 

^  Like  onie  ditch  ; 

And  then,  O  what  a  glorious  sight, 

Warm-reekin',  rich ! 

Then  horn  for  horn  they  stretch  an*  strive, 
Deil  tak  the  hindmost,  on  they  drive. 
Till  a*  their  weel-awall'd  kytes  belyve 

Are  bent  like  drums ; 
Then  auld  guidman,  maist  like  to  ryve, 

JBethankit  hums. 

Is  there  that  o*er  his  French  ragout. 
Or  olio  that  wad  staw  a  sow. 
Or  fricassee  wad  mak  her  spew 

Wi'  perfect  sconner, 
Looks  down  wi*  sneering,  scomfu*  view, 

On  sic  a  dinner  ? 

Poor  devil !  see  him  owre  his  trash, 
As  feckless  as  a  wither'd  rash, 
His  spindle-ahank  a  guid  whip-lash, 

His  nieve  a  nit ; 
Thro*  bloody  flood  or  field  to  dash, 

O  how  unfit ! 

But  mark  the  rustic,  haggis-fed^ 
The  trembling  earth  resounds  his  tread, 
Clap  in  his  walie  nieve  a  blade, 

He*U  make  it  whissle ; 
An*  legs,  an*  arms,  an  heads  will  sued. 

Like  taps  o*  thrissle. 

Ye  Pow*rs  wha  mak  mankind  your  care, 
And  dish  them  out  their  bill  o*  fare, 
Auld  Scotland  wants  na  skinking  ware 

That  jaups  in  luggies  ; 
But,  if  y«  wish  her  gratefu*  prayV, 

Gie  her  a  Haggis  I 


A  DEDICATION. 

TO  GAVIN  HAMILTON,  ESQ. 

Expect  na,  Sir,  in  this  narration, 
A  fleechin,  fleth'rio  dedication, 
To  rcKwe  you  up,  an*  ca*  you  guid. 
An'  sprung  o*  greit  an'  nohle  bluiJ, 
Because  ye're  surnamed  like  his  grace, 
Perhaps  related  to  the  race ; 


Then  when  I*m  tired — and  Rie  arc  ye, 
Wi*  mony  a  fulsome,  sinfu*  lie. 
Set  up  a  face,  how  I  stop  shurt. 
For  fear  your  modesty  be  hurt. 

This  may  do — maun  do.  Sir,  wi'  them  wbt 
Maun  please  the  great  folk  for  a  wamefu*  i 
For  me  !  sae  laigh  I  ncedna  bow. 
For,  Lord  be  thankit,  /  can  plough  ; 
And  when  I  downa  yoke  a  naig, 
Then,  Lord  be  thankit,  /  can  beg  ; 
Sae  I  shall  say,  and  that's  nae  flatt'rin', 
It's  just  stc  pioet  an*  sic  patron. 

The  Poet,  some  guid  angel  help  him. 
Or  else,  I  fear  some  ill  ane  skelp  him  ; 
He  may  do  weel  for  a*  he*s  done  yet. 
But  only  he's  no  just  begun  yet. 

The  Patron,  ( Sir,  ye  maun  forgie  me^ 
I  winna  lie,  come  what  will  o*  me) 
On  ev'ry  hand  it  will  allowed  be, 
He's  just — nae  better  than  he  should  be. 

I  readily  and  freely  grant. 
He  downa  see  a  poor  man  want ; 
What's  no  his  ain  he  winna  tak  it. 
What  ance  he  says  he  winna  break  it ; 
Ought  he  can  lend  he'll  no  refuse* 
Till  aft  his  goodness  is  abused  ; 
And  rascals  whyles  that  do  him  wrang, 
Ev'n  thatt  he  does  na  mind  it  lang ; 
As  master,  landlord,  husband,  fiither 
He  does  na  fail  his  part  in  either. 

But  then,  nae  thanks  to  him  for  a*  that  % 
Nae  godly  symptom  ye  can  ca*  that ; 
It's  naething  but  a  milder  feature. 
Of  our  poor,  sinfu'  corrupt  nature  : 
Ye*  11  get  the  best  o*  moral  works, 
'i\Iang  black  Grentoos  and  pagan  Turks, 
Or  hunters  wild  on  Ponotaxi, 
Wha  never  heard  of  orthodoxy. 
That  he's  the  poor  man's  friend  in  need. 
The  gentleman  in  word  and  deed, 
It*s  no  thro*  terror  of  danmation ; 
It's  just  a  carnal  inclination. 

Morality,  thou  deadly  bane. 
Thy  tens  o*  thousands  thou  hast  skin  ! 
Vain  is  his  hope,  whose  stay  and  trust  is 
In  moral  mercy,  truth,  and  justice  ' 

No — stretch  a  point  to  catch  a  plack ; 
-Abuiie  a  brother  to  his  brick ; 
Stcil  thro'  a  winnock  frae  a  wh— re. 
But  point  the  rake  that  taks  the  door  : 
Be  to  tltf  poor  like  onie  whunstane. 
And  baud  their  noses  to  the  grunstane  ; 
Ply  ev*ry  art  o*  legal  thieving  ; 
No  matter,  stick  to  sound  believing. 

Learn  thrcp  mile  pray'r*,  an*  half-mile  graee% 
Wi'  \vcel-««j)ix»id  looves,  an'  lang  wry  f.iccs  ; 
Grunt  up  a  j-olt-ran,  lengthen'd  groan, 
And  daxDu  a'  parties  but  your  own  ; 
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rO  wtfrait  tlMB,  ye*rt  me  daeeSTcr, 
A  tlMdy,  ■tardy,  ttaiiiich 


O  ye  wb4  lesre  the  fpiiogi  of  Cahinf 
Vat  pamUt  ibA»  of  your  ain  ddvin ! 
To  WHO  of  heresy  aod  error, 
To'U  iome  day  tqaeel  in  quaking  terror ! 
When  rengeanoe  draws  the  sword  in  wrath, 
And  in  the  fire  throws  the  sheath ; 
When  rntn,  with  his  sweeping  6esoiii, 
Jnst  frets  till  Heaven  commission  gies  him : 
-While  o'er  the  harp  pale  Misery  moans, 
And  strikes  the  everndeep'ning  tones, 
Still  kmder  shrieks,  and  heavier  groans ! 

Yoor  pardon,  Sir,  for  this  digression, 
I  naist  iorgat  my  dedication ; 
Bit  when  divinity  oome«  crowi  me, 
Mj  roidcn  still  are  sure  to  lose  me. 

So,  Sir,  ye  see  'twas  nae  daft  vapour, 
Bsft  I  maturely  thought  it  proper. 
When  a*  my  works  1  did  review. 
To  dedicate  them.  Sir,  to  You  .* 
Bteauae  (ye  need  na  tak  it  ill) 
I  thought  them  something  like  yoursel'. 

Then  patronise  them  wi'  your  favour, 
And  yoor  petitioner  shall  ever — 
I  had  amaist  said  ever  pray. 
But  that's  a  word  I  need  na  say  : 
For  prayin*  I  hae  little  skill  o't ; 
rm  oaith  dead-sweer,  an*  wretched  ill  o't ; 
But  I'se  repeat  each  poor  man's  pray*rt 
That  kens  or  hears  about  you,  Sir — 

**  May  ne'er  misfortune's  gowling  bark. 
Howl  thro'  the  dwelling  o'  the  Clerk  I 
May  ne'er  his  gen'rous,  honest  heart. 
For  that  same  grn'rous  spirit  smart ! 

Hay  K *s  far  hoDOur'd  name 

Lang  beet  his  hymeneal  flame, 
Till  H.  s,  at  lea«t  a  dixen, 

Are  firae  her  nuptial  labours  risen  : 
Five  bonnie  lassies  round  their  table, 
And  seven  braw  fellows,  stout  an'  able 
To  serve  their  king  and  country  weel. 
By  word,  or  pen,  or  pointed  steel ! 
May  health  and  peace,  with  mutual  raji. 
Shine  on  the  evening  o'  his  days  ; 
•    Till  his  wee  curlie  John*M  ier-oe, 
When  ebbing  life  nae  mair  shall  flow. 
The  last,  sad,  mournful  rites  bestow !" 

I  will  not  wind  a  long  conclusion, 
Wi'  complimentary  effusion ; 
But  whiUt  your  wishes  aod  endeavours 
Are  blest  with  Fortune's  smiles  and  &vours, 
I  am,  dear  Sir,  with  seal  most  fervent. 
Your  much  indebted,  humble  servant. 

But  if  (which  Pow'rs  above  prevent !) 
That  iron-hearted  carl.  Want, 
Attended  in  his  grim  advances. 
By  sad  mistikes,  and  black  mischanccty 


Whila  hopci,  and  ioyi,  aad  plaMuna  iy  hbh 

Make  you  M  poor  a  dof  M I  tm, 

Yoor  hmmbU  ttrvemt  £ea  do  mon ; 

For  who  woold  hnmUy  serve  the  poor ! 

But,  by  a  poor  man's  hopes  in  Heavm ! 

While  recAectkm's  powvr  is  given. 

If,  in  the  vile  of  hnmbU  lile. 

The  victim  sad  of  fortune's  strife, 

I,  thro'  the  tender  gashing  tear. 

Should  reeogniie  my  moifer  dear. 

If  friendless,  low,  we  meet  together. 

Then,  Sir,  your  hand— my /nentf  amd  hroAer  t 


TO  A  LOUSE 


OV     SKXIVG    OVK    OV   A    LADt's    BONITR    AT 

CHUECH. 


Ha  !  whare  ye  gann,  ye  crowlin* 
Your  impudence  protects  jrou  sairly : 
I  canna  say  bat  ye  stmnt  rardy, 

Owregauwand  lace; 
Tho'  foith,  I  fear  ye  dine  but  sparely 

Onaicaplaoe. 

Ye  ugly,  creepin',  blastit  wonner. 
Detested,  shunn'd  by  aaunt  an*  sinner. 
How  dare  jrou  set  jrour  fit  npon  her, 

Sae  fine  a  kuly ! 
Gae  somewhere  else  and  seek  your  dinner. 

On  aoBM  poor  body. 

Swith,  in  some  beggar's  haflet  sqnattle ; 
There  ye  may  creep,  and  sprawl,  and  spratde 
Wi'  ither  kindred,  jumpin'  cattle^ 

In  shoals  and  nations; 
Whare  horn  nor  home  ne'er  dare  nnsettle 

Yoor  thick  plantations. 

Now  hand  you  there^  ye're  oat  o'  eigh^ 
Below  the  fatt'rils,  snug  and  tight : 
Na,  foith  ye  yet !  ye'U  no  be  right 

Till  ^'ve  got  oa  it. 
The  vera  tapmoet,  tow'nng  he^ht 

O'  Jfut't  bOMMf . 


My  sooth !  right  banid  ye  oet  yoor  aoie  onl^ 
As  plump  and  grey  as  ony  groaet ; 

0  for  eome  rank,  mercurial  rooet, 

Or  fell,  red  siBoddam« 
I'd  gi'e  you  sic  a  hearty  doee  o't. 

Wad  drees  yoor  droddam  ! 

1  wad  na  been  surprised  to  vpf 
You  on  an  auld  wife's  flannen  toy ; 
Or  aiblins  some  bit  duddie  boy, 

On's  wylieooat ; 
But  Miss's  fine  Lunardie  I  f&e. 

How  dare  ye  do't ! 

O,  Jenny f  dinna  toes  your  head. 
An'  set  your  beauties  a'  abroad  ! 
Ye  little  ken  what  cursed  speed 

llMblaatie'inakia'l 


POEMS. 


ThM  wink*  und  Jinffer-ends,  I  dread, 

Ar«  notice  takin* ! 

O  wad  Bome  power  the  giftie  gie  ua 
To  see  otirieh  ae  othere  eee  n*  I 
It  wad  frae  monie  a  blunder  free  as* 

And  fiodith  notion : 
yfhaX  airs  in  dreia  an*  gait  wad  lea*e  us, 

And  ev*n  Derotion ! 


ADDRESS  TO  EDINBURGH. 


Edina  !   Scotia* e  darling  aeat ! 

All  hail  thy  palaces  and  towera, 
Where  once  beneath  a  monarch's  feet 

Sat  legislation*!  aovereign  paw*r»  ! 
From  marking  wildljr-icatter'd  flow*ri, 

Aa  on  the  banks  of  Ayr  I  stray*d, 
And  singing,  lone,  the  ling'ring  hours, 

J  shelter  in  thy  honoured  shade. 

11. 
Here  wealth  still  swells  the  golden  tide. 

As  busy  trade  his  labours  plies ; 
There  architecture's  noble  pride 

Bids  elegance  and  splendour  rise ; 
Here  juaticts  from  her  native  skies, 

High  wields  her  balance  and  her  rod ; 
There  learning,  with  his  eagle  eyes, 

Seeks  science  in  her  coy  abode. 

III. 

Thy  sons,  Edina,  social,  kind. 

With  open  arms  the  stranger  hail ; 
Their  views  enlarged,  their  liberal  mind, 

Above  the  narrow,  rural  rale ; 
Attentive  still  to  sorrow's  wail. 

Or  modest  merit'a  silent  claim ; 
And  never  may  their  sources  fail ! 

And  never  envy  blot  their  name. 

IV. 
Thy  daughters  bright  thy  walks  adorn ! 

Gay  as  the  gilded  summer  sky. 
Sweet  as  the  dewy  milk>white  thorn. 

Dear  as  the  raptured  thrill  of  joy ! 
Fair  Burnet  strikes  th*  adoring  eye. 

Heaven  s  beauties  on  my  &ney  shine : 
I  see  the  sire  of  love  on  kight 

And  own  hu  work  indeed  divine ! 

V. 

There,  watching  high  the  least  alarms. 

Thy  rough  rude  fortress  gleams  a£ur ; 
Like  some  bold  veteran,  grey  in  arms. 

And  mark'd  with  many  a  seamy  scar : 
The  pon*drous  wall  and  massy  bar. 

Grim-rising  o*er  the  rugged  rock ; 
Have  oft  witbitood  assailing  war, 

And  oft  repdl'd  (he  inrider*!  ihock* 


VL 

With  awe-struck  thought,  and  pitying  tearsy 

I  view  that  nobk,  statdy  dome. 
Where  Seotia*M  kings  of  other  years. 

Famed  heroes,  had  their  royal  home. 
Alas !  how  changed  the  times  to  come ! 

Their  royal  name  low  in  the  dust ! 
Their  hapless  race  wi]d-wand*rittg  roam ! 

Tho*  rigid  law  cries  ont^  'twia  just ! 

vn. 

Wild  beats  my  heart  to  trace  yovr  ttepe. 

Whose  ancestor!  in  days  of  jan. 
Thro*  hostile  ranks  and  min*d  gapa 

Old  Scoiia*»  bloody  lion  bore  i 
E'en  /  who  sing  in  rustie  lore, 

Haply  my  »ire$  have  left  thair  ahadf 
And  fioed  grim  danger's  loudeat  roar, 

Bold-following  where  yomr  fiithers  kd ! 

VIIL 
EoixA  !   Scotia*M  darling  seat ! 

All  hail  thy  palaoea  and  tow'ra, 
\l'here  oure  beneath  a  moiiarch*s  feet 

Sat  lrgislation*s  sov'reign  pow'ra ! 
From  marking  wildly-scatter  d  flow*r% 

As  on  the  banks  of  Ayr  I  stray'd. 
And  singing,  lone,  the  ling'ring  hoiu% 

I  shelter'd  in  thy  honour'd  shade. 


EPISTLE  TO  J.  LAPRAIK, 

AX  OLD  SCOTTISH  BAEDy   AFUL  Is^  17M* 

While  briers  an*  woodbines  boddiiy  P*>Bf 
An*  paitricks  acraichin  lond  at  e*en. 
An*  morning  pooasie  whiddin  aeen. 

Inspire  my  mnse^ 
This  freedom  in  an  unknown  frien' 

I  pray  excuse. 

On  &sten-eea  we  had  a  rockin*, 
To  ca*  the  crack  and  weave  our  stockin* ; 
And  there  waa  mnckle  fan  and  jokin*. 

Ye  need  ua  doubt : 
At  length  we  had  a  hearty  yokin* 

At  aang  about. 

There  was  ae  eany  amang  the  rest, 
Aboon  them  a'  it  pleased  me  best. 
That  some  kind  husband  had  addrest 

To  some  sweet  wife : 
It  thirl'd  the  heart-strings  thro*  the  breas^ 

A'  to  the  life. 

I've  scarce  heard  ooght  described  sae-wed. 
What  gen'rons,  manly  bosoms  feel ; 
Thought  I,  <  Can  this  be  Pope,  or  Steele, 

OrBeattie'awark?* 
They  tald  me  'twu  an  odd  kind  chiel 

About  Muirkirkm 

It  pat  me  fidgin-fiun  to  hear't. 
And  iM  aboiil  kin  dicrt  I  ipkr^ 
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Tlion  a*  that  Vjtiit  hiui  itmiiii  declared 

He  had  i'ii^i'ii«. 

That  naae  exi-uird  It,  feir  mob  near*t, 

It  wtm  ue  fine. 

That  wt  him  to  a  pint  of  ah, 
An*  either  doucse  or  tneny  tale. 
Or  rhymes  an*  vanj^ii  hc*d  made  himael*} 

Or  witty  catches, 
'Tureen  Inverness  and  Teviotdale^ 

He  had  few  matclies. 

Then  up  1  gat,  an*  swoor  an  aith, 
Tho*  I  should  pawn  my  pleugh  an*  graith, 
Or  die  a  cadger  pownie's  death. 

At  some  dyke  back, 
A  pint  on*  gill  I*d  gie  them  baith 

To  hear  your  crack. 

But.  first  an*  foremost,  I  should  tell, 
Amaiit  as  soon  as  I  could  spell, 
1  to  the  crambO'jingU  ivll, 

Tho'  ru<Ie  and  rough, 
Yet  crooning  to  a  body*s  sel* 

Does  weel  eneugh. 

I  am  noe  poti^  in  a  senitc, 
But  just  a  rhgmer,  like,  by  chance, 
An*  hae  to  learning  nae  pretence. 

Yet,  what  the  matter  ? 
Whene'er  my  um^c  does  on  me  glance, 

I  jingle  at  her. 

Your  critic  folk  may  cock  their  nose. 
And  suy,  *  How  can  you  e*er  propose^ 
Yun  wha  ken  hardly  vene  frae  pnMf, 

To  mak  a  umg  ?* 
But,  by  your  leaves,  my  learned  foes, 

Ye*re  may  be  wrang. 

What's  a*  your  jargon  o*  your  schools, 
Ynur  Latin  names  fur  horns  an*  stools  ; 
If  honest  nature  made  you  /iWs, 

What  sairs  your  gramrnarx  ? 
Ye'd  better  taeu  up  spades  and  shook, 

Or  knappin-hammers. 

A  set  o*  dull  conoeited  hashes. 
Confuse  their  brains  in  college  clashes  ! 
They  gang  iu  stirks,  and  come  out  asses, 

Phun  truth  to  speak ; 
An*  syne  they  think  to  dimb  Parnassus 

By  dint  o*  Greek ! 

Gie  me  ae  spark  o'  Nature's  fire ! 
That's  a'  the  learning  I  desire ; 
ThM  tho'  I  drudge  Siro*  dub  an'  mire 

At  plengh  or  etrt, 
My  mrne^  thoogh  hamely  in  attire. 

May  touch  the  heart. 

O  for  a  Ppnnk  o'  AHan't  glee. 
Or  Ferguaon*»,  the  bauld  and  slee. 
Or  bright  Lapraik*»,  my  friend  to  bs^ 

iflMkitiil 


That  would  be  Icar  cn<>ugh  fi)r  tat  f 

If  I  cook!  get  it. 

Now,  Sir,  If  y«  hae  fnends  enow, 
Tho'  real  friends,  I  b'lieve  are  few. 
Yet,  if  your  eatalogne  be  fim, 

I'se  no  insist, 
But  gif  ye  want  ae  friend  that*s  true, 

I'm  on  your  list. 

I  winna  blaw  about  mysel ; 
As  ill  I  like  my  &ults  to  tell ; 
But  friends,  and  folk  that  wish  me  well, 

They  sometimes  roose  me ; 
Tho'  I  maun  own,  as  monie  still 

As  far  abuje  me. 

There's  sc  wee  font  they  whyles  lay  to  ms, 
I  like  the  Ume» — Guid  fbrgie  me ! 
For  monie  a  plack  they  wheedle  frae  me. 

At  dance  or  fiiir ; 
.Afay  be  some  itfier  thin*/  they  gie  me 

They  weel  can  K)Nire. 

liiit  MtuiehUne  race,  or  Mavchliuc  fair, 
I  sliuuld  bo  })ruu«l  tt»  meet  you  there  ; 
We'»e  gie  at*  night's  di^ichar^  to  c^ie, 

If  we  forgather. 
An'  hae  a  sriap  o'  rh^lmng^ware 

Wi*  ane  anither. 

The  four-gill  chap,  we'se  gsr  him  clatter. 
An*  kirsen  him  wi'  reekin*  water ; 
Syne  we*ll  sit  down  an*  tak  our  whitter. 

To  cheer  our  heart ; 
An'  faith  we'se  be  ar^^uainted  better 

Before  we  part. 

Awa  ye  selfish  warly  race, 
Wha  think  that  bavins,  sense,  an'  graee, 
Ev'n  love  and  friendship,  shooki  give  place 

To  eatek  the  plaei  / 
I  dinna  likv  to  see  yoar  free^ 

Nor  hear  foar  craek. 

But  ye  whom  social  pleasure  charms, 
Wliose  hearts  the  tide  of  kindness  warms, 
WIto  hoki  your  being  on  tha  term^ 

<  Each  aid  tha  othen,* 
Come  to  my  bowl,  eoaia  to  oiy  arms. 

My  fiiandi,  any  brochws ! 

But,  to  conclude  my  lang  apittle, 
As  my  auld  pen's  worn  to  the  grisde ; 
Twa  lines  frae  yon  wad  gar  ma  fksle^ 

Who  am,  most  fervent, 
While  I  can  either  sing,  or  whissle, 

Yoor  friettd  and  aenraat. 


POKUB. 


ifr* 


TO  THE  SAME. 

▲rmiL  21,  1785. 

While  Dew-ea*d  ky«  root  it  the  slake, 
An*  powniei  reek  in  pleugli  or  brake. 
This  hour  on  e*cnin*s  edge  I  take, 

To  own  I'm  debtor 
To  honeeUhearted  auld  Lapraik 

For  hi*  kind  letter. 

Foijedcet  lair,  with  wcnry  lege, 
Rattlin*  the  eom  out-owre  the  rige, 
Or  dealing  thro'  amang  the  naigs 

Their  ten  houri  bilt, 
My  awkart  moae  sair  pleads  and  begs, 

I  would  na  write. 

The  tapetleis  ramfieeil'd  hiaie, 
She*«  saft  at  beat,  and  aomothing  laiy. 
Quo*  ahe,  <  Ye  ken,  we've  been  lae  buajr, 

Thia  month  an'  mair. 
That  trottth  my  head  is  grown  right  dinie, 

An'  aomething  aair.* 

Her  dowff  ocnasa  pat  me  mad ; 
*  Coiucience,'  says  I,  <  ye  thowless  jad ! 
ru  write,  an'  that  a  hMrty  bland, 

Thia  Tera  night ; 
So  dinna  ye  affront  yonr  trade. 

But  liiyme  it  right. 

*  Shall  baukl  Lapndky  the  king  o*  hMrta, 
Tho*  mankind  were  a  pack  o*  eartes, 
Roose  you  aae  weel  for  yonr  deserts, 

In  terms  sae  friendly. 
Yet  ye'n  neglect  to  shaw  yonr  parts. 

An'  thank  him  kindly  !* 

Sae  I  gat  paper  in  a  blink. 
An*  down  gaed  atmmpU  in  the  ink : 
Quoth  I,  *  Before  I  sleep  a  wink, 

I  row  1*11  close  it ; 
An*  if  ye  winna  msk'  it  clink. 

By  Jove  ru  prose  it!' 

Sae  I've  begvn  to  scrawl,  but  whether 
Id  rhyme,  or  prose,  or  buth  thegither. 
Or  some  hotch-potch  that's  rightly  neither. 

Let  time  mak  proof; 
But  I  shall  scribble  down  some  blether 

Just  clean  aff  looi^ 

m 

My  worthy  friend,  ne'er  grudge  an*  carp 
Tho*  fortune  nae  you  hard  an'  sharp  ; 
Come,  kittle  up  your  moorioJidf  Aaxp 

Wi'  glecsome  touch  ? 
^e'er  mind  how  Fortune  waft  and  wttrp ; 

She's  but  a  b-toh. 

She's  gien  me  monie  a  jirt  and  flcg. 
Sin*  I  could  itriddle  owre  a  rig ; 
Bot,  by  the  L-^l^  tho'  I  ahookl  bq;, 


m  langh,  an*  iing^  ia*  ahake  mj  kg » 

As  lang's  I  dow  ! 


Now  eoBMS  the  ms  and  twentieth  simmer, 
rve  seen  the  bod  npo*  the  timmer. 
Still  persecuted  by  the  limmer, 

Frae  year  to  ynr ; 
But  yet,  despite  the  kittle  kinunrr^ 

/,  IMt,  am  here; 

Do  ye  envy  the  city  Oent, 
Behint  a  kist  to  lie  and  sklen^ 
Or  purse-prond,  big  wi*  cent,  per 

And  mncUe 
In  some  bit  brugh  to  lepiestut 

ABotH/tname? 

Or  is't  the  panghty  foodal  thane^ 
Wi'  ruffled  sark  and  glancin*  cane, 
Wha  thinks  himself  nse  sheep-shank  haii% 

Bot  kirdly  stelks, 
While  caps  an'  bonnets  iff  are  taen,  ^^ 

Aa  by  he  walla  ? 

*  O  Thou  wha  gics  ns  each  guid  gift ! 
Qie  me  o'  wit  and  sense  a  lift. 
Then  turn  me,  if  TlUm  please,  adrift 

Thro*  Scotland  wide : 
Wi*  cite  nor  lairds  I  wadna  shift. 

In  a'  their  pride !' 

Were  this  the  churier  of  our  state, 
*  On  pain  o*  hell  be  rich  and  great,* 
Damnation  then  wouM  be  cmr  fate. 

Beyond  remead; 
Bat,  thanks  to  Heav'n  !  that*a  no  the  gale 

We  learn  our  creed. 

For  thus  the  n^al  mandate  ran, 
When  first  the  human  race  began, 
'  The  social,  friendly,  htrnest  man, 

Whate*er  he  be, 
'Ti«  he  fulfils  srrtai  Nctur**a  jdath 

An'  none  but  he  P 

O  mandate  glorioua  and  divine  ! 
The  ra^pad  followers  o*  the  Nine, 
Poor,  thoughtless  devib !  yet  may  ahina 

In  glorious  light. 
While  sordid  sons  of  Mammon'a  line 

Are  dark  aa  night 

Tho'  here  they  aenpe,  an'  squecie,  an*  fjviA^ 
Their  worthlem  nieve^'  o'  a  aoul 
May  in  some  future  carcaae  howl 

The  forest's  fright ; 
Or  in  some  day-detestiog  owl 

May  shun  the  light 

Then  may  Lapraik  and  Bwm»  ariae^ 
To  reach  their  native,  kindred  skies, 
And  ting  their  pleasures,  hopes^  and  joyib 

In  some  mild  sphei% 
Still  closer  knit  in  friendship's  tics, 

£aeh  itasiiftf  vear. 
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TO  W.  S. 


•N, 


OCWLTftKli 

J£iyl7B6. 

t  OAT  your  letter,  winmiie  WUUt : 
Wi*  fntaAi'  hftart  I  thank  yov  bnwiie ; 
TW  I  maiiB  mfU  I  wad  be  iflly; 

An'  nneo  rain, 
Shoold  I  beliere^  my  coaxin'  biUie, 

Yonr  flattetin'  atraia. 

But  Tie  bclieTe  fa  kindly  meant  it, 
I  and  be  laitk  to  think  ye  hii 


Iranie  aatirey 


ye  hinted 
•klented 

On  my  poor  motie ; 
Tho*  in  aie  phraiain*  terms  ye*?e  penn*d  i^ 

I  scarce  cxcuae  ye. 


Uy  aenaea  wad  be  in  a  creel, 
Bkonld  I  but  dare  a  hop*  to  sped, 
Wr  MUm  or  wi*  GUbertfidd, 

The  braes  of  &me  ; 
Or  PcryMon,  the  writer  chiel, 

A  deathleaa  name. 

(O  FtrguMon  I  thy  glorioua  parts 
in  snitsd  law*B  dry,  musty  arts  ! 
Ify  corse  upon  your  whunstane  hearts, 

Ye  E'nbrugh  Gentry ! 
TIm  tithe  o*  what  ye  waste  at  cartes. 

Wad  stow'd  his  pantry !) 

Yet  when  a  tale  comes  i*  my  head. 
Or  laases  gic  my  heart  a  screed. 
As  whyks  they're  like  to  be  ray  dead, 

(Oaaddiaeaae!) 
I  kittle  vp  my  mafic  reed ; 

Itgiea  me  ease. 

Anld  CoUa  now  may  fidge  fa*  £un,      , 
8ha*a  gotten  poeta  o*  her  ain, 
Gbiala  wha  their  chanters  winna  hain. 

Bat  tune  their  lays, 
Tin  echoes  a'  resound  again 

Her  weel-aang  praise. 

Nae  poet  thought  her  worth  his  whiles 
To  set  her  name  in  measured  style ; 
She  lay  like  lome  unkenncd  of  isle 

Beside  Newf-Hothndf 
Or  whare  wild-meetii^  ooeana  boil 

BMOttth  MofftOan, 

Ramsay  an*  famooa  Ferpwaon 
Oied  Forth  an*  Tay  a  lift  aboon ; 
Yarrow  an*  Tweed  to  monie  a  tune, 

Owre  Scotland  ring% 
While  Jrwtn,  Lvgar^  Ayr,  an*  Doom, 

Nae  body  sings. 


Th'  JMm,  Tiber,  Thames,  an'  Seine, 
CnUft  aweet  in  monie  a  tunefa'  line ! 
Bat^  Willie,  set  your  fit  to  mine, 

An'  cock  yoar  citi^ 


We'll  gar  our  iircama  and  bumSes  iLiile 

Up  wi*  the  best. 

We*ll  sing  auld  CoOa's  plains  an*  fells, 
Her  moors  red>  brown  wi'  heather  bells. 
Her  banks  an*  braes,  her  dens  an'  dells. 

Where  gk)rious  WaUae$ 
Aft  bure  the  gree,  as  story  tells, 

Frae  aouthem  billica* 

At  WaOaee*  name  what  ScoUiah  blood 
Bot  boils  up  in  a  apring^tide  flood  1 
Oft  hare  our  fcarleaa  £uhers  strode 

By  Wallaes'  side, 
Stin  pressing  onward,  red-wat  shod. 

Or  glorious  died. 

O  aweet  are  Coila*s  hanghs  an'  wood% 
When  lintwhites  chant  among  the  bods, 
An'  jinldn  hares,  in  amoroua  whids. 

Their  lores  enjoy. 
While  thro*  the  braes  the  cushat  crooda 

With  wailfa' cry ! 

Ev'n  winter  bleak  haa  charma  to  me 
When  winds  rave  thro'  the  naked  tree ; 
Or  firoat  on  hiUa  of  OehiUrte 

Are  hoary  grey; 
Or  Uindmg  drifts  wild-furious  flee^ 

Dark'ning  the  day ! 

O  Nahirt  I  a*  thy  shows  an'  forma 
To  feeling,  p^aire  hearta  hae  charms ! 
Whether  die  aommer  kindly  wanna 

Wi'  life  an*  light. 
Or  winter  howla,  in  gnsty  storms. 

The  lang,  dark  night ! 

The  Muse,  nae  poet  erer  fend  her. 
Till  by  himsel  he  leam'd  to  wander, 
Adown  aome  trotting  bum'a  meander. 

An'  no  think  lang  ; 
O  sweet,  to  stray,  an'  penaiTe  ponder 

A  heartfelt  aang ! 

The  warly  race  may  drudge  and  drire^ 
Hog-ahouthcr,  jundie^  stretch,  an'  strire^ 
Let  me  feir  Nahar^s  fece  describe. 

And  I,  wi'  pleaaure^ 
83kall  let  the  busy,  grumbling  hive 

Bum  o'er  their  treaaare. 

Fareweel,  '  my  rhyme-«ompoaing  brithcr  T 
We've  been  owre  laug  unkenn  d  to  ithcr : 
Now  let  ua  lay  oor  heads  thegither, 

In  love  fraternal : 
Biay  Envy  wallop  in  a  tether, 

BUck  fiend,  infernal ! 


While  highlandmen  hate  tolb  and 
White  moorlan'  hoda  like  guid  fet 
While  terra  firma  on  her  axia 

Diurnal  tuma. 
Count  on  a  friend,  in  feith  and  practice^ 

iA  Bobeii  Bitms^ 


POiUd. 


0 


fO&tSCBXPT. 

ter  memoiy's  no  worth  a  preen ; 
I  bad  unaitt  forgotten  deaoy 
Te  bide  me  write  you  wbat  they  meta 

By  this  iie«!4^Ai;* 

*Bont  which  onr  kgrdt  lae  aft  hae  bMB 

Maiat  like  to  fight. 

In  days  when  mankind  were  bnt  caUant 
At  gramwuar,  loffie,  an*  sic  talents, 
They  took  nae  paina  their  speech  to  baleat% 

Or  nlss  to  gi*i^ 
Bat  tpak  their  thoogbts  in  plain  braid  liUam^ 

Like  yon  or  me. 


la  tbae  aald  times,  they  tbovght  the 
Just  like  a  sark,  or  pair  a  iboon. 
Wore  by  degrees^  till  her  last  rooo, 

Oaed  peat  their  viavii^ 
An*  shortly  after  she  was  dooe^ 

They  gat  a  new  aati 

This  past  lor  eertaio,  andbpnted ; 
It  ne*er  cam  i*  their  hnds  to  donbC  it, 
Till  chieb  gat  up  an*  wad  eonfbte  it. 

An*  ea*d  it  wra^  ; 
An*  mackle  din  there  waa  abont  it, 

Baith  fend  an'  lang. 

Some  kgrdM,  wcel  leam'd  vpo'  the  beah^ 
Wsd  threap  auM  folk  the  thine  misteak; 
For  'twa*  the  auld  moon  tnm  d  a  neuk. 

An*  out  o*  Mghtf 
An'  backlins-comin',  to  the  lenkf 

She  grew  mair  bright 

This  was  deny'd,  it  was  afirm*d ; 
The  k«rd»  and  Jioeb  were  alarm'd  ; 
The  fcT'md  grey-beards  rar*d  an*  atorm*d^ 

That  beaidlem  hMidiee. 
Should  Aink  they  bader  ware  Mfiwm'd 

Than  their  anid  dadiJBfc 

Frae  lem  to  mair  it  gaad  to  sticks ; 
Frae  words  an'  aitha  to  efenrs  an*  nicks  ; 
An*  monie  a  fidfew  |^  hb  lielcH 

wi*  hearty  emnt ; 
An*  some^  to  learn  them  §ar  their  tricks, 

Were  hang*d  an*  brint 

This  game  was  play*d  in  monie  land% 
An'  aM-ligkt  caddies  bare  sic  hands. 
That  £uth,  the  yonnnlers  took  the  saiid% 

wi*  nimble  shanka. 
Till  lairds  forbade,  by  strict  commands. 

Sic  bluidy  pranks. 

Bat  u§ic-lighi  herds  gat  sic  a  eows^ 
Folk  thoQght  them  min'd  atick-an*-etowe^ 
Till  now  amaist  on  er'ry  knowe^ 

Ye*ll  find  ana  plae'd; 

•  SeeHols^pbH 


An*  fOBii^  dMir  nmVgkt  iur  tVMr, 

Just  qnito  barefre'd. 


Nae  doubt  the  mdd4iflii  Jloeh  are  bicalin' } 
Their  aealous  herds  ars  Tex*d  an'  sweataa' ; 
Bflysel,  L^t9  eran  seen  them  gicaiin 

Wi*  gimin'  spits^ 
To  hear  the  moon  see  sad^  lie'd  on 

By  word  an*  write. 

But  shortly  they  will  eowe  the  hnuia ! 
Some  aMld4ight  herds  in  neebor  towne 
Are  mind't,  in  things  they  ca*  haBocmt, 

To  tdc*  a  flight. 


An'  staya  month  amang  the 

An^sae 


nam  nght* 


Quid  obeenration  they  wiH  gie  them ; 
An*  when  the  auU  moon*«  gaun  to  ]ea*e 
The  hindmoat  shaiid,  tlMy*n  fctch  it  wi* 

Just  i*  their  poad^ 
An*  when  the  nm-Mgkt  biUiee  sea  theeo, 

I  think  they'U  crooch ! 

See,  ya  obaenra  that  a*  thb  datlar 
Is  naething  bnt  a  *  aMonahine  matter;* 
But  tha'  dnU  prosa4blk  Latin  splattar 

In  logic  taUa, 
I  hope^  we  bardiii  ken  aome  better 

Than  mind  siebmkiai 


EPISTLB  TO  J.  RANKINE, 

XVCLOSING  SOS»  VOIMa. 

O  nouoH,  mde^  ready-witted  lUnkiae^ 
The  wale  o*  coeka  lor  fun  and  drinkin* ! 
There's  moay  godly  fidks  ars  thinkin*, 

Your  rfuHwi  *  an'  tricka 
Win  send  yoo,  KorahJike,  a^inkin', 

Straight  to  auld  Ni^*8. 

Ye  ha*e  see  monie  cracks  an*  eanta 
And  in  tout  wicked,  dnicken  rants, 
Ya  mak'  a  deril  o*  the  sannts. 

An*  fin  them  ton  ; 
And  then  their  &fling%  flaws,  an'  wants, 

Are  a*  seen  thro*. 


Hypocrisy,  in  mercy  spare  it ! 
That  hohr  robe^  O  dinna  tear  it ! 
^trtt  for  their  sakea  wha  aften  wear  it^ 

ThehMbinftfadk/ 
Bot  yonr  corst  wit^  when  it  eomea  near  it^ 

RiYes*taff  their  back. 

Think,  wicked  ainner,  wha  ye*re  skaidii^y 
It*s  just  the  hlme-gown  badge  an'  daithing 
O*  munts ;  tak  that,  ye  We  them  naethiiy 

To  ken  them  by, 


BUENB*  WORKS. 


Vrm  ooy  imrfg«Btfite  lictUioi 

Like  3ron  or  L 

IVe  wnt  y<m  here  tome  rhyming  ware, 
A'  thet  I  bargain'd  for  en'  mair ; 
Stm,  when  you  hae  an  hour  to  Bpare,' 

I  will  expect 
Yon  MM^y*  ye*n  aen't  wl*  cannie  care. 

And  DO  neglect. 

Tho'  fidth,  ima'  heart  hae  I  to  sing  ! 
My  mnie  dofw  learoely  ipread  her  wing ! 
IVe  play*d  myid  a  bouiie  apring. 

An*  danc*d  my  fill ! 
rd  better  gwn  and  aair'd  the  king 

At  Bunker's  Hitt. 

^TwMM  ae  night  latdy  in  my  fun, 

I  gaed  a  nmng  wi'  the  gun, 

An*  broi^t  a  paiiridk  to  the  grun, 

A  boonie  hen, 
Aod|  aa  the  twilight  wm  b^gun, 

TluMiht  nane  wad  ken. 

The  poor  wee  thing  waa  little  hurt ; 
I  ttraikit  it  a  wee  far  eport^ 
Ne'er  thinkiQ'  dkey  wad  hth  me  lbr*t ; 

Bttty  deil-ma  care ! 
Somebody  teUa  the  jMocAer-oovrf 

The  hale  affiur. 

Some  anld  ua*d  hands  had  ta'en  a  note, 
That  lie  a  hen  had  got  a  ahot ; 
I  waa  luipected  for  the  plot ; 

I  Boom*d  to  lie ; 
So  frt  lb*  wbUk  o'  my  gioat^ 

An  pay*t  the/e*. 

But,  by  my  gun,  o*  guns  the  wale, 
An*  by  my  pouther  an*  my  hail. 
An*  by  my  hfcn,  an*  by  ha  tail, 

J  row  an'  awear ! 
Thi  ^ome  ahall  pay  o*er  moor  an*  dale. 

For  thai,  nieit  year. 

As  floon*8  the  dockia'  time  it  by, 
An*  the  wee  pouts  begun  to  cry, 
h — d,  I*8e  hae  aportin*  by  aa*  by. 

For  my  gowd  guinea : 
Tho*  I  shottkl  herd  the  huekskin  kye 

For'fey  in  Virginia. 

Trowth,  they  had  meikle  for  to  blame ! 
*Twa]i  neither  broken  wing  nor  limb. 
But  twa-three  drapa  about  the  wame. 

Scarce  thro'  the  foathan} 
An*  baith  a  ydlow  George  to  claim. 

An'  thole  their  Uethcnl 

It  pit^  me  aye  as  mairs  a  hare ; 
So  I  can  rhyme  nor  write  nae  mair, 
But  pennjfwortks  again  in  £iir, 

When  time's  expedient : 
licanwhile  I  am,  respected  Sir, 

Your  most  obedient. 


Ill 


FRIARS  CARSE  HERMITAGE; 


ov  mTH-eiDc 


Thou  wham  chance  may  hither  lead. 
Be  thou  dad  in  maset  weed. 
Be  thou  dedct  in  rilken  stole. 
Grave  these  counsels  on  thy  souL 


•  A  naff  he  had  promlied  the  AuUmt, 


ia  but  a  day  at  moat. 
Sprung  from  niyh^  in  darknesa  lost ; 
Hope  not  auoihme  erery  hour, 
Fear  not  clouds  will  always  lour. 

As  youth  and  lore  with  sprightly  dance, 
Beneath  thy  morning  star  advance, 
Pleasure  with  her  siren  air 
May  delude  the  thoughtless  pair ; 
Let  prudence  bless  enjoyment's  cup. 
Then  raptur'd  sip,  and  aip  it  up. 

As  thy  day  grows  warm  and  high, 
Life's  meridian  flaming  nigh. 
Dost  thou  spurn  the  hnmUe  rale  ? 
Life's  proud  summits  wouldst  thou  scale  ? 
Check  thy  climbing  step,  eUte, 
Evils  lurk  in  felon  wait : 
Dangers,  eogle-piuion'd,  bold, 
Soar  around  each  cli£^  hold. 
While  cheerful  peace,  with  linnet  aong, 
Chants  die  kw^  ddls  among. 

As  the  shades  of  ev'ning  closer 
Beck'ning  thee  to  long  repose : 
As  life  itwlf  becomea  disease. 
Seek  the  chimney-neuk  of  ease. 
There  ruminate  with  sober  thought. 
On  an  thou'st  seen,  and  heard,  and  wrought 
And  teaeh  the  sportive  younker's  round. 
Saws  of  esperienoe,  sage  Mid  aouad. 
Say,  man's  true,  gcmiine  estimate, 
The  grand  criterion  of  hia  &te, 
Is  not.  Art  thou  high  er  Ww  f 
Did  thy  fortune  ebb  or  flofw? 
Did  many  talents  gild  diy  apan  ? 
Or  frugal  nature  gmdge  tiKe  one  ? 
Tell  them,  and  press  it  on  their  mind. 
As  thou  thyaelf  must  shortly  find. 
The  smile  or  fivwn  of  awfol  Heav'n, 
To  virtue  or  to  vice  is  giv'n. 
Say,  to  be  just,  and  kind,  and  wiae^ 
There  solid  self-enjoyment  lies ; 
That  foolish,  sdfid^  feithless  ways. 
Lead  to  the  wretched,  vile,  and  base. 

Thus  resign'd  and  quiet,  creep 
To  the  bed  ci  lasting  sleep ; 
Sleep,  whence  thou  shalt  ne'er  awak% 
Night,  where  dawn  shall  never  break. 
Till  future  life,  future  no  more. 
To  light  and  ioy  the  good  restore, 
To  light  and  yj  vakaowu  bcfote. 


POBM& 


Stranger,  go  !  Hetv*n  he  tby  guide  I 
Qaod  the  beadsman  of  Nitb-«de. 


ODE, 

S ACRID  TO  THE  MKMOET  OF  KM.  — —  OF  — 

Dweller  in  yon  dungeon  dark» 
Hauginan  of  creation  !  mark 
Who  ia  widow-weeds  appean. 
Laden  with  unhonoured  yean, 
NooHing  with  care  a  bursting  pnne^ 
Baited  with  many  a  deadly  curae ! 

STROPHE. 

View  the  withered  beldam's  face— 

Cin  tliy  keen  inspection  trace 

Aught  of  humanity's  sweet  meltii^  grtoe? 

Not  that  eye,  'tis  rheum  o'erflowa, 

Pity's  flood  there  never  rose 

S<?e  those  hands,  ne'er  stretched  to  wm, 

H.iods  that  took — ^but  never  gave. 

Keeper  of  Mammon's  iron  chest, 

Lo,  there  she  goes,  unpitied,  and  unblest ; 

She  goes,  but  not  to  reahns  of  everlaatiog  tnt ! 

AirrisTRom. 
Plunderer  of  armies,  lift  thine  eya, 
{  A  while  forbear,  ye  tort'ring  fiends), 
Seesc  thou  whose  step  nnwilQng  hither  benda  ? 
No  fallen  angel,  hurl'd  from  upper  akiei ;  , 
'Tik  thy  trusty  quondam  nuUep 
Doonrd  to  sliare  thy  fiery  fate^ 
She,  tardy,  hell-ward  pliei. 


KTODK. 

And  are  they  of  no  more  aToil, 
Ten  thousand  glitt'ring  pounds  a-year  ? 
In  other  worlds  can  Mammon  fail^ 
Omnipotent  as  he  is  here  ? 
O,  bitter  mock'ry  of  the  pompous  hietf 
While  down  the  wretched  vital  part  is  driven  ! 
The  cave-lodg'd  beggar,  with  a  conacienoe  cletr» 
IHxpires  in  rags,  uaknovn,  and  goca  to  HeaT*ii. 


Haul  ihee  hime  Id  Ue  blade  Myfi% 

OV  bvrclwoii  Kitoy 

And  like  ttodc-llsh  come  o*er  hia  ttuddie 

Wi«  thy  anld  sdes ! 

He'8gane»he*tgaae!  be*B  free  vi  tora» 
The  ae  best  fWloir  e'er  wai  bom ! 
Thee,  Matthew,  Nature's  tel  shall  mourn 

By  wood  and  wild, 
Where,  haply,  Pity  strays  forlorn, 

Frae  man  exil'd* 

Ye  hills,  near  neebon  o*  tlie  atuv^ 
That  proudly  cock  your  cresting  caimt ! 
Ye  difis,  the  haunts  of  sailing  yearns, 

Where  echo  slumbcn ! 
Come  join,  jre  Nature's  sturdiest  bairns, 

My  wailing  numbers; 

Mourn  ilka  grove  the  cushat  kens ! 
Ye  haz'lly  shawt  and  briery  dens ! 
Ye  bumies,  wimplin  down  your  glens, 

Wi'  toddlm'  din. 
Or  foaming  Strang,  wi'  hasty  stens, 

Frae  lin  to  Un. 

]VIoum  little  harebells  o'er  the  lee ; 
Ye  stately  fox-gloves  iair  to  see ; 
Ye  woodbines,  hanging  bonnilie 

In  scented  bow'rs ; 
Ye  rosea  on  your  thorny  tree. 

The  first  o*  flow'n. 


At  dawn,  when  ev'ry  gnmf  blade 
Droops  with  a  diamond  at  hb  head. 
At  ev'n,  when  beans  their  firagranoe  shad, 

r  th*  rustling  gale. 
Ye  rn'M^g'""  whiddin  thro'  the  glade. 

Gome  join  my  waiL 


ELEGY 

OK 

CAPTAIN  MATTHEW  HENDERSON, 

A  GXNTLEMAlf  WHO  MKLD  TRI  TATMin  FOR 
HIS  HONOURS  UntRDIATKLT  FROSC  Alf 
MIGHTY  COD  ! 


fi00im0i^i0m0im0mmmfm 


Dot  now  hh  radiant  couise  b  run. 

For  Matthew's  eourjc  was  bright  I 
His  soul  was  like  the  f  lorious  sii^ 

A  matdiiess,  Hcaii^y  light  I 


O  DxATH  !  thon  tyrant  Mi  and  W^oify 
The  mciUe  devil  wi  awoodit 


Mourn  ye  wee  aougiteia  o*  the  wood  ; 
Ye  grouse  that  crap  the  heather  bud ; 
Ye  curlews  calliag  thro*  a  dnd  ; 

Ye  whistling  plover ; 
And  monm,  ye  whirring  paitrick  brood ; 

He'a  gaoe  for  ever ! 

Monm,  80«ly  eoofei,  and  apedded  teak; 
Ye  fisher  herons,  watching  eda ; 
Ye  duck  and  drake,  wi'  airy  whede 

Greling  the  lake ; 
Ye  bitterns,  tiU  the  magmire  neli^ 

RMrforkbakab 

Monm,  clam'riag  eniki  at  daw  •*  dqp^ 
'Mang  fields  •*  flow*ri«f  dmtt  ^Kfi 
And  when  ye  wing  yonr  anawd  way 

FrmvmmMAmh 
Tell  thao  far  warlds,  wha  lies  ia  day. 

Wham  va  dspknb 

Ye  houlel%  ftae  yonr  iry  ba(W*r, 
In  some  anld  tree^  or  eldritek  t»w*iv 
What  time  the  moon,  wi'  aiknt  stowr, 

SHi  vp  kir  kH% 


t7 


i 


tfo 


BDRMB*  WOftKS. 


Wail  tKro*  tU  dffiry  audaiflit  Imw    ' 

Till  wukrifc  mfln  I 

O  Ann,  iant^  lulliy  and  pkiat ! 
Oft  ha.f  y9  bflud  mw  eintf  ■feniiN  s 
Bat  BOW,  wliAt  cbe  nr  bm  remtiM 

Bat  talM  of  woo ; 
An*  frae  my  con  tbe  drappug  raim 

Maun  ever  flow. 

Moorn,  fpring,  thon  darling  of  the  fear ! 
nk  cowalip  cup  shall  kep  a  toar : 
Hum,  ■mmer,  while  each  corny  qicar 

Sboota  up  its  1iead» 
^7  nf  >  pWB,  flow'ry  traate  shear. 

For  him  that's  dead ! 

Thoo,  autumn,  wi'  thy  yellow  hair, 
In  frief  thy  eallow  mantle  tear ! 
Thou,  winter,  hurling  thro*  the  air 

The  roariiy  hba^ 
Wide  o*cr  the  naked  world  dedare 

The  worth  we*Te  ket ! 

Mourn  him*  thou  lun,  great  eouroe  of  light ! 
Hbum,  tmpwee  of  the  ailait  night ! 
And  yoo,  ye  twinkling  etamies  bright, 

My  Blatthew  monm! 
For  throng  your  orbe  he's  ta'en  his  flighty 

Ne*er  to  return. 

O  SeitiUnom  /  the  man,  die  brother ! 
And  art  thou  gooe,  and  gone  for  ever ! 
And  hast  thou  cross'd  that  unknown  river, 

Life's  dreaiy  bound ! 
Like  thee^  where  shall  I  find  another, 

The  world  around  I 

Go  to  your  scnlptur'd  tombs,  ye  Great, 
In  a'  the  tinsel  trash  o*  sUte ! 
But  by  the  honest  turf  1*11  wait. 

Thou  man  of  worth! 
And  weep  the  ae  beet  fellow's  fate 

E'er  lay  in  earth. 


THE  EPITAPH. 

StoVi  pasaeager !  my  atory's  brief; 

And  truth  I  ehall  relate^  man : 
I  teU  nae  common  tale  o'  grief^ 

For  Blatthew  was  a  great  man. 


If  thoa  uncommon  merit  Imst, 
Yet  spum'd  at  fortnne'a  door, 

A  kwk  of  pity  hither  cast^ 
For  Matthew  was  a  poor  man. 


If  thou  a  noble  eodger  art. 

That  passest  by  this  grave,  man  ;  ' 
There  moulders  here  a  gallant  hearty 

For  Matthew  waa  a  brave  man. 


had  won  thy 
Afaright 


HarolMawha 
ForMatdiew 


If  thou  at  friendship's  laerBd  ea% 
Wad  lift  itaelf  resign,  man ; 

Thy  sympathetie  tear  maun  h\ 
For  Matthew  waa  a  kind  man. 


If  thoa  art  stanneh  without  a 
Like  the  unchanpng  blue, 

This  waa  a  kinsman  o*  thy  ain. 
For  Blatthew  waa  a  true  man. 


If  thon  hast  frit,  and  fun,  and  fire^ 
And  ne'er  guid  wine  did  fiear. 

This  was  thy  billie,  dam,  and  sire. 
For  Blatthew  was  a  queer  man. 


If  ony  whiggish  whingin  sot. 
To  blame  poer  Bla£diew  dare, 

Bl«r  dool  and  aorrow  be  hie  lot. 
For  Blatthew  waa  a  rare  man. 


)f  then  OB  veot  their  worioi  and  wqri^ 

Omni  Aivir  vwoBUMii  If bi|  iMBi  i 


LAMENT  OF  MARY  QUEEN 
OF  SCOTS, 

OK  fBK  AFPBOACB  OF  afftHrC. 

Now  Katnre  hangs  her  mantle  green 

On  every  bloomtng  tree. 
And  spreads  her  eheels  o*  daisies  white 

Out  o'er  the  gnusy  lea : 
Now  Phodras  cheers  the  crystal  streams, 

And  glads  the  axure  skies ; 
But  nought  can  glad  the  weary  wight 

That  £ut  in  durance  lies. 

Now  lav'rocks  wake  the  merry  mom. 

Aloft  on  dewy  wing ; 
The  merl^  in  his  noontide  bow'r, 

Blskee  woodland  echoes  ring ; 
The  mavis  mild  wi'  many  a  aole^ 

Sings  drowsy  day  to  rest : 
lailove  and  freedom  they  rgoioe, 

Wi'  care  nor  thrall  opprest. 

Now  bkioms  the  lily  by  the  bank. 

The  primroee  down  the  brae ; 
The  hawthorn's  boddii^  in  the  glen, 

And  milk-white  ie  the  alae : 
The  meanest  hind  in  fiur  Scotland, 

May  rove  their  aweete  amang ; 
But  I,  the  Queen  of  a'  Scotland, 

Blann  lie  in  prison  Strang. 

I  waa  the  Queen  o*  bonnie  France^ 

Where  happy  I  hae  been; 
Fn*  lightly  raiae  I  in  die  mom, 

Aa  blithe  lay  down  at  e'en : 
And  Fm  die  eovereign  of  Seotiatt^ 

And  moBT  a  traitor  there  ; 
Tot  here  I  he  in  ftnigB  hui$^ 


POSMS. 


Si 


But  M  for  tW,  tlioa  fiJie  womm. 

My  ■uler  uid  my  hit, 
Grim  rcngciiioc^  ytt»  ihall  whet  a  iword 

That  thro'  thy  aool  shall  gae : 
The  weeping  blood  in  woman*!  brettt 

Was  nerer  known  to  thee ; 
Nor  th'  balm  that  drape  on  wounds  of  woe 

Frse  woman's  pitying  e'e. 

My  son !  my  son  !  miy  kinder  stars 

Upon  thy  fortune  shine  ; 
And  may  those  pleasures  gild  thy  reign. 

That  neer  wad  blink  on  mine ! 
God  keep  thee  frae  thy  mother's  £ies^ 

Or  turn  their  hearts  to  thee ; 
And  where  thou  meet'st  thy  mother's  friend, 

Remember  him  fur  me ! 

O  !  MMin,  to  me,  may  summer-suns 

Nae  mair  light  up  the  morn  ! 
Nae  mair,  to  me,  the  autumn  winda 

Wave  o'er  the  yellow  corn ! 
And  in  the  narrow  house  o'  death 

Let  winter  round  me  rave  ; 
And  the  neat  flow'rs  that  deck  the  spring. 

Bloom  on  my  peaceful  grave. 


TO  ROBERT  GRAHAM,  Esq. 

OF  riNTEA. 

Lati  crippled  of  an  arm,  and  now  a  leg, 
About  td  beg  a  past  fur  leave  to  beg ; 
Dull,  listless,  teasM,  dejected,  and  depnfst, 
(Nature  is  adverse  to  a  cripple';*  rejtt)  ; 
Will  generous  Graham  list  to  hi«  poet'*  wall  ? 
(It   soothes   poor  miser\',    hearkening   to   lipr 

tale). 
And  hear  him  curse  the  light  he  first  survey M, 
And  doubly  curse  the  luckless  rhyming  trade  ? 

Thou,  Nature,  partial  Nature,  I  arraign ; 
Of  thy  caprice  maternal  I  complain. 
The  lion  and  the  bnll  thy  care  have  found. 
One  shakes  the  forest,    and  one  spurns  the 

ground : 
Thou  giv'st  the  ass  his  hide,  the  snail  his  shell. 
Til'  envenom'd  wasp,  victorious,  guards  his  cell. 
Thy  minions,  kings  defend,  control,  devour. 
In  all  th'  omnipotcnce'of  rule  and  power.— 
Foxes  and  statesmen,  subtile  wiles  ensure ; 
The  cit  and  polecat  stink,  and  are  secure ; 
Toads  with  their  poison,   doctors  with  their 

drug,  [snug. 

The  priest  and  hedge-hog,  in  their  robes  are 
£v*n  silly  woman  has  her  warlike  arts,  [darts. 
Her  tongue  and  e}'es,  her  dreaded  spear  and 

But  Oh !  thou  bitter  step-mother  and  hard. 
To  thy  poor,  fenceless,  naked  child-i^hc  Bard  ! 
A  thing  nnteachable  in  world's  skill, 
And  half  an  idiot  too^  more  helpl^  still. 
No  heels  to  bear  him  from  the  opening  dun ; 
|io  cUwf  tQ  di^,  his  hated  si^ht  to  vhuo ; 


No  horns,  but  those  \>y  lucldea  Hyum 
And  those,  alas !  not  Amalthea*B  horn  : 
No  nerves  olfactory.  Mammon's  trusty  ear. 
Clad  in  rich  dulness'  comfortable  fur, 
In  naked  feeling,  and  in  achin';  pride. 
He  bears  th'  unbroken  blast  from  every  tide  i 
Vampyre  booksellers  drain  him  to  the  heart* 
And  scorpion  critics  cureless  venom  dart. 

Critics — appall'd,  I  vcatare  on  the  name^ 
TluMe  cut-thruat  Imndits  in  the  paths  of  fiimt  J 
Bloody  dissectors,  worse  than  ten  Monroes  ; 
He  hacks  to  teach,  they  mangle  to  expose. 

His  heart  by  causeless,  wanton  malice  wrc^p 
By  blockheads'  daring  into  nuulness  stung ; 
His  well-won  lia)'s,  than  life  itself  more  dicart 
By  miscreants  turn,  who  ne'er  one  ^nrig  ami 

wear ; 
Foil'd,  bleeding,  tortur'd.  in  the  nncqoal  atrift^ 
The  hapless  poet  flounders  on  through  life, 
Till  fle<l  eacli  hope  thst  onre  his  bosom  find, 
And  fled  each  muse  that  glorious  onee  in^irrfy 
Low  sunk  in  sijualid,  unpinti^cted  age, 
Dead,  even  resentment,  tor  hin  injured  pag% 
He  heeds  or  fe?U  no  more  the  ruthlcM  er^8*t 

rage ! 

So,  by  some  hcd^e,   the  generous  itMd  4t- 

For  half-Htarv'd  snirling  curs  a  dainty  feast ; 
By  toil  and  famine  wore  to  skin  and 
Lies  sen<H;le»<)  of  each  tuning  bitch's 


0  dulnotv  !  portion  of  the  truly  blest ! 
Ctlm  Rhelter'd  haven  of  eternal  rest ! 
Thy  sons  ne'er  madden  in  tlie 
Of  fortune's  \to\tir  front,  or  torrid 
If  mantling  high  she  fiiU  the  golden  cup, 
With  sober  Kelti<ih  eaw  they  sip  it  up ;      [i 
Conscious  the  bounteous  meed  they  wdl 
Tliey  only  wonder  *  Home  felks'  do  not 
The  grave  sage  hem  thus  easy  picks  his  firof»  ' 
And  thinks  the  mallard  a  sad  worthless  dog. 
When  disappointment  snap*  the  due  of  hops^ 
And  thro'  diM^ttrous  night  they  darkling  gro|% 
With  deaf  emlurance  i^luggislUy  they  bear. 
And  just  conclude  *  that  fools  are  fertune's  cstt>* 
So,  heavy,  pasnivc  to  the  tempest's  shocks. 
Strong  on  the  sign-post  stands  the  stupid  oix.    • 

Not  so  the  idle  muses'  mad-cap  train. 
Not  such  the  workings  of  their  mimn  siint 

brain ; 
In  equanimity  they  never  dwell. 
By  turnt  in  soiriug  heaven,  or  vanlted  hdL 

1  dread  thco,  fate,  rclentlcfs  and  severe, ' 
With  all  a  poet's,  hu^lland^  father's  fear  ; 
Already  one  strong  hold  of  hope  is  lost, 
Gleneaim,  the  truly  nohle,  lies  in  dust ; 
(Fled,  like  the  sun  oclips'd  as  noon  appear^ 
And  left  us  darkling  in  a  world  of  tears) : 
O  !  hear  my  ardent,  grateful,  selfish  pray'r! 
Fintraj  my  other  st^v,  lonj  bid?  nA  9fUt  I 
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Thro*  a  long  life  liU  liope^  and  wisliei  crown. 
And  bright  in  cloudleM  nkiei  hui  sun  go  down ! 
May  hiits  domestic  smooth  his  private  path  ; 
Give  energ)'  to  life ;  and  soothe  his  latest  breath, 
With   many  a  tilial  tear  circling  the  bed  of 
death ! 


LAMENT  FOR  JAMES  EARL 
OF  GLENCAIRN. 

The  wind  blew  hollow  frae  the  hills, 

By  fits  the  8un*s  departing  beam 
Ltdc'd  on  the  fiidinf?  yellow  woods 

That  wav*d  o'er  Lugar's  winding  stream  : 
BcMBth  m  eraigy  steep,  a  bard,  . 

Ladan  with  years  and  meikle  pain. 
In  load  lament  bewail'd  hin  lord, 

Whom  dcaUi  had  all  untimely  ta*en. 

He  letnM  him  to  an  ancient  aik, 

Whose  trunk  was  mould*ring  down  with 


His  looka  were  Ueiched  white  wi*  time, 
His  hoary  eheek  was  wet  wi*  tears  ! 

And  as  he  toach'd  his  trembling  harp. 
And  as  he  tun*d  his  doleful  sang, 

The  winds,  lamenting  thro*  their  caves, 
To  echo  bore  the  notes  alaog. 


«/■ 


«•  Ye  seatter'd  birds  that  faintly  sing, 

The  relics  of  the  vernal  quire ! 
Ye  woods  that  shed  on  a*  the  winds 

The  hoDoora  of  the  «^  year  ! 
A  few  short  months,  and  glad  and  gay, 

Again  yell  charm  thi*  ear  and  e*e ; 
But  nooht  in  all  revolving  time 

Can  gladness  bring  again  to  me. 

'*  I  am  m  bending  aged  tree, 

That  long  has  stood  the  wind  and  rain ; 
Bnt  BOW  hm  come  a  cruel  h\^u 

And  my  last  hald  of  earth  is  ^.inc  : 
Nae  leaf  o*  mine  shall  greet  the  Kpriiii;, 

Nae  aimmer  sun  exalt  my  bloom ; 
Bot  I  mmin  lie  before  the  Htorm, 

And  ithers  plant  them  in  my  room. 

••  IVe  seen  sae  mony  changefu'  ypan. 

On  earth  I  am  tf  stranger  grown  ; 
I  wander  in  the  ways  of  men, 

ftlake  vnknowing  and  unkno^'u : 
Unheaxd,  nnpitied,  unrJicvcd, 

I  bear  alane  my  ladi*  o*  rare. 
For  iQent,  low,  on  beds  of  dnst, 

I^V  that  would  my  sorrows  n\\an> 

**  And  last,  (the  sum  uf  a*  my  griefs) .' 

My  noble  master  lie;*  in  cUy  ; 
The  fiow*r  amang  our  barons  bold, 

Uia  country's  pride,  hi^  c(iuntr\-*B  stay : 
In  weary  being  now  I  pine. 

For  a*  the  laJfe  of  life  is  dcail, 
And  hope  has  left  ray  ageil  ken. 

On  forward  wing  ibr  ever  fled. 


*'  Awake  thy  last  sad  voice,  my  harp  ! 

The  voice  of  woe  and  wiU  despair ! 
Awake,  resound  thy  latest  lay. 

Then  sleep  in  silence  evcrmair  ! 
And  thou,  my  lost,  best,  only  friend. 

That  fillest  an  untimely  tomb. 
Accept  this  tribute  from  the  bard 

Thou  brought  from  fortune's  mirkest  gloom 

"  In  povertj's  low  barren  vale. 

Thick  mists,  obscure,  involved  me  round  ; 
Tho'  oh  I  tum*d  the  wistfnl  eye, 

Nae  ray  of  fiime  was  to  be  found  : 
Thou  found'st  me  like  the  morning  sun 

That  melts  the  fogt  in  limpid  air, 
The  friendlcMS  bard  and  rustic  song. 

Became  alike  thy  fostering  care. 

**  O !  why  has  worth  so  short  a  date  ? 

While  villains  ripen  grey  with  time ! 
Must  thou,  the  noble,  gen'rons,  great. 

Fall  in  bold  manhood's  hardy  prime  ! 
Why  did  I  live  to  see  that  day? 

A  day  to  me  so  full  of  woe  ! 
O  !  had  I  met  the  mortal  shafl 

Which  laid  my  benefactor  low  ! 

**  The  bridq^room  may  forget  the  bride 

Was  made  his  wedded  wife  yestreen ; 
The  monarch  may  foi^t  the  crown 

That  on  his  head  an  hour  has  been  ;  ■ 
The  mother  may  forget  the  child 

That  smiles  sae  sweetly  on  her  knee ; 
Bnt  I'll  remember  thee,  Gleneum, 

And  a*  that  thou  hast  done  for  me  !** 


LINES, 

SKXT  TO  SIR  JOHN  WHITKFORD,  OF  WHITEPORSh 
HART.  WITH  THE  FOKECOI.SO  POXM. 

Ti!or,  yv\\o  thy  honour  as  thy  God  rever'st, 
AVho,  rnvi'  thy  miiufi  reproach,  nought  earthly 

ffar'xl. 
To  thee  thi»  votive  offering  I  impart, 
"  The  tearful  tiibutc  of  a  broken  heart." 
Tlie  friend  thou  valucd'st,  I  the  pahtm  lov'd ; 
His  worth,  his  honour,  all  the  world  ^iprov'd. 
We'll  mourn  till  we  too  go  as  he  is  gone* 
And  ti^nd  the  dreary  path  to  that  dark 

unknown. 


TAM  O'  SHANTER : 


A  TALE. 


or  Bmwnyis  and  of  Bcgilis  ftill  is  this  Bake. 

Gatsfn  HMHtak 
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Whfn  chapman  billies  leave  the 
And  drouthy  mwborsi  neebors  mett, 


POEfilS. 


At  markflt-dayt  are  wearing  Ute, 
An*  IbUc  begin  to  tak  the  gate ; 
While  we  ut  bouting  at  the  nappy. 
An'  gettin*  Ibu  and  unco  happy, 
We  think  na  on  the  lang  Sonta  miles. 
The  moated,  waten,  i»!apitv  and  ttiUrs 
That  lie  between  ut  and  our  hauie, 
Whare  titt  our  tulky  tollen  dame, 
Oatherinf;  her  browt  like  gathering  ttorm, 
Nuning  her  wrath  to  keep  it  warm. 

This  truth  fand  honest  Tarn  o*  ShanUr, 
A«  he  frae  Ayr  ae  night  did  canter, 
(  Auld  Ayr,  wham  ne'er  a  town  turpattet, 
For  honett  men  and  bonny  Imet). 

O  7am  /  had'tt  thou  but  been  tae  wite. 
At  ta'en  thy  ain  wife  Kate*t  advice ! 
She  tauld  thee  weel  thou  was  a  akellun, 
A  blethering,  blutteriag,  drunken  blellum ; 
That  frae  November  till  October, 
Ae  market^y  thou  waa  na  tober ; 
That  ilka  melder,  wi'  the  miller. 
Thou  sat  at  lang  at  thou  had  tiller ; 
That  evVy  naig  wa»  ca'd  a  «hoe  on. 
The  tmith  and  thee  gat  roaring  fou  on ; 
That  at  the  L — d*>t  houte,  ev'n  on  Sunday, 
Thou  drank  wi*  Kirkton  Jean  till  Monday. 
She  prophcsy'd,  that  late  or  toon, 
Thuu  would  lie  found  deep  drown'd  in  I}oon ; 
f)r  catch'd  wi'  warlockt  in  the  mirk. 
By  AUowaij*  auld  haunted  kirk. 

Ah,  gentle  damet !  it  gara  me  greet, 
To  think  how  raony  countelt  tweet. 
How  mony  lengthen'd  sage  advicet. 
The  husband  firae  the  wi^  despite^  ! 

But  to  our  tale :  Ae  market  night. 
Tarn  had  got  planted  unco  right ; 
Fttt  by  an  ingle,  bleexing  finely, 
Wi*  reaming  twata,  that  drank  divinely ; 
And  at  hit  dbow,  aoutcr  Johnny, 
Hit  ancient,  tnttty,  drouthy  crony ; 
Tarn  Io*ed  him  like  a  vera  brither  ; 
They  had  been  fou  for  weeka  thegither. 
The  night  drave  on  wi*  tai^  an*  clatter ; 
And  a>-e  the  ale  waa  growing  better : 
The  landlady  and  Teun  grew  gracioua, 
Wi*  favours,  tccret,  tweet,  and  preckma ; 
The  bouter  tauld  hit  queerest  atoriet ; 
The  landlord*!!  laugh  waa  ready  chorus : 
The  ttorm  without  might  rair  and  ruatlc, 
Tam  did  na  mind  the  storm  a  whittle. 

Care,  rood  to  tee  a  man  sae  happy, 
K'vn  drown'd  himself  amang  the  nappy ; 
At  beet  flee  hame  wi'  lades  o'  treasure^ 
The  minutet  wing*d  their  way  wi*  pleasore  : 
Kingt  may  be  blest,  but  Tam  was  glorious, 
O'er  a'  the  ills  o'  life  victorious ! 

Bnt  pleasures  are  like  poppies  spread, 
You  seise  the  flow*r,  its  bkMin  is  shed ! 
Or  like  the  snow-falls  in  the  river, 
A  moment  white — then  melta  for  ercr  $ 


Or  like  the  boKalis  raoe. 
That  flit  ere  >'ou  can  point  tlieir  place ; 
Or  like  the  rainbow's  lovely  form 
Evanishing  amid  the  storm. — 
Nae  man  can  tether  time  or  tide  ; 
The  huiir  appn»uciie«  Tam  maun  ride  ; 
That  liuur,  o*  night*a  black  arch  the  keywi 
Tliat  dreary  hour  he  mounts  his  beast  in  ; 
And  hie  a  night  he  take  the  road  in. 
As  ne'er  poor  tinner  was  abroad  in. 


The  wind  blew  as  *twud  blawn  its  last ; 
The  rattliu'  iihowers  rose  ou  the  blast : 
The  tpeedy  gleams  the  darkness  swallow'd ; 
Loud,  deep,  and  lang,  the  thunder  bd]ow*d  ;. 
That  night,  a  child  might  understand, 
The  deil  had  butinesa  on  hia  hand. 

Weel  raonntod  on  hit  grey  mare,  Mey^» 
A  better  nc\'er  lifted  leg— 
Tam  tkelpit  on  thro*  dub  and  mire, 
Detpiting  wind,  and  rain,  and  fire ; 
Whiles  holding  fast  his  guid  Uue  bonnet ; 
Whiles  crooning  o'er  some  auld  Sooto 
Whiles  glow*ring  round  wi*  prudent 
Lett  bogles  catch  him  unawares  ; 
Kirk'Alloway  wat  drawing  night 
Whare  ghoittt  and  houlett  nightly  cty» 

By  thit  time  he  was  crott  the  ford, 
Whaie  in  the  snaw  the  chapman  smoor^d ; 
And  past  the  birks  and  meUcle  staae» 
AVhare  drunken  Chariie  brak  's  neck-bane ; 
And  thro'  the  whins,  and  by  the  cairn, 
Whare  hunters  fand  the  murder'd  bairn ; 
And  near  the  thorn,  aboon  the  well, 
Whare  Munpo*i  mither  haiq;ed  herseL— 
Before  him  J}oon  pours  all  hit  floods  ; 
The  douUing  storm  roars  thro*  die  wtMds ; 
The  lightnings  flash  from  pole  to  pole ; 
Near  and  more  near  the  thunders  roll ; 
When,  glimmering  thro*  the  groaning  trees, 
Kirk^AUoway  seem'd  in  a  bleese ; 
Thro*  ilka  bore  the  beams  were  glandogi 
And  kmd  resounded  mirth  and  dancing*— ' 

Inspiring  bold  Jakn  Barleycorn  ! 
What  dangers  thon  canst  make  na  aeora ! 
Wi*  tippenny,  w«  fear  nae  evil ; 
Wi'  usquebae  we'll  fiwe  the  deviL—- 
The  swata  sae  ream'd  in  ruiaiii**  noddkt 
Fair  play,  he  cared  na  dnls  a  boddle. 
But  Magyie  stood  right  aair  ■siWish*d, 
Till,  by  the  heel  and  hand  admoaish*d» 
She  ventured  forward  on  the  light ; 
And,  vow  !    Titm  saw  an  unco  sight ! 
Warlocks  and  witches  in  a  danoe ; 
Nae  ootillioa  brent  new  firae  /Vtmee, 
But  hornpipes,  jigs,  strathspeys,  and  nelsy 
Put  life  and  mettle  in  their  heels. 
A  winnook-bunker  in  the  eaat; 
There  sat  auld  Nick,  in  shape  o*  beast ; 
A  towiie  tyke»  black,  grim,  and  large. 
To  gie  them  mnsie  was  his  charge : 
He  screw*d  his  pipes  and  girt  them  ddii, 
TiU  roof  and  raftera  m*  did  dirL^ 
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Cottnt  itood  rouuJ  lILe  op^n  preues 
ThMt  ibawM  the  dead  in  their  last  drastn ; 
Aad  by  tome  devilish  cantrip  aUf^ht, 
Eaeh  in  its  cauld  Iiand  held  a  l^hty— 
Bf  which  heroic  Tarn  was  able 
To  note  upon  the  haly  table* 
A  murderer's  Imne*  in  gibbet  aims ; 
Twa  span-lang,  wee,  iinchristen*d  bairns : 
A  thief,  new-iMitted  frac  a  rape, 
Wi*  his  last  gaup  his  (rab  did  fpipe ; 
Tlve  tomaluwk",  wV  blude  red-rusted  ; 
Kre  sc^'mitarn  wi*  luimliT  crii*te<l ; 
A  garter,  whirii  a  \n\)e  had  ittrangled  ; 
A  knife,  a  father**  tiimat  liad  inaiigl«d, 
Whom  bin  aiii  kod  o*  lite  bereft, 
The  grey  hairs  yet  htack  to  the  heft  ; 
Wi'  mair  o'  horrible  and  awfii* 
Which  ev*n  to  name  wad  be  unlaWfu*. 

As  Tammie  ;ilowrM,  ainazM  and  curious, 
The  mirth  and  fun  grew  fjst  and  furitniik : 
The  piper  loud  and  louder  blew  : 
The  dancers  quick  and  quicker  ticw  ; 
They  reerd,  they  hct,  they  cro)«'d,  they  deekit, 
Tin  ilka  carlin  Kwst  and  reekit, 
And  coost  her  dnddie.i  to  ttii*  wark. 
And  linket  at  it  in  her  sark  ! 

Now  7ViM,  O  Tttm  !  had  tbi'v  been  queans 
A*  plump  an*  trapping,  in  their  teens  ; 
Thor  sarks,  instead  o'  creu»Iiic  flanneu, 
Been  snaw-white  seventeen  liuoder  linen ! 
Thir  breeks  o*  uiine,  my  only  pair, 
Hiat  ance  were  plush,  o*  guid  blue  hair, 
I  wad  hae  gi*en  them  aff  my  hurdies  I 
Bor  ae  blink  o*  the  bonnie  burdica ! 

But  wither*d  beldama,  auki  and  droll, 
Bigwoodie  hags  wad  spean  m  foal, 
Lowping  and  flinging  on  a  crunimock, 
Z  wooder  didna  turn  thy  stomach. 

Bat  Tarn  kenn*d  what  was  what  fu*  bnwliet 
There  was  ae  winsome  wench  and  walie, 
That  night  enlisted  in  the  core, 

iLang  after  kenn'd  on  Carriek  shore ! 
W  mony  a  beast  to  dead  ahe  shot. 
And  perishM  mony  a  bonnie  boat. 
And  shook  baith  meikle  com  and  bear. 
And  kept  the  country  side  in  fear). 
Her  cutty-sark,  o'  Paisley  ham, 
That  while  a  lassie  she  had  worn, 
la  longitude  though  sorely  scanty, 
It  was  her  best,  and  ahe  was  vauntie.— 
Ah  !  little  kenn*d  thy  reverend  grannie, 
That  sark  she  coft  for  her  wee  Nannie, 
Wi*  twa  pund  Sootf,  ('twas  a*  her  riches)^ 
Wad  ever  grac'd  a  dance  of  witches  I 

But  here  my  muse  her  wing  mann  ooor ; 
Sic  flights  are  far  beyond  her  pow'r ; 
To  sing  how  NannU  lap  and  flang, 
(A  sonple  jade  she  was  and  Strang) 
Aod  how  Tarn,  stood,  like  ane  bewitch*d, 
And  thought  hit  very  een  corich'd : 


Even  S^tan  gloWrM,  tnd  fidg'd  fu*  fidn, 
And  hotch'd  and  blew  wi'  might  and  miia  « 
Till  first  ae  caper,  syne  anither, 
Tam  tint  his  reason  a*  the^ther. 
And  roars  out,  **  Weel  done,  Cutty-aaik  !** 
And  in  an  instant  all  was  dark ; 
And  scarcely  had  he  Moffgit  rallied. 
When  out  the  hellish  legion  sallied. 

As  lK->e^  bizz  out  wi*  angry  fyke, 
When  plundering  herds  assail  their  byke  ; 
A<«  open  pusMc*M  mortal  fiies, 
When,  pop !  she  starts  before  their  nose  ; 
As  eager  runs  the  market  mnrd, 
Wlieii  "  Cateh  the  thief!"  reMmnds  aloud  ; 
i>o  Maggie  runs,  the  witches  fellow, 
Wi*  monie  an  eldritch  screech  and  hollow. 

Ah,  T&m!  Ah,  Tarn!  thou*ll  get  thy  fairi% 
In  hell  they'll  ruast  thee  like  a  herrin  ! 
In  vain  thv  Kate  awaits  thv  comin  ! 
Ao^e  soon  will  be  a  woefu*  woman  ! 
Xow,  do  thy  iipeedy  utmost,  Meg, 
And  win  the  key-stane  *  of  the  brig  ; 
There  at  them  thou  thy  tail  may  toss, 
A  running  stream  they  dare  na  croxs. 
Hut  ere  the  key-Ktane  she  could  moke, 
The  fient  a  tale  »hc  liad  to  shake  ! 
F(ir  iVcfMnie,  far  before  the  rest. 
Hard  upon  noble  Magpie  prest. 
And  flew  at  Tam  wi'  furious  ettle  ; 
But  little  wist  she  Maggie't  mettle^ 
Ae  spring  brought  aff  her  master  hale, 
liut  left  behind  her  ain  grey  tail : 
The  carlin  claught  her  by  the  rump. 
And  left  poor  Maggie  scarce  m  stump. 

Now,  wha  this  tale  o*  truth  shall  read, 
nk  man  and  mother's  son  take  heed : 
Whene'er  to  drink  you  are  inclin'd. 
Or  cutty-sarks  run  in  your  mind. 
Think  ye  may  buy  the  joys  o'er  dear. 
Remember  Tam  o*  ShaiUT't  mtrc. 


ON  SEEING  A  WOUNDED 
HARE  LIMP  BY  ME, 

WHICH  ▲  rZLLOW  BAD  JUST  SHOT  AT. 

Ikhcmax  man  !  curse  on  thy  barb'roos  art, 
And  blasted  be  thy  murder-aiming  eye : 
May  never  pity  soothe  thee  with  a  sigh* 

Nor  ever  pleasure  glad  thy  cruel  heart ! 

Go  live,  poor  wanderer  of  the  wood  and  field. 
The  bitter  little  that  of  life  remains : 


*  It  b  a  well  known  fact,  that  witehes,  or  any  cril 
■piritt,  have  no  power  to  follow  a  poor  wight  any  Ur. 
ther  than  the  midUle  of  the  next  runnini{  •tream.— It 
may  be  proper  likewbs  to  ttsntion  to  the  bsninhlisd 
traveller,  that  when  he  fidh  in  with  Aofto,  whittsver 
danger  may  be  in  hb  goinff  forwai^,  tbsrt  b  mttCb 
more  bamrd  in  taming  back. 


P0BM9. 


Ko  mem  Um  thkhMiag  Imkai  aad  Tcrdint 

To  thee  ihaU  bome^  or  food,  or  pottliiM  yield.  , 

Seek,  mangled  wretch,  tome  place  of  wonted 
rest, 

No  more  of  rat,  hot  now  tby  dying  bed  ! 

The  sheltering  ruahea  whittling  o*er  thy  head » 
The  cold  earth  with  thy  bloody  boaom  prett. 

Oft  at  by  winding  Nith,  I  moting  wait 
The  eober  eve,  or  hail  the  checriul  dawn, 
1*11  miM  thee  sporting  o*er  the  dewy  lawn. 

And  cone  the  ruffiaa*a  aim,  tpd  mmm  thy 
hAplcii  iatf. 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  SHADE 
OF  THOMSON, 

ON  CKOWNIirO  BIS  BUST  AT  XDNAM,  BOl- 
BOBOHSHIBE,  WITH  BATS. 

Whilx  Tirgin  Spring,  by  Eden's  flood. 

Unfolds  her  toider  mantle  green. 
Or  pranks  the  sod  in  frolic  mood. 

Or  tunes  Eolian  strains  between  : 

While  Summer,  with  m  matron  grace. 
Retreats  to  DryburgVs  cooling  shade, 

Yet  oft,  delighted,  stops  to  trace 
The  progress  of  the  spiky  blade ; 

While  Autumn,  benefiictor  kind. 

By  Tweed  erects  his  aged  head. 
And  sees,  with  self-approring  mind, 

Each  creatnre  on  his  bounty  feed : 

While  maniac  Winter  rages  o*er 

The  hills  whence  cUane  Yarrow  flows. 

Rousing  the  turbid  torrent's  roar. 
Or  sweeping,  wild,  a  waste  of  snows : 

So  kng,  sweet  Poet  of  the  year. 

Shall  bloom  that  wreath  thou  well  hast  won ; 
While  Scotia,  with  exulting  tear. 

Proclaims  that  Thoicbox  was  her  son. 


EPITAPHS. 


ON  A  CELEBRATED  RULING 
ELDER. 

Hxax  souter  John  in  death  does  sleep ; 

To  hell,  if  he's  gaoe  thither, 
Satan,  gie  him  thy  gear  to  keep. 

Hell  baud  it  weel 


ON  A  NOIST  POLEMIC 

BxLow  thir  atanes  lie  Jamie*a  banes : 

O  Death,  its  my  opinion. 
Thou  ne'er  took  such  a  Ueth'ria  bitch 

Into  thy  darit  dominion ! 


ON  WEE  JOHNNY. 

Hicjacet  wee  Jokmt^ 

Wiiox'iiE  thou  art,  O  reader,  know. 
That  death  has  murder'd  Johnny  ! 

.\n'  here  his  body  lies  fii'  low— 
Fur  taulf  he  ne'er  had  ony. 


FOR  THE  AUTHOR'S  FATHEX. 

O  TK  whove  cheek  the  tear  of  pity  stains. 
Draw  near  with  pious  rev'renoe  and  tMiail 

Here  lie  the  loving  husband's  dear  remmu^ 
The  tender  fiither  and  the  gen'roos  friend* 

The  pitying  heart  that  felt  for  human  woe ; 
The  dauntless  heart  that  fear'd  no  humia 
pride; 
The  frirad  of  man,  to  vice  alone  a  foe ; 
**  For  ev'n  his  fiiilhigs  leaned  to  TirtM*t 
side."* 


FOR  R.  A.  Esq. 

Kkow  thou,  O  stranger  to  tht  fiuoe 
Of  this  much  lor'd,  much  honourM  naoM  • 
(For  none  that  knew  him  need  be  told) 
A  warmer  heart  death  ne'er  made  oqU» 


FOR  G.  H.  Esq. 

Thk  poor  man  weeps — here 
Whom  canting  wretches  blam'd : 

But  with  wmeh  a§  kg,  where'er  he  bc^ 
May  I  be  taved  or  if      ■  rf/ 


A  BARD'S  EPITAPH. 

Is  there  a  whim-inspired  £m1, 
Owre  fiut  for  thought,  owre  hot  Car  rak^ 
Owro  Uate  to  seek,  owre  proud  to  snool. 

Let  him  draw  near  ; 
And  owre  this  gramy  heap  sing  dool, 

And  drap  a  tear. 

Is  there  a  bard  of  rustic  soqg, 
Who»  noteleai^  steala  the  crowds  among, 

•  floMiMi, 
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Tktt  WMUjr  Out  ant  tiirai«^ 

O,  paai  not  I17 ! 

Boty  with  a  firmtovfiBeluig  strong, 

Here  heave  a  tigh. 

Is  there  a  man,  whose  judgment  dear, 
CSui  others  teach  the  course  to  steer, 
Tot  mna,  himself,  life**  mad  career, 

Wild  as  the  wave ; 
Hero  piiie    and,  through  the  starting  tear, 

Survey  this  grave. 

The  poor  mhabitant  bulow, 
Waa  quick  to  feam  and  wise  to  know, 
Mad  kaenlj  frit  the  friendly  glow. 

And  aofter  fiamty 
BbI  thooghtleas  follies  laid  him  low, 

And  stain'd  his  name  ! 

Raader,  attend — whether  thy  soul 
8Mn  fraeyli  flights  beyond  the  pole^ 
Ofr  dlrirling  gn:dbs  this  earthly  hole. 

In  low  pursuit ; 
eantious,  tdf'-etmtrti^ 
la  wiidom*s  root 


OH  THX  LATB 

CAPTAIN  GROSE'S 

inBAAIMAVlOirt   THKOnOH    SCOTLAKD,    COL- 
\  TKS  ▲VTXQUimS  or  THAT  UMQDOM. 


BsAm,  Land  o*  Cakes,  and  brither  Scots, 
Ytm  Maidenkirk  to  Johnny  Groat's ; 
If  there's  a  hila  in  a'  your  coats, 

I  rede  you  tent  it : 
A  duald^i  amang  you,  taking  notes, 

And,  fiutl^  he'U  prent  it 

If  in  yonr  bounds  yz  chance  to  light 
Upon  a  fine,  fiit,  fbdgel  wight, 
O  stature  short,  but  genius  bright. 

That's  he,  mark  weel— 
And  wow !  be  has  an  unco  slight 

O'  cauk  aud  keeL 

By  some  auld,  houlet-haunted  biggin,* 
Or  kirk,  deserted  by  its  liggin, 
It*t  ten  to  ane  ye*ll  find  him  snu^  in 

Some  eldritch  i)iirt, 
Wi'  deils,  they  say,  L — d  safe*^ !  colleaguin' 

At  some  black  art. — 

Ilk  ghaist  that  haunts  auld  ha*  or  chamer, 
Te  gipaey-gaog  that  deal  in  glamor, 
jkad  yoa  deep-read  in  hell's  black  grammar. 

Warlocks  and  witches ; 
Tan  qaaka  at  his  oonjuring  hammer, 

1  e  m^night  bitches. 

Ifa  tanld  he  was  a  sodger  bred, 
jkad  ant  wad  rather  fii*n  than  fled ; 

o  WtolriiABtiqattieiof  SootlBBd. 


Bat  now  he'i  quat  the  oude  Uadsb 

And  dog-skin  waBeli 

And  ta*en  the     Amtiquarian  trodt^ 

I  think  they  call  it  ' 

He  has  a  fbuth  0'  auld  nick  nackets : 
Rusty  airn  caps  and  jinglin*  jackets,* 
Wad  had  the  Lothians  three  in  tacketa, 

A  towmont  guid : 
And  parritch  pats,  and  auld  saut-backet^ 

Before  the  Flood. 

Of  Eve*s  first  fire  he  has  a  cinder ; 
Auld  Tubal  Cain'a  fire-ahool  and  frnder ; 
That  which  distinguished  the  gender 

O'  Balaam's  ass ; 
A  broom-stick  o*  the  witch  of  Endor, 

'  Weel  shod  wf 


Forbye^  hell  shape  yon  afl',  fii*  |^ 
The  cut  of  Adam's  phUibeg ; 
The  knife  that  nicket  Abers  craig. 

Hell  prove  yon  nuyt 
It  was  a  fimlding  jocteleg. 

Or  lang-kail  guliie*— 

But  wad  ye  see  him  in  hie  glee, 
For  meikle  glee  and  fiin  has  h^ 
Then  set  him  down,  and  twa  or  three 

Guid  follows  wi'  him ; 
And  port,  O  port  /  Shine  thou  a  wea^ 

And  then  ye'U  sea  him! 

Now,  by  the  pow'rs  o'  verse  and  pron ! 
Thou  art  a  dainty  chiel,  O  Grose  ! — 
Whoe'er  o*  thee  shall  ill  auppose^ 

They  sair  misea*  thee ; 
I'd  take  the  rascal  bv  the  nose. 

Wad  say.  Shame  fr'  thae ! 


TO  MISS  CRUIKSHANKS, 

A  VFRY  YOUNG  LADY,  WRITTEN  OH  TH«  BULXC 
LKAF  or  A  BOOK,  r»K»MTED  TO  BMM  Wf 
Tll£  AUTHOR. 

Beauteous  rose-bud,  young  and  gay* 
Hlooming  on  thy  cjily  May, 
Never  inay'st  thou,  lovely  flow'r. 
Chilly  slu'ink  in  sleety  hhow'r  ! 
Never  Boreas'  hoary  path, 
'  Never  Eurus'  pois*nou«  breath. 
Never  baleful  stellar  lights 
Taint  thee  with  untimely  blights  ! 
Never,  never  reptile  thieif 
Riot  on  thy  virgin  leaf! 
Nor  even  Sol  too  fiercelv  view 
Thy  bosom  blushing  still  with  dew ! 

May'st  thou  long»  sweet  crimson  geOj 
Richly  deck  thy  native  atem ; 


•  Vide  kis  treatise  on  Andent  Armour  ami  Waqpcm* 


FOEMS. 


Tin  ■ome  evening,  tober,  etIiB» 
Dropping  dew%  and  breathing  balm. 
While  all  anmnd  the  woodland  ring% 
And  ev*ry  bird  thy  requiom  ainga; 
Thou,  amid  the  dirgeful  aound. 
Shed  thv  dying  honoura  round, 
And  resign  to  parent  earth 
The  lordieat  form  ahe  e*er  ga?e  birth. 


OV  KBADINO  IV  ▲  NXWaPAPEl^  THZ  OXATB  OV 

JOHN  M*LEOD,  Esa 

BKOTHEK  TO  A  TOUXO  LADY,  A  PAKTICULAK 
FRUVD  OF  THK  AUTUOR*8. 

Sad  thy  tale,  thou  idle  page, 

And  rueful  thy  alarms  r 
Death  tears  the  brother  of  her  lore 

From  laabella'a  arma. 

Sweetly  deck'd  with  pearly  dew 

The  morning  rose  may  blow  ; 
But,  cold  successive  noontide  blaata 

May  lay  ita  beauties  low. 

Fair  on  Isabella's  morn 

The  sun  propitious  amil*d ; 
But,  long  ere  noon,  succeeding  clooda 

Succeeding  hopea  b^uil*d. 

Fate  oft  tears  the  bosom  chords 

That  nature  finest  strung : 
So  Isabella's  heart  was  form*d. 

And  so  that  heart  was  rung. 

Dread  Omnipotence^  alone, 

Gm  heal  the  wound  he  gave ; 
Can  point  the  brimful  grie^wom  eyes 

To  sceues  beyond  the  g^ave. 

Virtuous  blossoms  there  shall  blow. 

And  fear  uo  withering  blast ; 
There  Isubella's  spotless  worth 

Shall  happy  be  at  last. 


Dry-withering,  WKrte  my  fiMBUBf 
And  drink  my  cryiUl 


THE  HUMBLE  PETITION  OF 
BRUAR-WATER.* 

TO  THE  KOBLE  DUKE  OP  ATHOLS. 

Mr  Lord,  I  know  your  noble  ear 

Woe  ne*er  assails  in  Viiin ; 
Embolden*d  thus,  I  b^  youMl  hear 

Your  humble  slave  complain, 
How  anucy  Phoebus*  scorching  beams, 

In  flaming  summer-pride. 


The  lightly-jumpin  glowrin  troiil% 

That  thro*  my  w^era  play. 
If,  in  their  random,  wantmi  qpoat% 

They  near  the  margin  stray ; 
If,  hapless  chance !  they  Uxtget  ]aa§, 

Tax  scorching  up  so  shallow. 
They're  left  the  whitening  staii 

In  gasping  death  to  wallow. 

Last  day  I  grat,  wi*  spite  and  taen» 

As  poet  B— —  came  by. 
That,  to  a  bard  I  should  be  seen, 

Wi*  half  my  channel  dry  : 
A  panq;yric  rhyme,  I  ween. 

Even  as  I  was  he  shor*d  me : 
But  had  I  in  my  glory  been. 

He,  kneeling,  wad  ador*d  me. 

Here,  foaming  down  the  shelvy  rocks, 

In  twisting  strength  I  rin ; 
There,  high  my  boUing  torrent 

Wild-roaring  o'er  a  linn : 
Enjoying  large  each  spiii^  and  well 

As  nature  gave  them  me, 
I  am,  although  I  say't  mysel. 

Worth  gaun  a  mile  to  see. 


*  Bruar  Falls,  in  Athole,  are  excscdingly  picturesque 
and  beautiful ;  but  their  eflbct  Is  much  impaired  by  the 
want  of  tceei  aBd  ibnilM* 


Woold  then  my  noUe  master 

To  grant  my  highest  wishes, 
He*ll  £ade  my  banks  wi*  tow*ring  treei^ 

And  bonnie  spreadii^  bnahes ; 
Delighted  doubly  then,  my  Lord» 

You'll  wander  oa  my  bank% 
And  listen  mony  a  grateful  bird 

Return  you  tuneftil  thanka. 

The  sober  laverock,  warbling  wiklf 

Shall  to  the  skies  aspire ; 
The  gowdspink,  music's  gayest  child. 

Shall  sweetly  join  the  choir : 
The  blackbird  strong,  the  lintwhite  detft 

The  mavis  wild  and  mellow ; 
The  robin  pensive  autumn  dieer. 

In  all  her  locks  of  yellow. 

This  ton,  a  covert  shall  ensure. 

To  shield  them  from  the  storm ; 
And  coward  maukin  sleep  secure^ 

Low  in  her  grassy  form. 
Ht-re  shall  the  shepherd  make  his  let^ 

To  Aveavc  his  crown  of  flowers ; 
Or  find  a  shelt'ring  safe  retreat. 

From  prune  descending  ahowen. 

And  here,  by  sweet  endearing  atealthy 

Shall  meet  the  loving  pair. 
Despising  worlds  with  all  thdur  wealth 

As  empty  idle  care : 
The  duw'rs  shall  vie  in  all  their  ehame 

The  hour  of  heav'ii  to  gnoe^ 
And  birka  extend  their  firagranl  aoH 

To  tcrem  tho  dov  cmbnMi 


» 
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8mm  mnang  bard  inaj  itrgjry 
Mad  tvt  the  wnokiny,  devf  lawn, 

And  mialj  monntaiii,  grcf ; 
Off  by  the  reaper's  nightly  betin, 

IGld  chcqncriDg  through  the  tivee, 
Bsf*  to  my  darkly  danhiog  ttreamt 

Hoane  ■wdling  on  the  breeie. 

LaC  lofty  fin,  and  aiihea  cool, 

My  lowly  banki  o*enpread. 
And  riew,  deep-bending  in  the  pool. 

Their  ahadowi*  watery  bed  ! 
LaC  fragrant  birku  in  wootlbinei  drest, 

My  craggy  eliffii  adorn  ; 
And,  fcr  the  little  aon^ter't  neit. 

The  eloae  embow'riog  thorn. 

80  may  old  Scotia*s  darling  hope. 

Your  little  angel  band, 
flaring,  like  their  fjthem,  up  to  prop 

Their  honour*d  native  hnd  ! 
80  may  thro*  Albion's  farthest  ken. 

To  aoeial-flowiog  glaMcv, 
Tka  graee  be — **  Athole's  lioant  men. 

And  Athole*»  bonoie  las»c»  !** 


ON  SCARING  SOME  WATER- 

FOWL, 

ly  LOCH-TDRIT  ; 

A  WILD  SCZNS  AMpXO  THE  UXLLS  OT 
OCJITSRTYai:. 

Wht,  ye  tenants  of  the  lake. 
For  me  your  watery  haunt  funake? 
Tell  me,  fisllow-creatoies,  why 
At  my  presence  thus  you  fly  ? 
Why  disturb  your  social  joys, 
Pltrcnt,  filial,  kindred  tie*  f — 
Common  friend  tu  you  and  me, 
Kature*8  gifb  to  all  arc  free : 
Paaeeful  keep  your  dimpling  wave, 
Busy  feed,  or  wanton  lave  ; 
Or,  beneath  the  sheltering  rock. 
Bide  the  surging  bilIoar*a  shock. 

Conscious,  bluxbing  for  our  race, 
Soon,  too  soon,  your  fears  I  trace. 
Man,  your  proud  usurping  fue, 
WoukI  be  lord  of  all  below  ; 
Plumes  himself  in  Freedom's  pridc) 
Tyrant  stern  to  all  beside. 

The  eagle,  from  the  d'tSy  brow. 
Marking  j-ou  his  prey  below. 
In  hia  breut  no  pity  dwells, 
Strai^  necessity  compela. 
Bat  man,  to  whom  alone  is  giv'a 
A  ray  direct  from  pitying  heiav*ii, 
Ofarioaa  in  hb  heart  hnmane— 
Aal  crMtwnti  fcr  hia  plcMure  alain. 


In  these  aavage,  liquid  plains^ 
Only  known  to  wand*ring  awiia^ 
Where  the  mossy  rivlet  sti>iyB  ( 
Far  from  human  hannts  and  ways ; 
All  on  nature  ywi  depend. 
And  lifie's  poor  aeaaon  peaceful  tpnd» 

Or,  if  man*s  anperior  might. 
Dare  invade  your  native  right, 
On  the  lofty  ether  borne, 
Man  with  all  his  pow*rs  yovL  scorn : 
Swiftly  aeek,  on  clanging  wings, 
Other  lakes  and  other  springs } 
And  the  foe  you  cannot  brave, 
Spom  at  least  to  be  his  slave. 


WRITTEN  \tlTH  A  PENCIL 

■ 

OVER  THE   CHIMKET-riECB   IK  THE   PAELOUA 
OF  THE  INK  AT  KEXXOEE,  TATMOUTH. 

Adxieikc  Nature  in  her  wildest  grace. 
These  northern  scenes  with  weary  feet  I  trace  ; 
O'er  nuny  a  winding  dak^  and  painful  steep, 
Th*  abodes  of  covey'd  grouse  and  timid  aheip^ 
My  savage  journey,  curious,  I  pursue. 
Till  fam'd  BreadaJbane  opens  to  my  view— - 
The  meeting  clifs  each  deep-aunk  glen  divides. 
The  woods,  wild-scatter'd,  clothe  their  ample 

sides; 
Th*  outstretching  lake,  embosom*d  'moag  the 

hills. 
The  eye  with  ii*onder  and  amaaement  fiUs ; 
The  Tay  meand*ring  sweet  in  infant  pride. 
The  palace  ri«ing  on  his  verdant  side. 
The  lawns  wood-fringed  in  Natures  native  taste  | 
The  hillocks  dropt  in  Nature's  careless  haste  ! 
The  arches  striding  o*er  the  new-bom  stream  ; 
The  village,  glittering  in  the  moontide  beam-* 
...... 

Poetic  ardours  in  mv  bosom  swell. 
Lone  wandering  by  the  hermit's  mosay  eell : 
The  sweeping  theatre  of  iiaoging  woods ; 
The    incessant    roar    of    headioog    tumblinf 
floods— 


Here  Poesy  might  wake  her  heav'n-taoght  ]yr% 
And  look  through  nature  with  creative  fire ; 
Here,  to  the  wrongs  of  fate  half  recoucil'd. 
Misfortune's    lighten'd*  steps    might    wander 
wild ; 
I  And  disappointment,  in  these  lonely  bounds, 
I  Find  balm  to  noothe  her  bitter  rankling  wounds : 
Here  heart-struck  Grief  might  heaven  •ward 

stretch  her  scan. 
And  injur'd  worth  forget  and  pardon  man. 


POEMS. 
WRITTEN  WITH  A  PENCIL, 

tTAKDIVO  BT  THS  FALL  OF  FTEftl,  VXAK 
LOCH-KXSS. 


Among  the  heathy  hilli  and  raprged  woods 
The  roaring  Fyers  pours  hii  mowy  floods ; 
Till  full  he  dashes  on  the  rocky  mounds, 
Where,  thro*  a  shapeless  breach,   his  stream 
resounds. 

As  high  in  air  tl^  bursting  torrents  flow. 
As  deep  recoiling  surges  foam  below. 
Prone  down  the  ruck  the  whitening  sheet  de- 
scends, 
And  viewless  echo*s  ear,  astonish'd,  rends. 
Dim-seen,  through  rising  mists,  and  ceaseless 

showers, 
The  hoary  cavern,  wide-surrounding  lowers. 
Still  thro*  the  gap  the  struggling  river  toils. 
And  still  below,  the  horrid  caldron  boils— 


THE  WHISTLE  t 


A  BALLAD. 


«#i*#itftf>«WlMSMW«W« 


OK  TUX  BIRTH  OF  A 

POSTHUMOUS  CHILD, 

•OBN  IN  FRCULIAB  CIRCCMSTAKCBS  OF 
FAMILY  DISTRESS. 

Sweet  Flow*rct,  pledge  o*  meikle  lovc^ 

And  ward  o'  mony  a  prayer, 
What  heart  o*  stane  wad  thou  na  roovei 

Sae  helpless,  sweet,  and  fair  ! 

Kovemlier  lurples  o*er  the  lea, 

Chill  on  thy  lovely  form ; 
And  gunc,  alus !  the  ahelt'ring  tre^ 

Should  shield  thee  firae  the  storm* 

3Iay  He  who  gives  the  rain  to  pour. 

And  wings  the  blast  to  blaw. 
Protect  thee  frae  the  driving  shower, 

The  bitter  frost  and  snaw  ! 

May  Hx,  the  friend  of  woe  and  want, 
^Vho  heals  life*s  various  stounds. 

Protect  and  guard  the  mother  plant, 
And  heal  her  cruel  wounds  ! 

But  hte  she  flourish*d,  rooted  fast. 

Fair  ou  the  summer  morn  : 
Now  feebly  bends  she  in  the  blast. 

Unsheltered  and  forlorn. 

Blest  he  thy  bloom,  thou  lovely  gem, 

Uniicath'd  by  ruffian  hand  1 
And  from  thee  many  a  parent  stem 

Arise  to  deck  our  land ! 


As  tlie  autliemiRproff  history  of  the  Whistle  Is  #■- 
rious,  I  ihall  here  give  it— In  the  train  of  Anne  of 
Denmark,  when  she  came  to  Scoclsnd  with  our  James 
the  Sixth,  there  esme  over  alio  a  Dan^Ah  eentlemaa  of 
^ganric  stature  and  great  prowe«*  and  a  matEhlisB 
ihatnpion  of  Haochuiu  He  had  a  little  etXKiy  'Whirtla 
which  nt  the  winnienoenient  of  the  orcicx  he  laid  on 
Uic  titblr,  ami  whoever  was  Imc  able  to  blow  it.  erciy 
body  el«e  txiiiij*  disabled  by  tlic  potency  of  the  bottle;, 
was  to  carry  off  UtcAVhintle  as  a  trophy  of  victoty. 
The  Daiiv  produced  credentials  of  his  vtrCorles  withow 
n  bJji^lc  (U'loat,  at  tlio  courts  of  CopenhMen,  Stock* 
holm.  Mowuw,  Warsaw,  and  sevcmi  or  the  petty 
courts  in  Germany ;  and  challen|;ed  the  Scots  Baedm* 
naiian*  to  the  altenative  of  tryi^  his  wo  wets,  or  oka 
of  aekoowlcdging  thdr  inferiority.  After  many  owiw 
throws  on  the  part  of  the  Scou.  the  Dane  was  eneouB* 
tered  by  Sir  Robert  Lawrie  of  M axwetton,  aneastor  of 
the  prtMcnt  worthy  baronet  of  that  name  i  who,  after 
three  days  and  three  nif(hts*  hard  contest,  ld(t  Ite 
Scandinavian  under  the  table, 

AiidUmmthaWUaa$U»nfmUm»krUL 

Sir  Walter,  son  to  Sir  Robert  before  mentioned,  tH 
terwards  lost  the  Whiitle  to  Walter  Riddel,  of  Glen. 
riddel,  who  had  married  a  sister  of  Sir  Walter's.  OB 
Friday,  the  ICth  of  October  1790,  at  Frlars^^arse,  tto 
WhiKtle  wa»  once  more  contended  for,  as  related  in  tbo 
ballad,  by  the  present  Sir  Robert  Lawrie  of  Maawil- 
ton;  Robert  Riddel,  Esq.  of  Glenriddel,  lineal  de- 
scendant and  representative  of  Walter  Riddel,  who 
woo  the  Whistle,  and  in  whoso  family  it  had  eoatf- 
nued :  and  Alcajuider  Ferguson,  Em.  of  Craigdarrocn, 
likewise  dewended  of  the  great  Sir  Robert  t  which  ksl 
gentleman  carried  offtbe  hani>won  hooouis  of  tho  ML 

I  siKo  o^t  "Whistle,  a  Whutle  of  worth, 
I  sing  of  a  Whistle,  die  pride  of  the  Norih, 
Waa  brought  to  the  court  of  our  good  Scottiili 

king, 
And  long  with  this  Whistle  all  Scotland  ahdl 

ring. 

Old  Loda,*  still  rueiog  the  arm  of  Finga], 
The  god  of  the  bottle  aeoda  down  from  hii 

hall— 
«  This  Whistle's  yovr  ehalleoge,  to  ScotlaaA 

get  o'er, 
And  drink  them  to  hell.  Sir !  or  ne'er 

more !" 


Old  poets  have  snng,  and  old  chronicles  taOp 
What  championa  ventur'd,   what   chsmpioai 

fell; 
The  son  of  great  Loda  was  conqueror  still, 
And  blew  on  the  Whistle  his  requiem  shrill. 

Till  Robert,  the  lord  of  the  Cairn  and  tl« 
Scaur, 
Unmatch*d  at  the  bottle,  unconqoer*d  in  wir» 
He  drank  his  poor  god-ship  as  dieep  as  the  sei^ 
No  tide  of  the  Baltic  e'er  drunker  than  he. 

Thus  Robert,   victorioni,    the    trophy  hn 
gain'd; 
Which  now  in  his  lunue  has  for  agea  remain'd  } 

•  Set  Oiilan*s  Caiie-thaa. 


•0 


BURNT  WOJEUCS. 


TO  thfw  aobb  dMilttMb  and  diof  bitbloodl, 
ecmtieit  igain  have  raiiew*d« 


Three  jorout  good  MUmt,  with  heirtt  clear 

of  flaw; 
GnBfdmocht  n  fiunona  ftr  wit,  worth,  and 

kw; 
And  tmaty  G&mriddel,  m  ikilTd  ia  old  coins ; 
Aad  pOaat  Sir  Robert,  deep  read  in  old  winai, 

Ckaifdarroch  began,  with  a  tongue  imooth 
aaoil, 
Sinriog  Glaoriddel  to  yiehl  ap  the  ipoil ; 
Or  dee  he  would  muater  the  headi  of  the  clan, 
And  once  man,  in  claret,  try  which  was  the 


'^  Bf  the  goda  of  the  oocientK,*'  Glenriddel 
repliea, 
**  Before  I  lurrender  ao  glorious  a  priac, 
ni  oonjnre  the  ghost  of  the  great  Rorie  More,* 
,  And  bumper  hk  horn  with  him  txienty  times 
o  er* 

Sr  Robert,  a  ooUier,  no  speech  would  pre- 
tend. 

But  hn  ne'er  turn*d  his  bark  on  his  fue — or  his 
friend, 

8nd,  TosB  down  the  Whistle,  the  prize  of  the 

in  daret,  he*d  die  or  he*d  yield. 


To  the  board  of  Glenriddel  our  heroes  repair, 
80  noted  for  drownii^  of  sorrow  and  care ; 
Bnt  for  wine  and  for  welcome  not  more  known 

to  fame. 
Than  the  sense,  wit,  and  taster  of  a  sweet  lovely 

dame. 

A  bard  waa  selected  to  witness  the  fray. 
And  IsD  fritnre  ages  the  feats  of  the  day  ; 
A  bard  who  detested  all  Budnc»it  aiid  spleen, 
And   wifih*d   that  Parnauua  a  viaeyurd    hail 
been. 

The  dinner  being  ovrr,  the  claret  they  ply, 
And  every  new  cork  is  a  new  bpriog  ot  juy  ; 
In  the  bands  of  old  friendship  and  kindred  so 

set. 
And  the  bands  grew  the  tighter  the  more  they 
were  wet. 

Gay  pleasure  ran  not  as  bumpers  ran  o*er  ; 
Bright  Phoebus  ne'er  witness*d  so  joyous  a  core. 
And  vowed  that  to  leave  them  he  waa  quite 

forlorn. 
Tin  QFOthia  hinted  he*d  see  them  next  mom. 

Six  bottles  a-piece  had  well  wore  ont  the 
night. 
When  gallant  Sir  Robert,  to  finish  the  fight. 


«  SatMoMiA  Tour  to  tbf  UetoUafc 


Tim*d  o'er  in  one  bnmpar  a  hottie  of  red. 
And  swore  'twaa  the  way  that  their  anccstort 
did. 

Then  worthy  Glenriddel,  so  cautious  and 
■age. 
No  longer  the  waiian,  ungodly,  would  wage  ; 
A  high-mling  Elder  to  wiUlow  in  wine ! 
He  left  the  foul  business  to  folks  less  divine. 

The  galknt  Sir  Robert  fought  hard  to  the 

end;  j 

But  who  can  with  £ite  and  quart  bumpers  coi^ 

tend? 
Though  fote  said — a  hero  should  perish  in  light ; 
So  uprose  bright  Phcebus — and  down  fell  the 

knight. 

Next  uprose  our  bard,   like  a  prophet  in 
drink  : — 
**  Craigdarroch,    thou 'It    soar  when   creation 

shall  sink ; 
But  if  thou  would  flourish  immortal  in  rhyme. 
Come— one  l>ottle  more— and  hsve  at  the  sub- 
lime ! 

'*  Thy  line,  that  have  struggled  for  Freedom 
with  Brui*^ 
Miall  heroes  and  patriots  ever  prodnee ; 
So  thine  be  the  Uurel,  and  mine  be  the  bay  ; 
The  field  thou  hast  won,  by  yon  bright  god  of 

day !" 


SECOND  EPISTLE  TO  DAVIE, 

A  BROTHXa  roxT.  f 

I'm  three  times  doubly  o'er  jroor  debtor, 
For  your  auhUfarrcnt,  frien'ly  letter ; 
Till)'  I  uidiin  Biy't,  I  doubt  ye  flatter. 

Ye  speak  so  fair  : 
For  my  puir,  Niily,  rhymin'  clatter. 

Some  leas  maun  sair. 

Hale  be  your  lu'srt,  hale  be  your  fiddle  ; 
T^an:;  may  your  elbuck  jink  and  diddle,     .1 
To  cheer  you  through  the  weary  widdle 

O'  war'ly  cares. 
Till  bairns'  bairns  kindly  cuddle 

Your  auld  grey  hairk 

But  Davie,  lad,  I'm  red  3re're  glaildt ; 
I'm  tauld  the  Muse  ye  hae  negleekit ; 
An*  gif  it's  sae,  ye  sod  be  lickit 

Until  ye  fyke ; 
Sic  hana  aa  yon  and  ne'er  be  fiukit. 

Be  hain't  wha  lika. 


1.  J  J?!fi*P^"l^  the  poems  at  Oevid  SUIar,  pn^ 
UdMdatKifraanK^^ 

•dmourautboilipittiiapoaiii. 


fO&MS. 


«t 


For  me,  Tin  on  Panumu  brink, 

Rivin'  the  words  to  g«r  them  clink ; 

Whylen  daex't  wi*  love,  whyles  daes*t  wi*  drink* 

Wi*  jads  or  roaaooe ; 
An*  whyles,  but  aye  owre  late,  I  think, 

Braw  sober  leawns. 

Of  a*  the  thooghtless  sons  o*  man, 
Common*  me  to  the  bardie  clan ; 
Except  it  be  some  idle  plan 

O'  rhymin*  clink. 
The  devil-haet,  that  I  and  ban. 

They  erer  think. 

Nae  thought,  nae  view,  nae  scheme  of  livin* ; 
Nae  cares  to  gie  ur  joy  or  grievin* : 
But  ju»t  the  pouchie  put  the  nieve  in, 

An*  while  ought's  there, 
Then,  hiltie,  skiltie,  we  gae  scrievin*. 

An*  fash  nae  mair. 

Leeze  me  on  rhyme !  it's  a3re  a  treasure, 
My  chief,  amaist  my  only  pleasure, 
At  hame,  a-fiel*,  at  wark  or  leisure, 

The  Muse,  poor  hiatie ! 
Tho'  rough  an*  foploch  be  her  measure, 

She's  seldom  lax}-. 

Hand  to  the  Muse,  my  dainty  Davie  : 
The  warl'  may  play  yon  monj  a  abavie ; 
But  for  the  Muse,  she'll  never  leave  ye, 

Tho'  e'er  sae  poor, 
Na,  cren  tho*  lim|nn*  wi'  the  spavie 

Frae  door  tae  door. 


ON  MY  EARLY  DAYS. 


I  MIND  it  weel  in  early  date, 

When  I  was  beordlcs*,  young,  and  bhrte, 

An'  first  could  thmh  the  bam, 
Or  baud  a  yokin  o*  the  pleugh. 
Ad'  thu*  forfbughten  sair  eneugh. 

Yet  uneo  proud  to  learn—- 
M'hen  first  amang  the  yellow  com 

A  man  I  reckon'd  waa. 
And  wi'  the  lave  ilk  merry  mom 
Could  rank  my  rig  and  lass 
Still  shearing,  and  clearing 
The  tither  stooked  raw, 
Wi*  daivers,  an'  haivera, 
Wearily  the  day  awa. 

n. 

E'en  then  a  wiah,  I  mind  ita  pow'r, 
A  wiah  that  to  my  latcat  boor 

Shall  stMogiy  beave  my  breast. 
That  I  for  poor  auld  ScotUnd's  sake. 
Some  usefii'  plan  or  book  oonld  make, 

Or  sing  a  sang,  at  least. 
The  rough  burr-thiatle,  spnadiiv  ^»^ 
tiwbctiM 


I  tum'd  dM 

An'  spared  the  aymbol 
NoBitkm,  ooBtatk»» 

Bf  y  envy  e'er  could  raiae, 
A  S<»t  still,  but  bkt  HilU 
I  knew  sae  higher  prnat. 

HL 

Bat  still  the  elements  o*  sang 

In  formleaa  jumble,  right  an'  np|» 

Wild  floated  in  my  brain  : 
*Till  on  that  har*st  I  said  befon, 
My  partner  in  the  meny  cora, 

8lie  Toaa*d  the  forming  atrain : 
I  see  her  yet,  the  sonaie  qnean» 

That  lighted  up  her  jingle. 
Her  witching  smile,  her  pauky  e'en 
That  gart  my  heart-strings  tii^ : 
I  filed,  inspired. 

At  every  kindling  keek, 
But  bashii^,  and  dashing, 
I  feared  aye  to  apeak.* 


ON  THE  DZATH  OF 

SIR  JAMES  HUNTER  BLAIR. 

Thx  lamp  of  day,  with  iU-preaaging  glares 
IXm,  cloudy,  sunk  beneiih  the  westNa  wav»; 

Th*  inconstant  blast  bowl'd  thro'  the  darkeniof 
air. 
And  hollow  whistled  in  the  roeky  cave. 

Lone  aa  I  wander'd  by  each  cliff  ai)d  dell. 
Once  the  loved  haunts   of    Scotia's  royal 
train  ;f 
Or  mnsed  where  limpid  streams  once  ha]low'd» 
well,i 
Or  mould  ring  rains  mark  the  sacnd  £uie.$ 

Th*  increising  blast  roar'd  round  the  beetliif 
rocks. 
The  clouds,  awift-wing*d,  flew  o*cr  the  starry 

•ky, 

The  groaning  treea  untimely  abed  their  locka. 
And  ahoodng  meteors  caught  the  startled  eye. 

The  paly  moon  rose  in  die  livid  east. 
And  'mong  the  clifi  disclosed  a  stately  fom. 

In  weeda  of  woe  that  frantic  beat  bar  bnHt, 
And    miz*d  ber  wailinga  with  the  raviag 
storm* 

Wild  to  my  heart  the  filial  pulses  glow, 

*Twas  Caledonia's  trophied  shield  I  view*d  ; 

Her  form  majestic  dnx^'d  in  pensive  woe^ 
The  lightning  of  bar  eye  in  tean  imbued. 


•  The  mder  will  And  some  enkaatloa  of  thU 
natan.vllL 

The^Ktaf^  Park  at  HdftooMngm. 
St.Aallioiiy^WslL 
StAoilioBy^CbapaL 


T5 

u 


BURNS'  WORKS. 


Bcrencd  tLat  ipear,  redoubtable  in  war, 
Reclined  that  bantter,  ent  in  fields  imfurl'd, 

That  like  a  deathful  meteor  gleam'd  afar. 
And  braved   the   mighty  monarch*  of  the 
world. — 

**  My  patriot  ROD  fill*  an  untimely  fprave  !*' 

With  accents  wild  and  lifted  arms  she  cried  ; 
**  Low  lies  the  hand  that  ofc  was  stretch'd  to 
save. 
Low  lies  the  heart  that  swelled  with  honest 
pride! 

**  A  weeping  country  joins  a  widow's  tear. 
The  helpless  poor  mix  with  the  orphan's  cry  ; 

Hie  drooping  art»  around  their  patron's  bier. 
And  grateful  science  heives  tlie  heartfelt  sigh. 

"  I  saw  my  sons  resume  their  ancient  fire ; 

I  saw  fur  Freedom's  blossoms  richly  blow ! 
Bat,  ah  !  how  hope  is  born  but  to  expire ! 

Relentless  fiite  has  laid  the  guardian  low.» 

"  My  patriot  fills,  but  shall  he  lie  unsung, 
While    empty  greatness  saves  a    worthless 
name! 

No ;  every  Muse  shall  join  her  tuneful  tongue, 
And  future  ages  hear  his  growing  fame. 

"  And  I  frill  join  a  mother's  tender  cares, 
Thro'  future  times  to  make  his  virtnos  Isat, 

That  distant  yean  may  boast  of  other  Blaiit" — 
She  said,  tad  yamsh'd  with  the  sweeping 
Mast. 


WRITTEN 

OV  THE  BLAKE  LEAF  OP  ▲  COrr  OPTUE  POEMS, 
PKESKNTED  TO  AX  OLD  SWEF-TUEART,  TlfEK 
XABBIED.* 

OxcE  fondly  lov'd,  and  still  remember *d  dear, 
Sweet  early  object  of  my  youthful  vows. 

Accept  thin  mark  of  frirndHhip,  warm,  sincere, 
Friendship  !  'tis  all  cold  duty  noiv  allows. — 

And  when  you  read  the  simple  artless  rhymes. 
One  friendly  sigh  for  hini,  he  asks  no  more, 

Who  distant  burns  in  flaming  torrid  climes. 
Or  haply  lies  beneath  th'  Atlantic  roar. 


THE  JOLLY  BEGGARS: 

A  CANTATA. 


RECITATIVO. 


WuEH  lyart  leaves  bortrow  the  yird. 

Or  wavering  like  the  Bauckie-bird,f 

Bedim  cauld  Boreas'  blast ; 


•  The  alrl  mentioned  in  the  letter  to  Dr.  Mootfi 
t  Tbt  old  ircotcb  iiaqnt  for  thf  BtU 


When  hiihtanes  drive  tvi*  bitter  slytf^ 
And  infint  frmts  begin  to  bite. 
In  hoar}'  crauvuch  drest ; 
Ae  night  at  e'en  a  merry  core, 
O*  randie,  gangrel  bodir*. 
In  Poosie-Nansie's  held  the  ^plore. 
To  drink  their  orra  dudrlicN : 
Wi*  quaffing  and  laughing. 

They  ranted  and  they  sang  ; 
Wi'  jumping  and  thumping. 
The  very  girdle  rang. 

First,  niest  the  fire,  in  auld  red  rags, 
Ane  sat,  weel  brsc'd  wi'  mealy  bags, 

And  knapsack  a*  in  order ; 
His  doxy  lay  within  his  arm, 
Wi'  usquebae  an*  blankets  warm- 
She  blinket  on  her  sodger  : 
An'  aye  he  gies  the  tousie  drab 

The  tither  skelpin'  kiss. 
While  she  held  up  her  greedy  gab 
Just  like  an  a'mous  dish. 
Ilk  smack  did  crack  still. 

Just  like  a  cadger's  whip, 
Then  staggering  and  swaggering 
He  roar'd  this  ditty  up— 

AXft. 

Tiui»-*«SoUUei'sJoy.'; 

1. 

I  AM  a  son  of  Mars  who  have  been  in  many 

wars. 
And  show  my  cuts  and  scars  wherever  I  come  ; 
This  here  was  for  a  wench,  and  that  other  in  n 

trench, 
When  wclcombg  the  French  at  the  sound  of 

the  drum. 

Lai  de  dandle,  Stc 

ir. 

My  'prenticeship    I    past    where    my  leader 

breath'd  his  last. 
When  the  bloody  die  was  cast  on  the  heights  of 

Abram ; 
I  served  out  my  trade  when  the  galUnt  game 

was  play'd. 
And  thp  Moro  low  was  laid  at  the  sound  of  the 

drum. 

Lai  de  daudle,  lee* 

HI. 

I  lastly  was  with  Curtis,  among  the  floBting 

batt'ries, 
And  there  I  left  for  witness  an  arm  and  a  limb  ; 
Yet  let  my  country  need  me,  with  Elliot  to 

head  me, 
rd  clatter  my  stumps  at  the  sound  of  the  drum. 

Lai  de  daudle,  ttc 

IV. 
And  now  tho*  I  must  beg  with  t  woodaft  im 

and  leg, 
And  mpny  %  tatter*d  riif  bulging  0TcriD|rb«ii^ 


POEMS. 


ftai  ti  litppy  with  my  trallct,  my  lottle  lad 

my  callet, 
At  wlien  1  us*d  in  learlet  to  follow  t  dram. 

Lai  de  daudle,  kc, 

V. 

What  tho*  with  hotry  luokt,  I  mint  stand  the 

Winter  sboGkn, 
Beneath  the  woods  ami  rocks  often  times  for  a 

home, 
When   the  tother  bog  I  sell,  and  the  tother 

bottle  tell, 
1  could  meet  a  troop  of  hell,  at  the  soond  of 

the  drum. 

Lol  de  daudle,  Itc. 


aCClTATIYO. 

Re  ended  ;  and  the  kebars  sheuk, 

Aboon  the  chorus  roar ; 
While  frighted  rattans  backward  Ieuk« 

And  seek  the  benmost  bore  ; 
A  f«iry  fiddler  frae  the  neuky 

He  skirl'd  out  encore  ! 
But  up  arose  the  martial  chnck. 

And  laid  the  loud  uproai; 


A». 

ThHi#-"  Soldier  Liddlt.' 

I  OUCK  was  a  maid,  tho*  I  cannot  tell  when. 
And  still  my  delight  is  in  proper  yonng  men ; 
Some  one  of  a  troop  of  dragoons  wu  my  daddie, 
Vo  wonder  Fm  fond  of  a  sodger  laddie. 

Sing,  Lai  de  lal,  &C. 

IL 

The  first  of  my  lores  was  t  swaggering  blade, 
To  rattle  the  thundering  drum  was  his  trade ; 
lib  leg  was  so  tight,  and  his  cheek  was  so 

ruddy. 
Transported  I  was  with  my  sodger  laddie. 

Sing,  Lai  (k  lal,  Stc 

m. 

But  the  godly  old  chaplain  left  him  in  the  lurch, 
The  sword  I  forsook  for  the  sake  of  the  churchy 
He  ventur'd  the  soul,  and  I  risked  the  body, 
*Twas  then  I  prov'd  false  to  my  sodger  laddie. 

Sin^,  Lai  de  lal,  &c. 

IV. 

Full  soon  I  grew  sick  of  my  sanctified  sot, 
The  regiment  at  large  for  a  husband  I  got ; 
From  the  gilded  spontoon  to  the  fifo  I  was 

ready, 
I  asked  no  more  but  a  sodger  hddie. 

Sing,  Lal  de  lal,  && 


V. 

But  the  peace  it  reduc*d  me  to  beg  in  despair, 
Till  T  met  my  old  b(»y  at  Cunoingham  fAir  | 


His  rag  reffinuniai  they  flattctf'd  so  gtndy» 
My  heart  it  njoio'd  at  my  sodger  loi^ie. 

Sing,  Lal  de  lal,  tec. 

VL 

And  now  I  hsva  liv*d.— I  know  not  how  bdg« 

And  still  I  can  join  in  a  cup  or  a  song ; 

But  whilst  with  both  hands  I  can  hold  the  glMl 

steMly, 
Here's  to  thee,  my  hero,  my  sodger  laddie. 

Sing,  Lal  de  Ld,  kc. 

KSCITATIVO. 

Then  nieit  ontspak  a  raucle  etrlirt« 
Wha  kent  sae  weel  to  deck  the  sCerlingf 
For  monie  a  pursie  she  had  hooked. 
And  had  in  mony  a  well  been  ducked. 
Her  dove  had  been  a  Highland  laddie, 
But  weary  fa*  the  waefu*  woodie ! 
Wi*  sighs  and  sobs  she  thus  began 
To  wul  bet  braw  John  Highlandi 

Alft. 


2^iiif^' O  laP  y«  were  dead* 


A  HiGRLAVD  lad  my  bnre  was  bom, 
Tht  Lalland  lews  ha  hsU  in  aooni ; 
But  he  stiU  was  fidthfu'  to  his  daily 
My  gallant  braw  John  Highlandmsn. 

CBOEOt. 

Sing,  hey  my  braw  John  Highlandmaa ! 
Sing,  ho  my  braw  John  Htghlandmaa ! 
There's  not  a  lad  in  a'  the  Ian' 
Was  nutch  for  my  John  Highlsndman, 

IL 

With  his  philibeg  an'  tartan  platd, 
An'  gude  claymore  down  by  his  side^ 
The  ladies  hearts  he  did  trepan. 
My  gallant  braw  John  Highlandman, 

Sing,  hey,  lee. 

m. 

We  rannd  a'  firom  Tweed  to  Spey, 
An*  Ur  d  like  lords  and  ladies  gay ; 
For  a  Lalland  focc  he  feared  none. 
My  gallant  braw  John  Highlandman* 

Sing,  hey,  &c 

IV. 
They  banish'd  hhn  beyond  the  sea, 
But  ere  the  bud  was  on  the  tree, 
Adown  my  cheeks  the  pearls  ran. 
Embracing  my  John  Highlandman. 

Sing,  hey,  Ice 

V. 

But,  oh !  they  tatch'd  him  at  the  Ust| 
And  bound  him  in  a  dongeoa  £ist  ^ 


fiUENff  WORKS. 


Siiig^hey,  See. 


VL 
And  BOW  A  widow,  I  most  BMNm 
The  pkavH  thtt  wiU  ne'er  RCam ; 
Xb  oomfort  but  a  beerty  can, 
Vhen  I  think  on  John  Highlandnm. 

Sing^  beyy  lea 

EBCITATIVO. 

A  pigmy  icnper,  wi*  hit  fiddle, 
irtn  utd  at  tiyvts  end  fiiin  to  driddk^ 
Her  itnppin  lunb  and  gauty  middle 

He  reachM  nae  higher» 
Had  hcltd  hie  heartie  like  a  riddle, 

An*  blawn't  on  fire. 

Wi'  hand  on  hannch,  an*  upward  e'e^ 
He  croon'd  hie  gamnt,  one*  two,  three. 
Then  in  an  Arioeo  key. 

The  wee  AjfoIIo 
Set  off  wi*  Allegretto  glee 

His  giga  mIo. 


AIK. 

Whims  ome  dM  lw«  nPt" 


Ln  me  ryke  up  to  dight  that  tear. 
An'  go  wi  me  to  be  my  dear. 
An'  then  your  every  eare  and  fisar 
May  whiatie  owre  the  lave  e't. 

cBoaus. 

I  am  a  fiddler  to  my  trade, 
An'  a'  the  tunea  that  e'er  I  play'd. 
The  aweetaat  atiU  to  wi£e  or  maid, 
Waa  whittle  owre  the  lave  o't. 

n. 

At  kima  and  weddiqga  we'ae  be  there, 
An'  O  !  aae  niody'a  we  will  hrt ; 
We'll  bouae  about  till  Daddie  Care 
Singa  whiatie  owre  the  lave  o't. 
lam,  Ice. 

m. 

8ae  merrily  the  banea  we'll  pyke, 
An'  sun  ounela  about  the  dyke. 
An'  at  our  leiaure,  when  we  like. 
We'll  whiatie  owre  the  lare  o't. 
lam,  &C. 

IV. 
Bat  bleaa  me  wi'  your  heaven  o'  charma» 
And  while  I  kittle  hair  on  thairma, 
Mmagtr,  eauldj  an  a  aick  harma. 
May  whiatie  ovm  the  lave  o't. 
I  am,  fcc. 


Her  charma  had  atmck  i^atardy  OM| 

Aa  weelaapoor  Gntenper; 
He  take  the  fiddler  by  the  beard, 

And  drawa  a  maty  nqner— 
He  awoor  by  a*  waa  awearing  worth. 

To  apeet  him  like  a  pliver, 
Unleaa  he  wonld  from  that  time  figrth, 

Relinquiah  her  fiw  ever. 

Wi'  ghaady  e*e,  poor  tweedle  dee 

Upon  hu  hunkera  bended. 
And  pray'd  for  grace  wi'  ruefd'  &oa^ 

And  aae  the  quarrel  ended. 
But  though  hia  little  heart  did  grieve. 

When  round  the  tinkler  preat  her, 
He  feign'd  to  snirtle  in  Lis  sleeve. 

When  thus  the  caird  addreas'd  her. 

AIR. 

T^nie— *'  Clout  the  Caldron.* 

I. 

Mt  bonnie  loss,  I  work  in  braaa, 

A  tinkler  ia  my  utation ; 
I've  traveli'd  round  all  Christian  ground 

In  this  my  occupation. 
I've  ta'en  the  gold,  I've  been  enroll'd 

In  many  a  noble  aquadron : 
But  vain  they  search'd,  when  off  I  march^ 

To  go  and  dout  the  cauldron* 

I've  ta'en  the  gold,  %tb 


U. 


•dimp^ 


Deapiae  that  ahrimp,  that 

Wi'  a  hia  noiae  an'  caprin*. 
An'  tak'  a  ahare  wi'  thoae  that  bear 

The  budget  an'  the  apron. 
An'  &y  that  atowp,  my  &ith  and  houp^ 

An'  by  that  dear  Keilbagie,* 
If  e'er  ye  want,  or  meet  wr  aeaat. 

May  I  ne'er  weet  my  cnigie. 

An'  by  that  atovp^  Ik. 

mKcrPAnvo. 

The  caird  prevail'd — the  nnblnahiog  fiur 

In  hia  embracea  annk. 
Partly  wi'  love  o'eroome  aae  aair. 

An'  partly  ahe  waa  dnmk.^ 
Sir  Violino,  with  an  air 

That  ahow'd  a  man  of  apnnk, 
Wlah'd  tntiaon  between  the  pair. 

An'  made  the  bottle  clunk 

To  their  health  that  night 

But  hurchin  Cupid  ahot  a  abaft 

That  play'd  a  dame  a  ahavie. 
The  fiddler  rak'd  her  fore  an  aft, 

Bchint  the  chicken  cavie. 
Her  lord,  a  wight  o'  Homer'a  *  craft, 

Tho*  limping  with  the  apavie, 

*  A  peculiar  lort  of  whiikjr  io  oalkd,  agrsat  ftvoov- 
ite  with  PoMte-Nande^  clubs. 

•  HomarisaUoifedtobetheoUBit 


POEMS. 
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He  lirplM  up,  tnd  Up  like  daft, 
An'  ihorM  them  Daintie  Davie 

O  boot  that  night 

He  was  a  care-defying  blade 

As  ever  Bacchus  listed, 
Though  Fortune  sair  upon  him  laid, 

His  heart  she  ever  mias'd  it. 
He  had  no  wish  but — to  be  glad. 

Nor  want  but — ^when  he  thirsted ; 
He  hated  nought  but^to  be  sad, 

And  thus  the  Muse  suggested, 

His  sang  that  ni^t. 

AIR. 

Tune^»  ForsT  that,  anr  $f  that* 

I. 
I  AM  a  bard  of  no  regard, 

Wi*  gentle  folks,  an*  a'  that ; 
But  Homer-Jikef  the  glowran  byke, 

Frae  town  to  town  I  dra\7  that. 

CHORUS. 

For  a*  that,  an*  a  that ; 

An*  twice  as  meikle^s  a*  that ; 
IVe  lost  but  ane,  Tve  twa  behin', 

I've  wife  enough  for  a*  that. 

II. 

I  never  drank  the  Muse's  stank, 

CasUlia*H  burn,  an'  a*  that ; 
But  there  it  streams,  and  richly  reams. 

My  Helicon  1  ca'  that. 

For  a*  that,  &c. 

III. 
Great  love  I  bear  to  a*  the  fair. 

Their  humble  slave,  an'  a'  that ; 
But  lordly  will,  I  hold  it  still 
A  mortal  sin  to  thraw  that. 

For  a'  that,  Sec. 

IV. 

In  raptures  sweet,  this  hour  we  meet, 

Wi'  mutual  love  an*  a*  that ; 
But  for  how  lang  theflie  may  ttamff. 

Let  inclination  law  that. 

For  a*  that,  kc, 

V. 

Their  tricks  and  craft  have  put  me  daft, 
They've  ta'cn  me  in,  an*  a'  that ; 

But  clear  your  decks,  und  here's  the  s«x  / 
I  like  the  jads  for  a'  that. 

"  For  a'  that,  an'  a*  tint, 

•  An*  twice  an  nioikle's  a*  that; 
My  (loarest  bluitl,  to  do  them  guid, 
Thrv're  welcome  till't  for  a'  that. 

RECriATiva 

So  sung  the  bard — and  Nansie's  wa's 
Shook  with  a  thunder  of  applause, 
Re-echo*d  from  each  mouth ; 


They  toomM  ihttr  poeki,  la'  pnr&'d  iUr  did^ 
They  scarcely  left  to  oo'er  Mr  foAi, 
To  quench  their  lowan  drouth. 

Then  owre  again,  the  jovial  thnng, 

The  poet  did  request, 
To  loose  his  pack  an*  wile  a  aug, 
A  ballad  o*  the  best : 
He  rising,  rgoidng, 

Between  his  twa  JMoroib^ 
Looks  round  him,  an*  found  thm 
Impatient  £00:  the  ehoras. ' 


.«« 
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JoUjHortdsffllfOar 


Skx  I  the  amdcing  bowl  before  ui, 

Mark  our  jovial  ragged  ring ! 
Round  and  round  take  np  the  ebonu. 

And  in  raptures  let  ua  aing. 

CHORUI. 

A  fig  fior  those  by  law  protected! 

Liberty'a  a  glorious  feast ! 
Courts  for  cowards  were  erected. 

Churches  built  to  please  the  prieiC 

n. 

What  is  title  ?  what  is  treasure  ? 

What  is  reputatioii'a  can  ? 
If  we  lead  a  liib  of  pleasure, 

'Tia  no  matter  how  or  when  / 
Afig,  &c 

m. 

With  the  ready  trick  and  £d>]e. 
Round  we  wander  all  the  day ; 

And  at  night,  in  bam  or  stably 
Hug  our  doxies  on  the  hay. 
A  fig,  Sec. 

IV. 
Does  the  train-attended  corrJo^f 

Through  the  country  lighter  rove  ? 
Does  the  sober  bed  of  marriage 
Witnesa  brighter  scenes  of  love  ? 
Afig,  Ik. 

V. 

Life  is  an  a  voribncm. 

We  regard  not  how  it  goea ; 
Let  them  cant  about  dewmm 

Who  have  characters  to  lose. 
Afig,  fcc 

VL 
Here's  to  the  budgets,  bags,  and  walleCi ! 

Here's  to  all  the  wandering  train ! 
Here's  our  ragged  bnU$  and  eafiete  / 

One  and  all  cry  out.  Amen ! 

A  fig  for  those  by  law  protected ! 

Liberty's  a  glorious  feast ! 
Courts  for  cowards  were  eceetad^ 

Charohae  boflt  to  pkiit  the  priiil* 


BURNS*  WOttKS. 
THE  KtRK'S  ALARM:* 


A  SATIRK. 

Oktbodox,  orthodoSf  wha  btlicre  in  John 
Knox, 
Let  me  louad  ta  alarm  to  yo«ir  comcieoce ; 
Tlwr«*t  ft  heretic  blaet  hftt  been  Uawn  in  the 
wtet* 
That  what  h  no  lenie  mmt  be  noniensie. 

Dr.  Mae,  f  Dr.  Mac,  ytm  ftbouM  stretch  on  a 
nek, 

To  itrike  evil  doen  wi*  terror ; 
To  join  £uth  and  aemie  upon  ony  pretence, 

Is  heretic^  damnable  error. 

Tovm  of  Ayr,  town  of  Ayr,  it  was  mad,  I  de- 
clare. 

To  meddle  wP  mischief  a-brewinf ; 
IVovost  John  is  still  deaf  to  the  church's  relief^ 

And  orator  Bob  (  is  its  ruin. 

jyrymple  mild,  $  D*rymple  mild,   tho*  your 

heart's  like  a  child, 
*"  And  your  li&  like  the  new  driven  snaw, 
Yet  that  winna  sare  ye,  auld  Satan  must  hare 

ye. 

For  preaching  tltat  three's  one  an*'twa. 

Bumble  John,^  Ramble  John,  mount  the  steps 
wi*  a  grosn, 
Cry  the  book  is  wi*  heresy  crammM  ; 
Then  lug  out  yonr  ladk,  «ieal  brimstone  like 
aille. 
And  roar  erery  note  of  the  damn*d. 

Kmper  James,  |{   Simper  James,  leave  the  fair 
Killie  dames, 
There's  a  holier  chace  in  your  view ; 
rn  lay  on  your  head,  that  the  pack  yell  soon 
leid, 
Par  puppies  like  yon  there's  but  few. 

Singet  Sawney,**  Singet  Sawney,  are  yt  herd- 
ing the  penny, 

tJncooscious  what  evils  await ; 
Wi'  a  jump,  yell,  ami  howl,  alarm  every  soul. 

For  the  foul  thief  is  just  at  your  gate* 

DMMy  AuM,tf  Daddy  Auld,  there's  a  tod  in 

the  fauld, 

A  tod  meikle  waiir  than  the  clerk ; 

The*  ye  can  do  little  kkaith,  >V11  be  in  at  the 

death. 
Ami  if  ye  canna  bite  ye  may  bark. 


_  •  This  poem  wai  written  a  short  time  after  ttie  pub- 
Iwlkw  of  Mr.  M<Ciirs  Esny.  *^ 

iMr.  M* \U         i  R-.C  A — n. 
Dr.  D — c.  5  Mr.  I 

He,  N^— <-y.  ••  Mr, 

h  Mr.  A— d, 


A— — n« 
5  Mr.  R-— JL 
ft 


Davie  Bluster,*  Davie  Bluster,  if  ^r  •  dUt 
ye  do  muster. 
The  corps  is  no  nice  of  recmits ; 
Yet  to  worth  lets  be  just,  ro)'al  blood  ye  might 
boast. 
If  the  a»  was  tlic  king  of  the  brutes. 

Jamie  GooHe,f  Jamie  Goosey  ye  ha'e  made  but 
toom  roose* 
In  hunting  tlie  wicked  lientenant ; 
But  the  Doctor's  your  mark,  for  the  L     d's 
haly  ark ; 
He  has  cooper *d  and  cawd  a  wrang  pin  ia'L 

Pbet  Willie,  \  Poet  WiUie,  gie  the  Doctor  a 
vulley, 

Wi*  your  liberty's  chain  and  your  wit ; 
0*er  Pegasus'  side  ye  ne'er  laiil  a  stride. 

Ye  but  smelt,  uuui,  the  place  where  he  sh-L 

Andro  Gouk,  5   Aodru  Gouk,  }'e  may  slander 
the  liook. 
And  the  book  not  the  waur  let  me  tell  ye ; 
Ye  are  rich,  and  look  big,  but  lay  b)'  hat  and 
wig. 
And  ye'U  hac  a  calfs  head  o'  sma'  value. 

Barr  Steetiic,  |   Barr  Stecnie,  what  mean  ye  ? 
what  mean  ^-e  ? 

If  ye'U  meddle  nae  mair  wi'  the  matter, 
Ye  may  ha'e  some  pretence  to  bavins  and  sense, 

Wi*  people  wha  ken  ye  nae  better. 

Irvine  side,**  Irvine  ride,  wi'  your  turkcy-codc 
pride, 
Of  nunhiiod  hut  sma'  is  ^-our  share ; 
Yc've  the  figure,   'tis  true,  even  your  iaes  will 
allow, 
And  your  friends  tlicy  dare  grant  you  naa 
mair. 

Muirland  Jock.ff  Bluirland  Jock,  when  the 
L-~d  makes  a  rock 

To  cniMh  Common  Scnw  for  her  sins, 
If  ill  manners  were  wit,  there's  no  mortal  so  lit 

To  confound  the  poor  Doctor  at  ance. 

Holy  Will,  \\  Holy  Will,  there  was  wit  i'  yoor 
skull, 
When  ye  pilfer'd  the  alms  o*  the  poor ; 
The  timmer  is  scant,  when  ye're  u'en  for  a 
saint, 
Wha  should  swing  in  a  rape  fur  an  hour. 

Calvin's  sons,  Calvin's  sons,  reice  )*otur  sp'ritcal 
guns. 
Ammunition  ye  never  can  need ; 
Your  hearts  are  the  stuffy   will  be  powther 
enough,  . 

And  your  skulls  are  storehouses  o*  lead. 


•  Mr.  G .  O e.  <  Mr.  Y e,  C- 

j  Mr.  I» »,  A-r.  ^  Dr.  A.  M II. 

fMr.  8»— Y— *,  D—r,  ••Mr. 
tMr.i»— -0. 
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Fod  dttrtti^  wT  your  pricrt-ikdp- 
iag  tnmii 
Why  d««ert  ye  your  oiild  nttive  tbire ; 
Tour  miwe  i«  a  gip»ic>  t'ea  tho*  she  wer«  tipnci 
She  could  ca*  u«  nae  watir  than  ve  an. 


THE  TWA  HERDS.* 

O  A*  ye  pious  godly  floeki, 
Weel  fed  on  pasture**  orthodox. 
Wha  DOW  will  keep  you  frae  the  fox, ' 

Or  worrying  tykeCy 
Or  wha  will  tent  the  waifa  and  crocks. 

About  the  dykes  I 

The  twa  best  herds  in  a*  the  wast. 
That  e'er  ga*e  gospel  horn  a  blast, 
These  five-and-twenty  simmers  past, 

O!  dooltotell, 
Ha*e  had  a  bitter  black  out-cast 

Atween  themseL 

O,  M y,  man,  and  worthy  R— II, 

How  could  you  raise  so  vile  a  bustle, 
Ye'll  see  how  new-light  herds  will  whistle, 

An'  think  it  fine ! 
The  Lord's  cause  ne'er  gat  sic  a  twistlc, 

Sin*  I  ha*e  min*. 

O,'  Sirs !  whiM*«r  wad  hae  expeckit, 

Your  duty  ye  wad  sae  negleckit. 

Ye  wha  were  ne'er  by  laird  respecklt. 

To  wear  tluB  pUud, 
But  by  the  brutes  themselves  eleckit. 

To  be  their  guide. 

What  flock  wi*  M ^y*s  flock  could  rank, 

Sat  hale  and  hearty  every  shank, 
Nae  poison'd  soor  Arminian  stank, 

He  let  them  taste,  • 
Frae  Calvin's  well,  aye  clear  they  drank, 

O  sic  a  feast ! 

The  thummart,  wil*-eat,  brock,  and  tod, 
Weel  kend  his  voice  thro'  a'  the  wood, 
He  smelt  their  ilka  hole  and  road, 

Baith  out  and  in. 
And  weel  he  lik'd  to  shed  their  bluid. 

And  sell  their  skin. 

What  hectl  like  R U  teH'd  his  tale. 

His  voice  was  heard  thro'  muir  and  dale, 
He  kend  the  Lord's  sheep,  ilka  tail. 

O'er  a*  the  height 
And  saw  gin  they  were  sick  tft  hale. 

At  the  first  sight. 

He  fine  a  mangy  sheep  could  lemb, 
Or  nobly  fling  the  gospel  dnb. 


•  Thb  pises  was  among  the  flnt  of  our  Anthei's  pro* 
dncttooi  wMch  lit  subsnlttad  to  tht  pubUe;  and  was 
by  a  dUputf  bstwffB  VnotHmgfvami, 


And  MW-Hgbt  hni»  eodd  nic^  ^raK 

Or  pay  their  skin; 

Could  shake  them  o'er  the  bumiag  dnb^ 

Or  heave  them  in. 

Sic  twar-O!  do  I  Uve  to  ste't. 
Sic  £unous  twa  should  disagrcet, 
An*  names,  like  villain,  hvpocrits^ 

nk  itber  gi'en. 
While  new-light  herds  wi*  laughin*  aptte, 

Say  netthar's  lidn' ! 


A'  ye  wha  tent  the  goipd  iknid. 

There's  D n,  deep,  and  P      ■  s,  than], 

But  chiefly  thou,  apottle  A — d 

We  trust  in  thee. 
That  thoa  wilt  work  them,  hot  and  ctaM, 

Till  they  agree. 

Consider,  Sirs,'  how  we're  beset. 
There's  scarce  a  new  herd  that  we  get, 
But  comes  frae  'manjr  that  cursed  set, 

I  winna  name, 
I  hope  frae  heav'n  to  see  them  yet 

In  fiery  fljme. 

D        e  has  been  lang  cor  fSie, 

M* 11  has  wraught  us  roeikle  wae, 

And  that  curs'd  rascal  ca'd  M*- 

And  baith  tht 
That  aft  ha'e  made  u«  black  and  bUe, 

Wi'  vengcfu*  paws. 

Auld  W w  lang  has  hatch'd  mischiei^ 

We  thought  aye  death  wad  bring  rdic^ 
But  he  has  gotten,  to  our  grief, 

Ane  to  succeed  hiniy 
A  chield  wha'U  soundly  buff  our  beef; 

I  meikle  dread  him. 

And  mony  a  ane  that  I  could  tell, 
Wha  fain  would  openly  rebel, 
Forby  turn-coats  amanf^  ounel. 

There  S — h  for  aae, 
I  doubt  he's  bat  a  grey  •nick  quill, 

And  that  ve'll  fin'. 

• 

O !  a'  ye  flockn  n'er  a'  the  hills. 

By  mosses,  meadows,  moors,  and  fcUs, 

Come  join  your  counsel  and  your  skills^ 

To  cow  the  lairds. 
And  get  the  brutes  the  power  themteley 

To  choose  their  btfdf. 

Then  Orthodoxy  yet  may  prance. 
And  learning  in  a  woody  dance, 
And  that  fell  cur  ca'd  Common  Sent, 

That  bites  sat  aair» 
Be  banish'd  o'er  the  sea  to  France : 

Let  him  bark  thtrt* 

Then  Shaw's  and  Dalrympb's  tkiqMBei^ 
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]I*Q— e*f  pa^Mtie  ninlv  warn. 

And  gnid  M< ^b, 

Wi*  S— th,  wka  thro*  tiM  hetrt  am  gbuioe, 

Miy  a*  pack  a£ 


THE  HENPECK'D  HUSBAND. 

Cu&a*D  be  tha  man*  the  poorest  wretch  in  life, 
The  cnmching  varaal  to  the  tyrant  wife, 
Who  haa  DO  will  but  by  her  high  perminion ; 
Who  haa  not  lixpeooe  but  in  her  poawnion  ; 
Who  muft  to  her  his  dear  friend**  wcret  tell ; ' 
Who  dreada  a  curtain  lecture  wone  than  hell. 
Were  auch  the  wiiie  had  fallen  to  my  part, 
Td  break  her  apirit,  or  I'd  break  her  heart ; 
Td  charm  her  with  the  magic  of  a  iiwitch, 
rd  kiai  her  maidt,  and  kick  the  perverse  b — ^h. 


ELEGY  ON  THE  YEAR  1788. 

Fo&  lords  or  kings  I  dinna  mourn. 
E'en  let  them  die — for  that  they're  born  ! 
Bat,  oh,  prodigious  to  reflect, 
A  Towmonit  Sirs,  is  gane  to  wreck  ! 
O  JS^ty-eigkt^  in  thy  sma'  spai-e 
What  dire  events  ha'e  taken  place  ! 
Of  what  enjoyments  thou  hast  reft  us  ! 
In  what  a  pickle  thou  hast  left  us  ! 

The  Spanish  empire's  tint  ahead. 
An*  my  auld  teethless  Bawtie's  dead  ;       ^ 
The  tooJaie's  teugh  'tween  Pitt  an*  Fox, 
An*  our  guidwife**  wee  birdy  cocks ; 
The  tane  ia  game,  a  bluidy  devil. 
But  to  the  ken-birdt  unco  civil ; 
The  tither*s  dour,  haa  nae  sic  brceilin*, 
Bot  better  stuff  ne*er  claw'd  a  midden  ! 

Ye  ministers,  come  mount  the  pulpit, 
An*  cry  till  ye  be  hearse  an*  nipit ; 
For  Sight^'tipkt  he  wish'd  you  weel. 
An*  gied  you  a*  baith  gear  an'  meal ; 
E*cn  mony  a  plack,  an*  mony  a  peck, 
Ye  ken  yoursela,  for  little  feck  ! 

Ye  bonnie  lasses  dight  your  o«>n. 
For  some  o*  you  hae  tint  a  frien'  : 
In  JSigki^-eigkty  ye  ken,  was  ta'eti 
What  ye*ll  ne*cr  hae  to  gi'e  agaiu. 

Gbeerve  the  very  nowt  an*  sheep. 
How  dowff  an*  dowie  now  they  creep ; 
Nay,  even  tha  yirth  itsel*  does  cry. 
For  Embro*  wrils  are  grutten  dr\'. 

O  Si^^iy-^ine  thon's  U)it  a  bairn, 
An'  no  owre  auld,  I  hope,  to  learn  ! 
Thoa  bevdless  boy,  I  pray  tak*  cart, 
Thot  DOW  has  got  thy  daddy's  chair, 


Nae  hand-cnff'd.  misdM,  haff^hackl'd  JUgmi, 
But,  like  himsel*,  a  full  free  agent. 
Be  sure  ye  fiiDow  out  the  plan 
Nae  waur  than  he  did,  honest  man ! 
As  meikle  better  as  you  can. 

January  1, 1789. 


VERSES 

WRITTEN  OX  A  WIVDOW  OF  TlIK  INN  AT 
CARRON. 

Wr  cam  na  here  to  view  vonr  warks 

m 

In  hopes  to  be  mair  wise. 
But  ouly,  lest  we  gang  to  hell, 

It  may  be  nae  surprise  : 
But  when  we  tirl'd  at  your  door, 

Your  porter  douglit  na  hear  us  ; 
Sae  may,  ithould  we  to  hell's  yetti  come, 

Yuur  billy  Satan  suir  us  ! 


LINES  WRITTEN  BY  BURNS, 

WHILE  OS  HIS  DKATH-RFD,  TO  J X  R K — K, 

AYKSHIRE,  AND  FOR  WARDED  TO  HIM  IMME- 
DIATELY AFTER  THE  rOET*S  DEATH. 

He  who  of  R — k — n  sanj?,  lies  stiff  and  dead, 
And  a  green  grassy  hillock  hides  his  head ; 
Aks !  alas !  a  devilish  change  indeed  ! 


At  a  meeting  of  the  DuMraiRa*sinaa  VoU'XTEias, 
held  to  commemorate  the  atuiivcrsary  of  Rodnky's 
victory.  AfvU  12th  1782,  BuaNs  was  called  upon 
for  a  Soog,  instead  of  whidi  be  dslivered  the  follow, 
ing  Linkm: 

Instead  of  a  song,  boys,  I'll  give  you  a  toast. 
Here's  the  memory  of  thoae  on  the  twelfth  that 

we  lost  ;— 
That  we  lost,  did  I  say,  nay,  by  heav'n !  that  we 

found. 
For  their  fame  it  shall  last  while  the  world  goea 

round. 
The  next  in  succession,  1*11  give  you  the  King, 
Whoe'er  would  betray  him  on  high  may  he  swing; 
^nd  hercN  the  grand  fabfic,  our  free  Consti- 
tution, 
As  built  on  the  base  of  the  great  Revolution ; 
And  longer  with  Politics  not  to  be  cramm'd. 
Be  Anarchy  curs'd,  and  be  Tyranny  damn'd ; 
And  who  would  to  Liberty  e*er  prove  disloyaJ, 
May  his  son  be  a  hangmau,  and  he  his  fint  triaL 


/ 
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STRATH  ALLAN'S  LAMENT. 

TflicKEST  night  o*erhuigi  my  dweDiog ! 

Howling  tempests  o*er  me  rave  ! 
Turbid  torrents,  wintry  swelling. 

Still  surround  my  lonely  cave ! 

Cr}'Hta]  streamlets  gently  flowing, 

Duoy  haunts  of  baiie  mankind. 
Western  brceses,  softly  blowing, 

Suit  not  my  distracted  mind. 

In  the  cause  of  right  engafifed. 

Wrongs  injurious  to  redieM, 
Honour's  war  wu  strongly  wugcil, 

})ut  the  heavens  deny*d  succcm. 

Ruin's  wheel  has  driven  n'er  us 

Nut  a  hope  that  dare  attend. 
The  wide  world  is  all  before  u*—' 

But  a  world  without  a  friend  !* 


CLARINUA. 

Clakinda,  mistress  of  my  soul. 

The  measur*d  time  b  run  ! 
The  wretch  beneath  the  dreary  pole, 

So  marks  his  latest  sun. 

To  what  dark  cave  of  froien  night 

Shall  poor  Sylvander  hie ; 
Depriv'd  of  thee,  his  life  and  light. 

The  sun  of  all  his  joy. 

We  part, — hut  by  these  prccioiU}  drops, 

That  fill  thy  lovely  eyes  ! 
No  other  Ii;;ht  »hall  guide  my  steps, 

Till  thy  bright  beams  ariiw. 

She,  the  fair  sun  of  all  her  sex. 
His  blest  my  glorious  day  : 

And  shall  a  glimmering  planet  fix 
My  worship  to  iu  ray  ? 


A  VISION. 

As  I  stood  by  yon  roofless  tower, 

Where  the  wa*-flower  scents  the  dewy  air, 
Where  th*  howlet  mourns  in  her  ivy  bower. 

And  tells  the  midnight  moon  Ler  care. 

The  winds  were  laid,  the  air  was  still. 
The  stars  they  shot  alang  the  sky ; 

The  fox  was  howling  on  the  hill. 
And  the  distant  echoing  glens  reply. 


«  Strathallan,  it  Is  presumed,  was  one  of  the  follow- 
ers of  the  young  Chevalier,  and  is  supposed  to  be  lying 
concealed  in  some  esve  of  the  Highlands,  after  the 
battle  of  Culloden.  This  song  was  written  before  the 
yasrlTSV. 


The  streim  tdown  its  haidly  path. 
Was  rushing  bv  the  niin'd  wa*s. 

Hasting  to  join  tlw  awei^pbg  Nitli,* 
Whase  diitant  mring  wwSIm  and  fli*s. 

The  canki  bine  north  was  streaming  ibrtk 
Her  lights,  wi*  hissing  eerie  din ; 

Athort  the  lift  they  start  and  shift, 
Like  fortune's  fisvoun,  tint  as  win. 

By  heedless  chance  I  tam*d  mine  eyei»f 
And,  by  the  moon-beam,  shook,  to  lee 

A  stem  and  stalwart  ghust  arise, 
Attir'd  as  minstrels  wont  to  be. 

Had  I  a  statue  been  o*  stane^ 
His  darin  look  had  daunted  me ; 

And  on  his  bonnet  grav*d  was  plain. 
The  sacred  pusie^Liberty ! 

And  frae  his  harp  sic  strains  did  flow. 

Might  roused  the  slumb*ring  dead  to  hear  ; 

But  oh,  it  was  a  tale  of  woe. 
As  ever  met  a  Briton*s   ear ! 

He  sang  wi*  joy  his  former  day, 
He  weeping  wail'd  his  latter  times ; 

But  what  he  said  it  was  nae  play, 
I  winna  ventur't  in  my  rhymea.}; 


COPY  OF  A  POETICAL  ADDRESS 


TO 


MR.  WILLIAM  TYTLER, 


WITH  THE  PRESENT  OF  THE  BARD  8  rXCTUMb 


Rkvcrkd  defender  of  beauteous  Stnart, 
Of  Stuart,  a  name  once  respected, 

A  name,  which  to  love  was  the  mark  of  • 
heart. 
But  now  *tls  despised  and  neglected  : 


*  Variation.    To  Join  yon  river  on  the  StnUi. 

t  Variation.    Now  looking  over  firth  and  fkuld« 
Her  horn  the  iiale-fawd  Cynthia  reac'd ; 
When,  lo,  in  /orm  of  mlni^rd  auM, 
A  Kteni  and  stalwart  ghaist  appeai'd. 

*  This  poem,  an  imperfect  copy  of  which  was  priafe- 
ed  in  Joluison's  Mukcum,  it  here  aiven  ftom  the  poeft 
MS.  with  his  last  oorrectloiM.  The  scenery  so  findy 
described  is  taken  from  nature.  The  poet  is  supposed 
to  bs  musing  by  nL^ht  on  the  banks  or  the  river  Cln. 
lien,  and  by  the  rums  of  Lincluden*Abbey,  fbundsd  la 
the  twelfth  century,  in  the  reign  of  Makom  IV.  of 
whose  present  situauon  the  reader  may  find  some  ae- 
count  in  Pennantfs  Tour  in  Scotland,  or  Grose's  Aart- 
quitles  of  that  division  of  the  island.  Such  a  time  aad 
such  a  place  are  well  fitted  for  holding  cop  verse  wtth 
aerial  beings.  Though  this  poem  has  a  political  Mas, 
yet  It  may  be  presumed  that  no  reader  or  taste,  wha^ 
ever  his  opinions  may  be,  wmikl  forgive  it  betag  omtt- 
ted.  Our  poet* s  prudence  mippressed  the  soog  of  iJU 
berty,  perhaps  fortunately  for  his  reputatioo.  It  tmf 
be  quesUoDed  whether,  even  in  the  rcsouiecs  of  \m 
genius,  a  strsin  of  poetry  could  have  basa  fouad  «e»> 
tby  of  the  grandeur  aad  solenmlty  of  this  prepanttob 
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Hm'  ■QMcrtiing  like  moistore  eoogbbes  in  my 

Iiil  Ml  M0  mUdcem  me  didoyal ; 
A  fMT  Wmdi\rm  wind'rer  may  well  daim  • 

if  that  waiid*rar  were  royaL 


Iff  fclKfre,  that  name  have  nrerM  on  a  throoe ; 

Mf  frdien  have  £U1en  to  right  it ; 
TImbb  fidien  would  ftpurn  their  dq^enerate  ion. 

Thai  same  ahould  lie  icoffingly  slight  it. 

StiU  ia  prayera  for  King  George  I  moat  heartily 
join, 
Th»  Queen  and  the  rent  of  the  gentr\', 
Ba  dMy  wi»e,  be  they  foolifih,  ia  nothing  of 
Bine; 
TiMir  tit]«*i  avow*d  by  the  coantr}-. 


why  of  that  cpocha  make  such  a  fuM, 


Bll  hyaltjf,  truce  !  we*re  on  dangerous  ground, 
Who  knours  how  the  Cuhiona  may  alter, 

TIm  doctrine,  to-day,  that  is  lo^'alty  sound, 
T»4D0rrow  may  bring  us  a  halter. 

I  aeod  \na  a  trifle,  a  head  of  a  bard, 
A  tnfle  scarce  worthy  your  care ; 
B«t  accept  it,  good  Sir,  as  a  mark  of  regard, 
as  a  boint's  dying  prayer. 


Now  liie*8  chilly  evcniug  dim  shades  on  your 
eye. 

And  ushers  the  long  dreary  night  t 
Bttt  you,  like  the  star  that  athwart  gilds  the  fcky. 

Your  course  to  the  latest  m  bright. 

My  muse  jilted  mc  here,  and  tume<l  a  cor- 
ner on  ne,  and  I  have  not  got  again  into  her 
good  graces.  Do  uie  the  justice  tn  l>elieve  me 
meere  in  my  grateful  remembrance  of  the  many 
dvilitaco  you  have  honoured  me  with  since  I 
came  to  Edinburgh,  and  in  assuring  you  that  I 
hurt  the  hooonr  to  be, 

Revered  Sir, 
Your  obliged  and  very  humble  Servant, 

R.  BURNS. 
Edikborgb,  1787. 


THE  FOLLOWING  POEM 

WAS  WKRTZK  TO   A   GCNTLZMAW  WHO  HAD 

nVT  BIM  A  KZW&rAPZn,  AMD  OFmED 

TO  COKTIKUX  IT  FREX  OF  ZXFXKSK. 

Kdib  eir«  Fve  read  yonr  paper  throoghf 
Aai  MAt  to  me,  'twas  really  new ! 
How  guaend  ye,  sir,  what  maist  I  wanted  ? 
Wi  Moajr  •  day  Tve  graia*d  and  ganiit«4> 


To  ken  what  French  mimdiicf  was  browin* } 

Or  what  the  dtumlie  Durch  were  doin* ; 

That  vile  doup  skelper,  Emperor  Joseph^ 

If  Venua  yet  had  got  his  nuse  off; 

Or  how  the  coUieshankie  works 

Atween  the  Russian  and  the  Tutks ; 

Or  if  the  Swede,  before  he  halt, 

WouM  pby  anither  Charles  the  Twalt ! 

If  Denmark,  ony  body  spak  o*t ; 

Or  Polaml,  wha  had  now  the  tack  o*t  $ 

How  cut-throat  Prussian  blades  weae  hii^ia 

How  libbet  Italy  was  singin  ; 

If  Spaniard,  Portuguese,  or  Swiss, 

Were  saying  or  takin  ought  amiss : 

Or  how  our  merry  lads  at  hame. 

In  Britain's  court  kept  up  the  game : 

How  nn-ol  Grar^e,  the  Lord  leuk  o*er  htm  ! 

Was  manasfiug  St.  Stephen's  quorum ; 

If  sleckit  Chatham  Will  was  livin. 

Or  glaikit  Charlie  got  his  uieve  in  ; 

How  daildic  Burke  the  plea  was  cotdcin. 

If  Warren  IIoHtingH*  neck  was  yeukin  ; 

How  cesses,  stents,  and  fees  were  raxed, 

Or  if  bare  a —  yet  were  taxed  ; 

The  news  o*  princes  dukes,  and  earls, 

IMmps,  sharpurs,  batvds,  and  opera-girls ; 

If  that  doft  Buckie,  Gcordie  Wales, 

Wa^  threMhib  still  at  hizaien*  tails. 

Or  if  he  was  growin  oughtliuii  dou«er, 

Aiiu  no  a  perfect  kiotra  cooler.-— 

A*  thit  and  mair  I  never  heard  of; 

And,  but  lor  you,  I  might  despair'd  of. 

So  gratefu*,  back  your  news  I  send  you. 

And  pray,  a*  guid  things  msy  attend  you  ! 

Ellislaxd,  Monday  Moroing,  1790. 


POEM. 

OK  FASTORAL  FOETRY. 

Hail  Poehie  !  thou  nymph  reserved ! 

In  chase  o*  thee,  what  crowds  hae  swerved 

Frae  common  sense,  or  sunk  enervcd 

*Mang  heaps  o'  clavers  ; 
And  och  !  o*er  aft  thy  joes  hae  starved, 

'Mid  a*  thy  fiivours ! 

Say,  Lanie,  why  thy  train  amang. 
While  loud  the  trump's  heroic  dang. 
And  sock  or  buskin  skelp  alang 

To  death  or  marrii^; 
Scarce  ane  has  tried  the  shepherd-sang 

But  wi'  miscarriage  ? 

In  Homer's  craft  Jock  ^fdton  thrives ; 
Eschylus*  pen  Will  Shakespeare  drives  ; 
Wee  Pope,  the  kourlin,  'till  him  rivca 

Horatkn  fame ; 
In  thy  sweet  lang,  Barhsuld,  sonrives 

Even  Sappho's  flaggMb 
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tint  tlirt,  Theocritoi,  wha  matchn  ? 
They're  no  herd*t  b*lUta.  Maro*«  catcbe* ; 
Squire  Pope  but  buske  hia  >kinliii  patches 

O*  heathen  tatten : 
I  paw  by  hunden,  namelees  wretches* 

That  ape  their  betters. 

In  this  braw  sfre  o*  wit  an  lear. 

Will  nane  the  Shepherd's  whistle  mair 

Blaw  sweetly  in  its  native  air 

And  rural  f^oe ; 
And  wi*  the  far- famed  Grecian  »hare 

A  rival  place  ? 

Yes !  there  is  ane  ;  a  Scottish  callan ! 
There's  ane  ;  come  forrit,  honest  Allan  ! 
Tliuu  need  na  juuk  behint  the  halian, 

A  chiel  su  clever  ; 
The  teeth  o'  time  may  f^naw  Tamtallan, 

But  thou's  for  ever* 

Thou  paints  auM  nature  to  the  nines. 

In  thy  sweet  dlrdouian  lines ; 

Nae  guwden  stream  thro*  mvrtln  twines. 

Where  Philomel, 
While  nightly  Lrectcs  wrecp  the  vines. 

Her  griefs  will  tell ! 

In  (Towany  g1f>ns  thy  burnie  straxit, 
Where  lM>onie  lassies  bleach  their  claes  ; 
Or  trots  by  hazelly  shawn  or  braes, 

Wi'  hawthorns  gray. 
Where  blackbirds  join  the  shepherd's  lays 

At  clow  o*  day. 

Thy  rural  loves  are  nature's  sel ; 
Nae  bombast  ipateH  o*  nonaenie  swell  ; 
Nae  snap  conceits,  but  that  sweet  spell 

O'  witchin*  love. 
That  charm  tliat  can  the  strongest  quell, 

The  sternest  move. 


SKETCH. 

NEW  YEAR'S  DAY. 

TO  U&S.  nUXLOP. 

This  day.  Time  winds  th*  exhausted  chain, 
To  run  the  twelvemonths*  length  again : 
I  see  the  old  bald>pated  fellow. 
With  ardent  eyes,  complexion  sallow. 
Adjust  the  unimpair'd  machine, 
To  wheel  the  equal,  dull  routine. 

The  ahnetit  lever,  minor  heir, 

In  vuiu  assail  him  with  their  prayer. 

Deaf  as  my  friend  he  sees  them  press, 

Nor  makes  the  hour  one  moment  less. 

Will  you  (the  Major's  with  the  hounds, 

The  happy  tenants  share  his  rounds  ; 

CoiU's  fair  Rachel's  care  to-day,* 

And  blooming  Keith's  engaged  with  Gray) ; 

•  Thit  young  Isdy  was  drawing  a  picturs  uf  CoUi 
tiom  the  Vision,  ms  page  t9> 


From  hoiiiewiie  cares  a  ninute  borrow— 

— That  grandchild's  cap  will  do  fio-morruw* 

And  join  with  noe  a  moraliaing, 

This  day's  propitioas  tn  be  wise  in. 

Fimt,  what  did  yesternight  deliver ; 

*<  Another  year  is  gone  fur  ever.** 

And  what  is  this  day's  strong  suggettioa  f 

**  The  passing  moment's  all  we  rest  on  !** 

Rest  on — for  what !     What  do  we  here  ? 

Or  why  regard  the  passing  }'ear  ? 

Will  timo,  amut'd  with  proverbM  lore. 

Add  to  our  date  one  minute  more  ? 

A  few  days  may — a  few  years  most— 

Repose  us  in  the  silent  dust. 

Then,  is  it  wise  to  damp  our  bliss ! 

Yes,  all  such  reasonings  are  amiss ! 

The  voice  of  nature  loudly  cries. 

And  many  a  message  from  the  skies, 

That  something  in  us  never  dies  : 

That  on  this  frail,  uncertain  state. 

Hang  matters  of  eternal  weight ; 

That  future-life  in  worlds  unknown 

Must  take  its  hue  from  this  alone : 

Whether  as  heavenly  gk>ry  bright. 

Or  dark  aa  miser)'*s  woeful  night — 

Since  then,  my  honour'd  first  of  friends, 

On  this  poor  being  all  depends  : 

Let  us  th'  important  nov  emplo)'. 

And  live  as  those  who  never  die. 

Tho*  you,  with  days  and  honours  crowo'd* 

Witness  that  filial  circle  round, 

(A  sight  life's  sorrows  to  repulse^ 

A  sight  pale  envy  to  convulse) 

Others  now  daim  your  chief  regard — 

Yourself,  yon  wait  your  bright  reward. 


^ 


EXTEMPORE, 

mm 

ON  TUK  LATB 

MR.  WILLIAM  SMELLIE.* 

AL'THOR  or  THE  PHILOSOPHY  OP  KATUEAL  Hlfl* 
TOKY,  asn  MKMBKK  OP  TUK  AMTIQUAEIAV 
AHV  HOTAL  ItQCJXTlZ^  OP  KSIKBUaOH. 

To  Crochallaa  came 
The  old  cockM  hat,  the  grey  surtout,  the  sant; 
His  bristling  beard  just  rishig  in  its  might, 
'Twas  four  long  nights  and  days  to  shaving 

night. 
His    uncombed    grizxly    locks    wild-staring» 

thatch'd, 
A  head  fi>r  thought  profound  and  clear, 

match'd ; 
Yety'tbo*  his  caustic  wit  was  bitin;:,  rode. 
His  heart  was  warm,  benevolent  and  good. 


*  Mr.  SmcIHe,  and  our  poet,  were  both  iiwmbmof 
adublnEdlBtmiih,  uQdsr  tht  namf  of  CiocMlM 

Fcndhla, 


BURNS'  wore:s. 


POETICAL  INSCRIPTION 

roK 
AN  ALTAR  TO  INDEPENDENCE, 

A*  BBBBOVCHTETy  THX  IKAT  OP  ME.  HX&OK- 
WMTTXir  IM  SUXMXE,  1795. 

Tbov  of  Ml  independent  mindr 

Vitii  loal  TCtoIved,  with  m>u1  resigned  ; 

Pnpand  powerU  proudest  frown  to  brar^ 

Who  wilt  not  be,  nor  have  a  slave ; 

Viitiit  akme  who  dost  revere, 

Thj  own  reproach  alone  dost  fear, 

this  shrine,  and  worship  here. 


SONNET, 


oir 


THE  DEATH  OF  MR.  RIDDEL. 

Ke  WMK9,  y9  warUers  of  the  wood,  no  more. 
Nor  pov  yoar  descant  grating  on  my  ear : 
T%oa  joong-ejred  Spring  thy  charms  I  can- 
not bear; 

lion  wrieooM  were  to  me  grim  Winter's  wild- 


Boir  em  ye  ^ease,  ye  flowers,  with  all  your 
did? 
To  blour  xmm  the  sod  that  wraps  my  firiend : 
"Eaw  on  I  to  the  tuneful  strain  attend  ? 
That  ateiin  pours   round   th*  untimely  tomb 
whore  Riddel  lies.* 

Toi^  pOV»  yo  warblers,  pour  the  notes  of  woe, 
And  lOOUie  the  Virtues  weeping  on  this  bier  ; 
ThoKaa  of  Worth,  and  has  not  left  his  peer, 

li  in  his  '  narrow  house*  for  ever  darkly  low. 

Spring,  again  with  joy  shall  others  greet ; 
maftf  of  my  loss  wUl  only  meet. 


MONODY 


OM 


A  LADT  FAMED  FOR  HER  CAPRICE. 

How  oold  if  that  bosom  which  folly  onoe  fir*d, 
How  polo  is  that  cheek  where  thie  rouge  late- 
ly glisten  *d ; 
Bow  diint  that  tongue  which  the  echoes  of^ 


How  dull  is  that  ear  which  to  flattery  so 


Rtddel.  Eiq.  of  Frki'f  Cane,  a  very  wor. 
;  and  one  to  whom  our  bard  thought 
many  obUgattonii 


If  sorrow  and  anguish  thor  exit  awut. 

From  friendship  and    dearest  afieetion  re- 
moved; 

How  doubly  severer,  Elia,  thy  fiite. 

Thou  diedst  unwept,  as  thou  livedst  nnloTed. 

Loves,  graces,  and  virtues,  I  call  not  on  you  ; 

So  idiy,  grave,  and  distant,  ye  shed  not  a 
tear : 
But  come,  all  ye  o£bpring  of  folly  so  true, 

And  flowers  let  us  cull  for  Eliju's  cold  bier. 

We'll  search  through  the  garden  for  each  silly 
flower, 
We*ll  roam  through  the  forest  fer  each  idle 
weed; 
But  chiefly  the  nettle,  so  typical,  shower. 
For  none  e*er  approOfch  d  her  but  rued  the 
rash  deed. 

We*ll  sculpture  the  marble,  we*U  measure  the 
Uy; 
Here  Vanity  strums  on  her  idiot  lyre ; 
There  Veea  indignation  shall  dart  on  her  prey. 
Which  spuming  contempt  shall  redeem  tcom 
his  ire. 


THE  EPITAPH. 

HxEK  lies,  now  a  prey  to  insulting  neglect. 
What  once  was  a  butterfly  gay  in  life's 
beam: 

Want  only  of  wisdom  denied  her  respect. 
Want  only  of  goodness  denied  her  esteem. 


ANSWER  TO  A  MANDATE 

SKNT  BY  THE  SUEVXTOE  OF  THE  WXXD0W8, 
CARRIAGES,  &C.  TO  XACH  FAEXXE,  ORDXE- 
INO  HIX  TO  SEND  A  8IOMXD  U8T  OF  HIS 
HORSES,  SHRVANTS,  WHKXU-CAEEIAOX8,  ScC. 
AND  WHBTHXE  UX  WAS  A.  XAEEIXD  XAX 
OE  A  BACUELOR,  AND  WHAT  CHILDEXIT 
THEY  HAD. 

Sir,  as  your  mandate  did  request 

I  send  yon  here  a  faithfu*  list. 

My  horsn,  servants,  carts,  and  graith. 

To  which  I*m  free  to  tak  my  aith. 

Imprimis,  then,  for  carriage  cattle, 

I  hae  fuur  brutes  o*  gallant  mettle, 

A«  ever  drew  before  a  pettle. 

Afy  hand-afure^*  a  guid  auld  has  been. 

And  wight  and  wilfu*  a*  his  days  seen ; 

My  han<L-a-ftin,\  a  guid  brown  filly, 

Wha  afl  has  borne  me  safe  froe  Killie  ;  \ 


*  The  fore-hone  on  the  left-handf  hi  the  ploogh. 
The  hindmost  on  the  IsfMuoid^  In  the  wa^u 
minaiiiock.  ^ 
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And  your  &uld  borough  mony  •  tinMi 
In  days  when  riding  was  nae  crime : 
My/ur-o-Atn,*  ft  guid>  grey  beait, 
As  e'er  in  tug  or  tow  was  traced : 
The  fourth,  a  HigbUind  Donald  hasty, 
A  d-mn*d  red-wud,  Kilbumie  blastie. 
For-by  a  cowte,  of  cowtes  the  wale, 
As  ever  ran  before  a  tail ; 
An*  he  be  spared  to  be  a  beast. 
He'll  draw  me  fifteen  pund  at  least. 

Wheel  carriages  I  hae  but  few, 
Three  carts,  and  twa  are  feckly  new. 
An  auld  wheel-barrow,  mair  for  token, 
Ae  leg  and  baith  the  trams  are  broken ; 
I  made  a  poker  o*  the  spindle. 
And  my  auld  mither  brunt  the  trundle. 
For  men,  I*ve  three  mischievous  boys^ 
Run-deils  for  rantin  and  for  noise ; 
A  gadsman  ane,  a  thresher  t'other. 
Wee  Davoc  bauds  the  nowt  in  fother. 
I  rule  them,  as  I  ought,  discreetly, 
And  often  labour  them  completely, 
And  aye  on  Sundays  duly  nightly, 
I  on  the  questions  tairge  them'tightly, 
*TiU,  feith ;  wee  Davoc*8  grown  sae  gleg, 
(Tho*  scarcely  langer  than  my  1^) 
He*II  screed  you  aff  effectual  eaUingf 
As  fast  as  ony  in  the  dwalling. 

I've  nane  in  female  servant  station. 
Lord  keep  me  aye  free  a'  temptation  ! 
I  hae  nae  wife,  and  that  my  bliss  is, 
And  ye  hae  laid  nae  tax  on  misses ; 
For  weans  I'm  mair  than  weel  contented, 
Heaven  sent  me  ane  mair  than  I  wanted  : 
My  sonsie,  smirking,  dear-bought  Bess, 
She  stares  the  daddie  in  her  filce, 
Enough  of  ought  ye  like  but  grace. 
But  her,  my  bonny,  sweet,  wee  lady, 
I've  said  enough  for  her  already, 
And  if  ye  tax  her  or  her  mither, 
By  the  L — d  ye'se  get  them  a'  thegither ! 

And  now,  remember,  Mr.  Aiken, 
Nae  kind  of  license  out  I'm  taking. 
Thro'  dirt  and  dub  for  life  I'U  paulle. 
Ere  I  sae  dear  pay  for  a  saddle ; 
I've  sturdy  stnmpe,  the  Lord  be  thankit ! 
And  a*  my  gates  on  foot  I'll  shank  it. 

This  lint  wi'  my  ain  hand  I've  wrote  it, 
The  day  and  date  as  under  notet ; 
Then  know  all  ye  whom  it  opncems, 
iSubscrip.u  huic, 

ROBERT  BURNS. 


•  The  hindmost  on  the  r%ht-band,  in  tibe  pk)ugh. 


IMPROMPTU, 


OW  MM 


f  BinTH-DAT, 


4th  November,  179J. 

Old  Winter  with  his  frosty  beard. 
Thus  once  to  Jove  his  prayer  preferr'd ; 
"  What  have  I  done  of  all  the  year. 
To  bear  this  hated  doom  severe  ? 
My  cheerless  sons  no  pleasure  know ; 
Night's  horrid  car  dn^  dreary,  slow : 
My  dismal  months  no  joys  are  crowning, 
But  spleeny  English  hanging,  drowning. 

Now,  Jove,  for  once  be  mighty  civil ; 

To  omnterbalance  all  this  evil ; 

Give  me,  and  I've  no  more  to  say. 

Give  me  Maria's  natal  dav  ! 

That  brilliant  gift  will  so  enrich  me. 

Spring,  Summer,  Autumn  cannot  match  me  :*' 

'*  'Tis  done  !"  says  Jove ;  so  end)i  my  story, 

And  Winter  once  rejoiced  in  glory. 


ADDRESS  TO  A  LADY. 

Oh  wert  thou  in  the  cauld  bla»t. 

On  yonder  lea,  on  yonder  Ica, 
My  plaidie  to  the  angry  airt, 

I'd  shelter  thee,  I'd  shelter  tbee : 
Or  did  misfortune's  bitter  storms 

Around  thte  blaw,  around  thee  blaw, 
Thy  bield  should  be  my  bosum. 

To  share  it  a*,  to  share  it  a'. 

Or  were  I  in  the  wildest  waste, 

Sae  black  and  bare,  sue  blick  and  bar^ 
The  desert  were  a  paradise, 

If  thou  wert  there,  if  then  wert  there. 
Or  were  I  monarch  o*  the  glol)e, 

Wi'  thee  to  reigii,  wi'  thee  to  reign  ; 
The  brightest  jewel  iu  iny  crown 

Wad  be  my  queen,  wad  lie  my  queen. 


TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 


MISS  JESSY  L- 


,  or  DUM FKUS  ; 

WITH  BOOKS  WHICH  THE  BARE  rEESENTEO  HXI* 

Thine  be  the  volumes,  Jessy  fair, 
And  with  them  take  the  poet's  prayer ; 
That  fate  may  in  her  fairest  page, 
With  every  kindliest,  best  presage 
Of  future  bliss,  enrol  thy  name : 
With  native  worth,  and  spotless  fame. 
And  wakeful  caution,  still  aware 
Of  ill — but  chief,  man's  felon  snare ; 
All  blameless  juysi  on  earth  we  find. 
And  all  the  treasures  of  the  mind — 
These  be  thy  guardian  and  reward ; 
So  prayi  tfaj  fiuthful  ickad,  the  bard. 
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miimv  ox  THB  25th  jakuaat,  1793  thb 

METK-DAT  OF  THE  AUTHOfty  OV  HXAKIMO  A 
VHEUIH  IIMO  IX  A  MOKKIXO  WALK. 

SiVO  oo«  iwcct  thruith,  upon  ih»  Iraflen  boag1i» 
SiBg  on»  im'eet  bird,  I  Ii<%ten  to  thy  ttniji. 
Sec  ^;ed  Winter  *mid  his  lurly  reign. 

At  thy  biythe  oirol  dears  hi«  furroirwl  brow. 

60  in  lone  poverty**  dominion  dretr. 

Sits  meek  content  with  light  unsnxious  heart, 
Wdkwme*  the  rapid  moments,  bids  them  part, 

Kor  oaks  if  they  bring  augUt  to  hope  or  fear. 

I  thank  thee,  Anthor  of  this  opening  day  ! 

Thou  whose  bright  sun  now  gilds  yon  oricDt 
skies! 

Riches  denied,  thy  boon  was  purer  joys, 
^SHiat  wealth  could  nerer  give  nor  take  away ! 

Tet  come,  thou  child  of  poi'rrty  and  care. 
The  mite  high  heaven  bestowed,  that  mite  with 
thee  ril  share. 


EXTEMPORE, 

TO  MR.  S Z) 

OH  RXrU tlVG  TO  niKK  WITH  HIM,  AFTCR  HAV- 
IHO  BZKH  rROMISrn  THE  nRST  or  COM- 
rAKT,  AND  THE  FIRVT  OF  COOSERT,  17th 
DECEMSER,  1705. 

No  more  of  your  guests,  he  the}'  titl4^d  or  not. 
And  cookery  the  first  in  the  nation  : 

Who  is  proof  to  thy  pi'nmnil  ronvcr»e  and  wit, 
Is  proof  to  all  other  temptation. 


TO  MR.  S-.E. 

WITH  A  rRESKNT  OF  A  DOZEN  OF  PORTER. 

O  HAn  the  malt  tliy  strength  of  mind, 
Or  hops  the  flavour  of  thy  wit ; 

*Twere  drink  for  first  of  huumi  kind, 
A  gift  that  e*en  for  S — e  were  fit. 

Jerusalem  Tavern,  Dumfries. 


POEM, 

ADDRESSED  TO  MR.  MITCH LLL,  COLLRCTOR  0» 
EXCISE,  DL'MFKIEN,  1796. 

Friend  of  the  port,  tried  and  leal, 
Wha,  wanting  thee,  nught  licg  or  steal ; 
Alake,  alake,  the  nicikle  dcil, 

Wi*  a*  hl»  witches 
Are  at  i%  ^elpiu* !  jig  and  red, 

Iq  my  poor  poochcti 


T,  modcady,  fa*  iuu  wad  hint  it, 
That  one  pound  one,  I  sairly  want  it ; 
If  wi*  th«  hinie  down  ye  send  it. 

It  wouU  be  kind ; 
And  while  my  heart  wi*  life-blood  duntcd 

rd  bear't  in  mind. 

So  may  the  auld  j'ear  gang  out  moaning 
To  sec  the  new  come  laden,  groaning, 
Wi'  double  plenty  o*er  the  loaning 

To  thee  and  thine  ; 
Domestic  peace  and  comforts  crowning 

The  hail  design. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Yk*ve  heard  this  while  how  IVe  been  licket* 
And  by  fell  death  was  nearly  nicket : 
Grim  loon  !  he  gat  me  by  the  fecket. 

And  aair  roe  sheuk ; 
But,  by  guid  luck,  I  lap  a  wicket. 

And  turn*d  a  neuk. 

But  by  that  hedth,  Tve  got  a  share  o't. 
And  by  that  life  Vm  promised  mair  o*t. 
My  hale  and  weel  TU  tak*  a  care  o*t 

A  tentier  way : 
Then  farewell  folly,  hide  and  hair  o*t. 

Fur  auce  and  aye. 


SEKT  TO  A  GENTLEMAN  WHOM  HE  BA9 
OFFENDED. 

The  friend  whom  wild  from  wisdom's  way, 
The  fumes  of  wine  infuriate  send  ; 

(Not  moony  madness  more  astray) 
Who  but  deplores  that  hapless  friend  ? 

Wine  was  th'  insensate  frensied  part. 
Ah  why  should  I  such  scenes  outlive ! 

Scenes  so  abhorrent  to  my  heart ! 
*Tii  thiue  to  pity  and  forgive. 


POEM  ON  LIFE, 

addressed  to  colonel  DB  FETSTim, 

DI7MFR.IE8,  1796. 

My  honoured  colonel,  deep  I  feel 
Your  int«Test  in  the  poet's  weal ; 
Ah  !  how  sma'  heart  hae  I  to  speel 

The  steep  Pamaasus, 
Surrounded  thus  by  bolus  pill. 

And  potion  glasses. 

O  what  a  cauty  world  were  it. 

Would  pain  and  care,  and  sickness  spare  it : 

And  fortune,  favour,  worth,  and  merit, 

As  they  deserve ; 
(And  aye  a'  rowth,  roast  beef  and  claret ; 

8yi»  whft  woaU  flant)  ? 
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DtBM  lile,  tho*  fiction  out  may  trick  lier. 
And  in  pute  gem*  and  inppery  deck  her ; 
Oh !  flickerii^,  fteble,  and  nnsicker 

i*v»  found  her  ttin. 
Ay*  wavering  like  the  willovr  wicker, 

'Tween  good  and  ill. 

Then  that  curst  carmagnole,  auld  Satan, 
Watchet  like  batidrona  by  a  rattan, 
Our  sinfu*  muI  to  get  a  daut  on 

Wi*  felon  ire ; 
S}'ne,  whip  !  hia  tail  ye*ll  ne*cr  cant  aaut  on, 

He'a  aff  like  fire. 

Ah  Nick  !  ah  Nick,  it  is  na  fair. 
First  »howiog  us  the  tempting  ware. 
Bright  wines  and  bonnie  lapses  rjre. 

To  put  us  daft ; 
Syne  weave  unseen  thy  spider's  snare 

O  heirs  darnnM  waft« 

Poor  man,  the  flic,  aft  biazes  by, 
And  aft  as  chance  he  comes  thee  nigh. 
Thy  auld  damn*d  elbow  yeuks  wi*  joy, 

And  hellish  pleasure ; 
Already  in  thy  £uicy*s  eye. 

Thy  sicker  treasure. 

Soon  heeU  o'er  gowdic  !  in  he  gangs. 
And  like  a  sheep-head  on  a  tangx. 
Thy  girning  laugh  enjoys  his  pangs 

And  murdering  wrestle, 
As  dangling  in  the  wind  he  hangs 

A  gibbet's  tassel 

But  lest  you  tliink  I  am  uncivil, 

To  plague  you  with  this  draunting  drivel. 

Abjuring  a*  intentions  evil, 

I  quat  my  pen ; 
The  Lord  preser\'e  u^  irae  the  devil ! 

Amen!  amen! 


'   ADDRESS  TO  THE  TOOTH-ACHE. 

Mr  curse  upon  your  venom'd  stang, 
That  shoots  my  tortur'd  gums  alang  ; 
And  thro*  my  lugs  gies  mony  a  twang, 

Wi*  gnawing  vengeance ; 
Tearing  my  nerves  wi'  bitter  pang, 

Like  racking  engines ! 

When  fevers  bum,  or  ague  freezes. 
Rheumatics  gnaw,  or  cholic  squeeses ; 
Our  neighbour's  sj-mpathy  may  ease  us, 

Wi*  pitying  moan ; 
But  thee — thou  hell  o*  a  diseases, 

Aye  mocks  our  groan ! 

Adown  my  beard  the  slavers  trickle ; 
I  throw  the  wee  stools  o*er  the  meikle, 
As  round  the  fire  the  gigleis  keckle, 

To  tee  me  loup ; 
While  raving  mad,  I  wish  a  heckle 

Were  in  their  doop. 


O*  a*  the  nnm'rooi  human  dooli, 
111  har*sts,  daft  bargains,  euUy  Uoolt, 
Or  worthy  friends  raked  i'  the  moola. 

Sad  sight  to  see ! 
The  tricks  o*  knaves  or  fiuh  o*  fools. 

Thou  bcar'st  the 


Where*er  that  place  be,  priests  ca*  hell. 
Whence  a*  the  tones  o*  mis*ry  yell, 
And  ranked  plagues  their  numbers  tell. 

In  dreadfu*  raw, 
Thou,  Tooth-acre,  surely  bear*st  the  bcQ, 

Amang  them  a' ! 

O  thou  grim  minchief-makiog  chiel. 
That  gars  the  notes  o*  discord  squeel, 
*Tiil  daft  mankind  aft  dance  a  reel 

In  gore  a  shoe-thick  ;«- 
Gie  a'  the  faes  o*  Scotland's  weel 

A  towmood's  Tooth-Adtf, 


TO  ROBERT  GRAHAM,  Esa 

cp  rixTJiv, 

OS  ftECEXVIKG  A  FAVOCE. 

I  CAT.T.  no  goddesH  to  inspire  my  strains, 
A  fabled  Musr  may  suit  a  bard  that  feigns ; 
Fnend  of  my  life  !  my  ardent  spirit  bums. 
And  all  the  tribute  of  my  heart  returns. 
For  boons  acconlcd,  goodness  e\'er  new, 
The  gift  still  dearer  as  the  giver  you. 

Thou  orb  of  day  !  thou  other  paler  light ! 
And  all  ye  many  sparkling  star^  of  night ; 
If  aught  that  giver  from  my  mind  efEu« ; 
If  1  that  givcr*8  bounty  e'er  disgrace  ; 
Then  roll  to  me,  along  your  wandering  sphere^ 
Only  to  number  out  a  villain's  years ! 


EPITAPH  ON  A  FRIEND. 

An  honest  man  here  lies  at  rent. 
As  e'er  God  with  his  image  ble«t. 
The  friend  of  man,  the  fnend  of  truth ; 
The  fnend  of  age,  and  guide  of  youth  : 
Few  hearts  like  his,  with  virtue  warm'd. 
Few  heads  with  knowledge  so  inform'd  : 
If  there's  another  world,  he  lives  in  bliss ; 
If  there  is  none,  he  made  the  best  of  this. 


1 


A  GRACE  BEFORE  DINNER, 

O  Thoit,  who  kindly  dost  provide 

For  ev'ry  creature's  want ! 
We  bless  thee,  God  of  nature  wide^ 

For  all  thy  goodness  lent ; 
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if  it 
Bm 


I. 

iri& 


10  XT  aSAft  AKO  MUCB  BOWODEKS  FKlBlfS^ 

BfB&  DUNLOP,  OF  DUNLOP, 


ov  inrtiBiiJTT. 

miffiUad,  euMt  tnl?  taD ; 

wini  hoffitm  mBlBiiift 
hMl  ilao  known  toowdl! 


BhI 


8nU 


,  behold  tbi  %, 
ia  Um  •uuiy  ray ; 
•weep  o*cr  tite  TaUey, 
ffoetnte  on  tite  eUjr. 


Hmt  tiki  iMoMmIi  dMfili 

TaDiflff  o*er  lui  little  joys  I 

Ifaplf  Pirf!  npref  tiM 

To  tMli  pirtte  of  ^  ddea. 


Dearijr  bought  the 
Finer  fNlnin  can 

Chonli  tiint  TUirata  I 
Thrill  the  deepeit 


tnumtf 


A  VERSE, 

coMvof XD  Aim  unAnen  xr  Bvnvff  «o 
MAmn  OF  THS  Bouati  ov  TAsnra 

AT  A  FLAGS  »  «HB  ■SOSLAIIM  WMEt 

HAD  Bcsif  BoamAmLT  smsBSAmm 

Waxir  death*!  dark  atream  I  lirry  o'er ; 

A  time  that  loralf  ehaU  eene  ; 
In  hearen  itHl^  m  aik  no  moi% 

ThanjnitaHifhIand 


•*■ 


IM|<||M>M*MM»IMIl«l>*l>«»»MMI<a»IM<»>«l*l»«l«tW«IMI<««>«i»W»»«l«»»l«W»^^ 


ADDITIONAL  PIECES  OF  POETRY, 

J^Mi  HU  RiUQUsa,  PmUUk§d  in  1808, 


BY  BfR.  CROBIEK. 


[TxiMilribntiooa  were  poured  eo  eopioaaly  upon  Dr.  Carrie  that  uleetioa  bienMndnlf,  aaiko 
pit  arfli  aeveral  intereitinf  pieoee  both  in  proee  and  rerae,  which  would  have  done  honour  to 
li»  pMlfa  memory :  Bat  beiidee  these  there  were  other  pieeee  extant^  wUflh  did  not  oomo 
Ae  Doctor*!  notice :  AH  of  them,  both  of  the  rejected  and  dieeofwed  dawription,  haro 
been  collected  and  published  by  Mr.  Cromek,  whose  penonal  deftion  to  the  Foel^  and 
to  the  poetry  of  his  country,  rendered  him  a  most  aesidnona  ooDoetar.  The  ■^■*^**f' 
of  poetry  so  collected  and  published  by  Cromek,  are  given  harOi  Tki  additttnil 
ipi  —w^ndence,  taken  from  the  Rdiquee  and  his  mora  lUcent  pubBoBlin^  '*  Mill 
tiA  8oogs»**  win  each  appear  in  the  proper  phux.] 


ELEGY 

ov 

MB.  WILLIAM  CREECH, 
nooxaiLLSx,  smvnuBas. 


AiriA  cknekie  jRedkiVs  *  sair  distrest^ 
Diva  dnape  her  anee  weal  bnmiik*! 
Mii  Jiy  kit  bonie  boakit  nest 

Can  yield  ava, 
Hwdnbwbird  that  she  loe*s  beet, 

WilHa*a«~' 


•  Idlnlyuiihi 


O  Winie  waa  a  witty  wight, 
And  had  o*  thinca  an  nnoo*  dight ; 
Anld  Reekie  ay  ha  kaepit  t^ht, 

Andtrvaa'bftwt 
But  now  they'll  bosk  her  like  a  fright^ 

Willie*a  awa ! 


m. 

The  sti&it  o*  them  a*  he  bow'd, 
Thebanldest  o'  them  a'  heoow'd ; 
They  dnrit  nae  mair  than  he  aOow'd, 

That  waa  a  law  : 
We*Te  kMt  a  biikii  wael  woeth  gowd, 

Willii'iiwil 
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TV. 

Ko'.v  gawkies,  taw|)lo!t,  ^owkt  anil  fjols*, 
Fr:ic  c(>Ut^e«  and  bairdin^  Hchools 
May  aprout  like  limmer  puddock-»tool< 

In  glen  or  nhuw  ; 
He  wlia  could  brush  them  down  to  mooh 

Willie*t  awa ! 

V. 

The  breth*ren  o'  the  Commerce-Chaumer  * 
May  mourn  their  loss  wi*  doolfu*  clamour ; 
He  was  a  dictbnar  and  grammar 

Amai^f  them  a* ; 
I  fear  they'll  now  mak  mony  a  atammer 

Willie's  awa ! 

VI. 
Nae  mair  wa  sae  his  leree  door 
Philosophera  and  Poets  pour,t 
And  toothy  critics  by  tht  soora 

In  bloody  raw ! 
The  adjuUnt  o'  a*  the  core 

WilUe*s  twa ! 

VIL 
Iilow  worthy  G        y*^  latin  ^ue, 

T r's  and  G  *s  modest  graee ; 

M<K e»  S 1,  such  a  brace 

As  Rome  ne'er  saw ; 
They  a'  maun  meet  some  ither  place, 

Willie's  awa ! 

VIII. 
Poor  Bums— «*en  Scotch  drink  canna  quickeoy 
He  cheeps  like  some  bewildered  chiekeo, 
Scar'd  frae  it's  mionie  and  the  deckin 

By  hoodie-craw ; 
Griefs  gien  his  heart  an  unco  kickin, 

Willie's  awa ! 

IX. 
Now  ev*ry  sour-mon*d  grinin*  blellam, 
And  Calvin's  fock,  are  fit  to  fell  him ; 
And  self-conceited  critic  skellnm 

His  quill  may  draw ; 
He  wha  could  brawlie  wavd  their  bdlum 

Willie's  awa ! 

X. 

Up  wimpling  stately  Tweed  Pre  sped. 
And  Eden  scenes  on  crystal  Jed, 
And  Ettriok  banks  now  roaring  red 

While  tempests  blaw ; 
But  every  joy  and  pleasure's  fled 

Willie's  awa ! 

XL 
l^Iay  I  be  nlander's  common  speech ; 
A  text  for  in£uny  to  preach ; 


•  The  Chamber  of  Commtroe  of  Edinbuigli  of  wfaleh 
Mr.  C.  WM  S«?T«ury. 

t  Many  literary  i:«itleinen  wcfs  aseuslomed  to  mast 
at  Mr.  CTMch*!  houw  at  bceakCMt.  Bums  oilea  met 
with  them  thef  e,  when  he  ealled,  and  hence  the  name 
QiUvtt. 


And  ]a«tt\%  ttreeklt  out  to  hteaeh 

In  winter  snaw ; 
When  I  for^t  thee !  Wit.lis  Crkkck, 

Tho*  &r  awa  \ 

• 

XII. 
May  never  wicked  fortune  touile  htm ! 
May  never  wicked  men  bamboosle  him  ' 
Until  a  pow  as  auld's  Methusalem ! 

He  canty  daw  ! 
Then  to  the  h1e«sed,  New  Jerusalem 

Fleet  wing  awa ! 


ELEGY 

ox 
PEG  NICHOLSON.  • 

'VtiQ  NiciioLsoK  was  a  good  bay  mare^ 
As  ever  trode  on  airn ; 
But  now  she's  floating  down  the  Nith* 
And  past  the  Mouth  o*  Cairn. 

Peg  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  mare, 
Aiid  rode  thro*  thick  and  thin  ; 
But  now  she>  floating  down  the  Nith, 
And  wanting  even  the  skin. 

P^  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  mare, 
And  ance  she  bore  a  priett ; 
But  now  she's  flcuiting  down  the  Nith, 
For  Solway  fish  a  feast. 

Peg  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  mare, 
Aiid  the  priest  he  rode  her  sair  : 
And  much  oppressed  and  bruised  sthe  was ; 
*-As  priest-rid  cattle  are,  &c.  Sec 


ODE  TO  LIBERTY. 

{Imperfect), 

[la  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  the  poet  says  :.«The  nib. 
ieet  is  LiaRSTY  t  You  know,  my  honoursd  fHmd 
how  dear  the  theme  Is  to  me.  I  dettfn  it  an  irrcgu* 
Jar  Ode  for  General  Washington's  birth-day.  After 
having  mentlooed  the  demersey  of  other  RliMdons 
1  oome  to  Scotland  thus] : 

Thxi,  Caledonia,  thy  wild  heaths  among. 
Thee,  &med  for  martial  deed  and  sacred  song, 

To  thee  I  turn  with  swimmiu:;  ryes  ; 
Where  is  that  soul  of  freedom  fled  ? 
Immingled  with  the  iniglity  (load  ! 

Beneath  that  hallowed  tarf  where  Wallace 
lies! 


•  Mamret  Nicholson,  the  rosidae,whoiwviiitaticas 
Tsry  mudi  alarmed  George  the  Third  for  liiii  life,    la 

namtaf  tbdr  steeds,  the  poet  and  his  fnend  Nkol  Msm 
to  have  had  •  nccftrsnce.  in  the  w*y  of  doiiw  honour, 
of  epuise,  for  &e  worthies  who  had  used  frssdon  widl 
both  priest  and  kiiy. 
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Httr  it  not,  Wallacc,  in  tliy  bed  of  death  ! 

Ye  babbling  winds,  in  lilence  sweep ; 

Disturb  not  ye  the  hero's  sleep, 
Kor  give  the  coward  secret  breath.— 

Is  thb  the  power  in  freedom**  war 

That  wont  to  bid  the  battle  rage  ? 
Behold  that  eye  which  »hot  iromortal  hate. 

Crushing  the  despot*  s  proudest  bearing. 
That  arm  which,  nerved  with  thundering  fate. 

Braved  usurpation's  boUlMt  daring  ! 
One  quenched  in  darknom  like  the  sinking  star. 
And  one  the  palsied  arm  of  tottering,  powerlew 


A  PRAYER— IN  DISTRESS. 

O  THOU  Great  Being !  what  thou  art 

Surpasses  me  to  know  ; 
Yet  sure  I  am,  that  known  to  thee 

Are  all  thy  works  below. 

Thy  creature  here  before  thee  stands, 

All  wretched  and  diittrest ; 
Yet  sure  thow  ills  that  wring  my  soul 

Obey  thy  high  behest. 

Sure  Thou,  Almighty,  canst  not  act 

From  crueltv  or  wrath  : 
O,  free  my  weary  eyes  from  tears. 

Or  close  them  fast  in  death ! 

Bat  if  I  muxt  afflicted  be. 

To  ruit  some  wise  desiign  ; 
Then  man  my  soul  with  firm  resolves 

To  bear  and  nut  repine ! 


A  PRAYER, 

Wrkv  faintixg  fits,  and  other  alahmikg 

STMrrOMS  OF  a  PLKURISY  OE  80MK  OTHER 
DAXOBROITS  DISORDER,  WHICH  INDEED 
STILL  THREATENS  MC,  FIRST  FL'T  NATURE 
ON  THE  ALARM. 

O  THor  nnknown,  Almighty  Cause 

Of  all  my  hope  and  fear  ! 
In  whose  dread  presence,  ere  an  hour. 

Perhaps  I  must  appear. 

If  I  hxve  wanderM  in  those  paths 

Of  life  I  ought  to  shun ; 
As  immeihinff,  loudly,  in  my  breast, 

Remonstrates  I  have  done ; 

Thou  know*st  that  Thou  hast  formed  me 

With  passions  wild  and  strong ; 
And  listening  to  their  witching  voice 

Has  often  led  me  wrong. 

yfhtft  homan  weakneu  has  eome  ■hortj 
Or  fmiitf  itcpt  tsidi^ 


Do  Thou,  AU  Good!  for  meli  llioa  irt. 
In  shades  of  darkness  hide. 

Where  with  inUntitm  I  have  crr'd, 

No  other  plea  I  have. 
But,  Thou  art  good ;  and  goodncM  still 

Delighteth  to  forgive. 


DESPONDENCY: 

A  HTMK. 

Wjir  am  I  loth  to  leave  this  earthly  scene ! 

Have  I  so  found  it  full  of  pleasing  charms  ! 
Some  drops   of  joy  with  draughts  of  ill  be- 
tween : 

Some    gleams   of   sunshine   *mid  renewii^p 
storms: 
Is  it  departing  pangs  my  soul  alarms  ? 

Or  death's  unlovely,  dreary,  dark  abode  ? 
For  guilt,  for  guilt,  my  tcrront  are  in  arms ; 

I  tremble  to  approach  an  angry  Goo, 
And  justly  Mnirt  beneath  his  sin-avenging  rod. 

Fain  would  I  say,  '  Forgive  my  foul  offisnoe  I* 

Fain  promise  never  more  to  disobey  ; 
But,  should  my  author  health  again  dispense, 

Again  I  might  desert  fiir  virtue's  way ; 
Again  in  folly's  path  might  go  astray  ; 

Again  exalt  the  brute  and  sink  the  man ; 
Then  how  should  I  for  heavenly  mercy  pray, 

Who  aut  so  counter  heivcnly  mercy's  phm  ? 
\V\\o  sin  M  oft  have  mourn'd  yet  to  temptation 
ran? 

0  Tliou,  great  governor  of  all  below  ! 

If  I  may  dare  a  lifted  eye  to  Thee, 
Thy  nod  can  make  the  tempest  cease  to  blow^ 

Or  Ktill  the  tumult  of  the  raging  sea ; 
With  that  controling  pow'r  assist  ev*n  me, 

Those  headlong  furious  passions  to  confine ; 
For  all  unfit  I  feel  my  powers  to  be. 

To  rule  their  torrent  in  th*  allowed  line, 
0,  aid  mc  with  thy  help,  Omnipottnce  Divuuf 


LINES  ON  RELIGION. 

"  'TIs  thig,  my  friend,  that  itreaka  our  morning 

bright ; 
*Tis  thist  that  gilds  the  horror  of  onr  night ! 
Wlien  wealth  forsakes  us,  and  when  friends  are 

few; 
Wlien  friends  are  faithless,  or  when  foes  pnrsoe ; 
*Tix  thit  that  wards  the  blow,  or  stills  the  smarty 
Disarms  affliction,  or  repels  its  dart : 
Within  the  breast  bids  purest  raptures  rise, 
Bids  smiling  coiucience  spread  her  doodkm 

skies,'* 


POEMS. 
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EPISTLES  IN  VERSE 


TO  J.  LAPllAIK. 

Sept.  \2th,  1785. 

GuiD  speed  an'  furder  to  you  JoKoy, 
Gttid  health,  hale  han\  an*  weather  bony  ; 
Now  when  ye're  nickan  down  fu*  camiy 

The  staff  o*  bread. 
May  ye  ne'er  want  a  stoup  o'  brany 

To  clear  your  head. 

May  Boreas  never  thresh  your  rig», 
Nor  kick  your  ricklea  aff  their  lega, 
Sendin*  the  atuff  o'er  muir»  an'  liajjga 

Like  drivin*  wrack ; 
But  may  the  tapmaat  grain  that  wag^ 

Come  to  the  lack. 

I'm  bixiie  too,  an'  ukclpin*  at  it, 
])ut  bitter,  daudin  thon-eni  hae  wat  iti 
Sar  my  auld  ttumpie  fien  I  gat  it 

Wi'  muckle  wark, 
An*  took  my  jocteleg  •  an'  whatt  it, 

Like  onv  dark. 

• 

It's  now  twa  month  that  I'm  your  debtor, 
For  vour  braw,  nameU»»*,  dateless  letter, 
Abusiu'  me  for  harsh  ill  nature 

On  holy  men, 
While  dcil  a  hair  your*l  ye're  better, 

But  mair  profane. 

But  let  the  kirk-folk  rinc:  their  bells, 
Let's  sing  about  our  noble  veU  ; 
AVe'll  cry  nae  jads  frae  heathen  hills 

To  help,  or  roose  na. 
But  browster  wives  f  an*  whisky  stills. 

They  are  the  musct. 

Your  friendship  Sir,  I  winna  quat  it, 

An*  if  ye  mak*  objections  at  it, 

Then  han'  in  nieve  some  day  we'll  knot  it| 

An*  witness  take. 
An*  when  wi*  Usquabac  we've  wat  it 

It  winna  break. 

But  if  the  beast  and  branks  he  rpar'd 
Till  kye  lie  gaun  without  the  herd. 
An*  a'  the  vittel  in  the  yard, 

An'  theekit  right, 
I  mean  your  ingle-side  to  guard 

Ae  winter  night. 

Then  mu^e-inspirin*  aqua-vita 

ShaU  make  w  baith  sae  blythe  an'  witty, 

Till  ye  forget  ye're  auld  an*  gatty, 

An*  be  as  cantv 
Ai  ye  were  nine  year  less  than  thrett)*, 

Sweet  ane-an'-twenty. 


Bot  atooki  ire  cowpit  •  «i'  iImUm^ 
An*  now  the  sioa  keeks  in  ihe  wctt 
Then  I  maun  rin  tmang  the  rest 

An*  quat  my  chanter ; 
Sae  I  subscribe  myael  in  haste, 

Your's,  Rab  the  Ranter* 


TO  Tin 

REV.  JOHN  M'MATH, 

IKCLOSIKO  A  COrV  OV  HOLY  WILLIK's  rKATSBf 
WHICH  HC  HAD  KEQUISTED. 

Sept.  Mik,  1785. 

While  at  the  stook  the  shearers  cow*r 
To  shun  the  bitter  blaudiu  »how*r. 
Or  in  golravagef  rinnin  scow'r 

To  pass  the  timCf 
To  you  I  dedicate  the  hour 

In  idle  rhxme. 

My  musie,  tir'd  wi'  mony  a  sonnet 

On  gown,  an'  ban*,  an*  douse  black  tionoeC» 

Is  grown  right  eerie  now  she's  done  it, 

Le«t  they  shou'd  blame  ha. 
An'  rouse  their  holy  thunder  on  it 

'  An'l  anathem  her. 

I  own  'twas  ra!«h,  an*  rather  hardy. 
That  I,  a. simple,  countra  bardic, 
Shou'd  meddle  wi'  a  pack  sae  sturdy, 

Wha,  if  they  ken  mt. 
Can  ea^,  wi'  a  single  wonlie. 

Louse  h-11  npon  me. 


But  I  gae  mad  at  their  grimaces. 
Their  sighan,  canUn,  grace-proud  Ue», 
Their  three-mile  prayers,  an  hauf-mile  grace% 
I  Their  razan  conscience 

Whaws  greed,  revenge,  an'  pride  disgraces 

Waur  nor  their  nonsense. 


There's  Gaun,  \  roiska't  waur  than  a  beaatii 
Wha  has  mair  honor  in  his  breast 
Than  mony  scores  as  guid's  the  priest 

Wha  sae  abus't  him. 
An'  may  a  bard  no  crack  his  je»t 

What  way  they've  uac't  hi 

See  him,  J  the  poor  man's  friend  in  need, 
The  gentleman  in  word  an'  deed. 
An'  shall  his  fame  an'  honour  bleea 

By  worthless  skellamsy 
An'  not  a  muse  erect  her  head 

To  cowe  the  bidlums  ? 


«Mi 


•  /oe<«/<r— a  knlfl^ 
t  Bnwtttr  wIvrfwAlelMHM  wivea, 


•  Cowprf— Tumbled  over. 

t  9M/rai«^— Running  in  a  confused,  disonwrlf 
manner,  llkn  boys  when  leaving  school. 

*  Osvin  Hamilton,  Ktq. 

II  llie  |ioec  has  Introduced  the  two  first  lines  of  thM 
stansa  into  the  tiediuation  of  his  works  10  Mr*  Hamlli 
too. 


M 


BURNS'  WORKS. 


O  Pdpe,  bad  I  ihy  ittire*t  darts 
To  gie  tht  meals  their  dcterta, 
Td  rip  their  rotten,  hoUow  hearts, 

An'teUakmd 
Their  jo|;gliii'  hocns-pocns  arts 

To  cheat  the  crowd. 

God  knows,  l*m  no  the  thing  I  shoa*d  be. 
Nor  am  I  er'n  the  thing  I  coa*d  be. 
But  twenty  timas,  I  rather  wou'd  be 

An  atheist  dean. 
Than  nnder  goipd  ooloors  hid  be 

Just  for  a  screen. 

An  honest  man  may  like  a  glass, 
An  honest  man  may  like  a  lass. 
Bat  mean  rairenge,  an*  malice  fause 

He*ll  stiU  disdain. 
An'  then  cry  leal  for  gospel  laws, 

Like  some  we  ken. 

They  take  rdigion  in  their  month ; 
They  talk  o*  mercy,  grace,  an'  troth. 
For  what  ?  to  gie  their  malace  tkouth 

On  some  puir  wigb^ 
An*  bunt  him  down,  o*er  right  an'  ruth, 

To  ruin  ttreight. 

An  hail,  religion !  maid  divine ! 
Pardon  a  mnse  sae  mean  as  mine, 
Who  in  her  roogh  imperfect  line 

Tiios  daurv  to  name  thee 
To  stigmatise  falie  friends  of  thine 

Can  ne'er  de£une  thee. 

Tho'  blotch't  an*  foul  wi*  mooy  a  stain. 

An'  Ur  unworthy  of  thy  train. 

With  trembling  voice  I  tune  my  strain 

To  join  with  thoH.*, 
Who  boldly  dare  thy  cause  maintain 

In  spite  of  foes  : 

In  spite  0*  crowds,  in  spite  o'  molNi, 
In  s|Mte  of  undermining  jobs. 
In  spite  o*  dark  banditti  stabs 

At  worth  an*  merit, 
By  seonndrels,  even  wi'  holy  robes. 

But  hellish  spirit 

O  Ayr,  my  dear,  my  native  ground, 
Withm  thy  prcsbyterial  bound 
A  candid  lib'ral  band  is  found 

Of  public  teachers. 
As  men,  as  Christians  too  renown'd 

An'  manly  preachers. 

Sir,  in  that  circle  you  are  nam*d ; 
Sir,  in  that  circle  you  are  fam'd  ; 
An'  some,  by  whom  your  doctrine's  blain'd, 

(Which  gies  you  honor) 
Sven  Sir,  by  them  your  heart's  esteem'd. 

An'  winning-manner. 

Ptedon  this  freedom  I  have  ta*en, 
An*  if  impertinent  Tvc  been, 


Impute  it  not^  good  Sir,  in  ane 

Whase  heart  ne'er  wrang'd  ye. 
But  to  liis  utmost  would  befriend 

Ought  that  belang'd  ye. 


TO  GAVIN  HAMILTON,  Esq. 

MAUCHUXl. 
(RKCOMMXMDIirO  A  BOT). 

MoigavUUf  Majf  S,  1780. 
I  HOLD  it.  Sir,  my  bounden  duty 
To  warn  you  bow  that  Master  Tootie, 

Aliasi  Laiid  M'Gaun,* 
Was  here  to  hire  yon  lad  away 
'Bout  whom  ye  spak  the  tither  day. 

An'  wad  hae  don't  aff  ban' : 
But  lest  he  learn  the  callan  tricks, 

As  foith  I  mnckle  doubt  him, 
Like  scrapin'  out  auld  Crummie's  n**'^, 
An'  tellin'  lies  about  them ; 
As  lieve  then  I'd  have  then. 

Your  clerkship  he  should  sair. 
If  sae  be,  ye  may  be 
Not  fitted  otherwhere. 

Altho'  I  aay't,  he's  gleg  enough. 

An*  'bout  a  house  that's  rude  an'  rough, 

The  boy  might  learn  to  swear; 
But  then  wi'  you,  hell  be  sae  taught. 
An*  get  sic  fair  example  stranght, 

I  hae  ns  ony  fear.  • 
Ye'Ii  C3tccliijw  him  every  quirk. 

An'  shore  him  weel  wi'  hdl; 

An*  gar  him  follow  to  the  kirk 

— Ay  when  ye  gang  younel. 
U  ye  then,  maun  be  then 

Froe  hame  this  comin  FKday, 
Tlien  ])Iea<<e  Sir,  to  lea'e  Sir, 
The  orders  wi*  your  lady. 

5f y  word  of  honour  I  hae  gien. 

In  I^aisley  John's,  that  night  at  e'en. 

To  meet  the  WarlcTs 
To  try  to  get  the  twa  to  gree. 
An*  name  the  aides  f  an'  the  fee. 

In  legal  mode  an*  form  : 
I  ken  he  weel  a  Sniek  can  draw. 

When  simple  bodies  let  1dm  j 
An*  if  a  Devil  be  at  a', 

In  faith  he's  sure  to  get  him. 
To  phrase  jrou  an'  praise  you. 

Ye  ken  your  Laureat  scorns : 
The  pray'r  still,  you  share  ■till, 
Of  grateful  Minstul  Bvens. 


•Master  Tootie  then  Uved  in  MauchUne;  a  dealer 
in  Cows.  Itwasbisoommonpnctieetocatthenicka 
or  markings  from  the  horns  of  cattle,  to  diMuiss  their 
age.  — He  was  an  artftU  trkk-oontriTinf  chsneter; 
hence  he  is  called  a  Sntek'drawer.  In  the  msc^ 
"  ^'«'*«  *?  /A?  J^r  he  ityks  that  M«uit  pcrsooife 


••  Addreu  to  the  DeU,*  he  sty] 

an  auld,  niet^nuHH^  dof  f 

1    t  The JMe^^SSmmm 


TO  MR.  M'ADAM, 

OF  CAAIOXN-QILLAK, 


POSMS. 

My  goow-qnin  too  ra^  k  to  tdl  •& 


IM  AKtWIE  TO  AN  OBLIOIVO  LRTn  RS  flVT 

IN  THK  COMMZNCEMENT  OF  UT  rOSTXO 

CAR  EXE. 

SiE,  o'er  *  gill  I  gat  your  card, 

I  trow  it  made  me  proud  ; 
Set  wha  taka  notice  o*  the  bard ! 

I  lap  and  cry'd  fu'  loud. 

Now  deil-ma-care  about  their  jaw. 

The  tenaeless,  gawky  million  ; 
111  cock  my  nose  aboon  them  a\ 

Tm  rooa'd  by  Craigen-Gillaa ! 

'Twas  noble,  Sir ;  'twas  like  yourteU 

To  grant  your  high  protection : 
A  great  man's  amilc,  ye  ken  fu*  wtS^ 

Is  ay  a  blest  infection. 

Tho*,  by  his  •  banes  wha  in  a  tab 

Match'd  Macedonian  Sandy ! 
On  my  ain  legs  thro*  dirt  and  dub, 

I  independent  stand  ay.— 

And  when  those  legs  to  gude,  wirm  kiOf 

Vl^*  welcome  canna  bear  me  ; 
A  lee  dyke-Aide,  a  «ybuw-to.iI, 

And  barlcy-sconc  shall  cheer  me. 

Heaven  spare  you  laii^  to  kiss  the  bretfll 

O*  mony  flow'ry  siiiiniei's  ! 
And  blcM  your  bonie  lasbcs  baitb, 

I'm  tald  they're  loosome  kimmtrt ! 

And  God  bless  yoang  Duaatkin*!  lairdy 

The  bloKSom  of  our  gentry  I 
And  may  he  wear  an  auld  man*t  bcodi 

A  credit  to  his  countr}'. 


Bestowed  on  y«nr  MiTEat,  tht  PotI  | 
Wouki  to  God  I  had  OBt  like  a  bitm  of  li»  Mb 
And  then  oil  the  worU,  Sir»  ihonU  kiovill 


TO  CAPTAIN  RIDDEL, 

gleneiddel* 

(xxteupoee  links  ok  eztdexno  ▲ 
xbwspapbe). 

Silisland,  Monday  Etening, 

YouE  news  and  review,  Sir,  I've  read  through 
and  throiigh.  Sir, 

With  little  admiring  or  blaming  : 
The  papers  are  barren  of  honu>-newe  or  foitigni 

No  murders  or  rapes  worth  the  naming. 

Our  friends  the  reviewers,  those  chippen  and 
hewers. 

Are  judges  of  mortar  and  stone,  Sir  | 
Bnt  of  meett  or  unmmtt  in  a  fabric  campfd9t 

ril  boldly  prononnoe  they  Are  none^  Sir* 


TO  TERRAUGHTY,* 

OV  BIl  UBm-OAT. 

Health  to  the  Blaxwelh*  ▼et'na  Ghkf  1 
Health,  ay  onioar'd  by  eirt  or  grkf  t 
Inapii'd,  I  tiini*d  FateTf  tybO  ka( 

Thii  natoi  flion» 
I  aee  thy  lift  ia  atoff  o'  pM, 

Scareequitoliitf* 

Thb  day  thou  iMt«  threaaeort  eterM, 
And  I  can  tell  that  bonntaoqa  HeavM 
(The  aacoiid  aiglit.  yt  ken,  ia  girea 

To  ilka  Poet) 
On  thee  a  tack  o'  aeren  timea  aerea 

WiU  yet  beatoir  it 


If  enviona  backieB  new  wi' 

Thy  lengthcB*d  day*  on  thia  Uest  mamw. 

May  deMlation'a  lang-teeth'd  harrow, 

Nine  milea  aa  Immht, 
Rake  thcnit  like  Sodom  and  Gomorrahy 

Inbrunatano 


But  for  thy  frienda,  and  tlicy  are  mooj, 
Baith  honest  men  and  laaaca  boaicb 
May  eouthie  fortune,  kind  and  eaanie* 

Inaodal  glce^ 
Wi*  mominga  Uythe  and  e'eninga  fanny 

Bleaa  tbfln  tnd  thaa. 

Farwecl,  anU  birkie  1  LordbtMMr7% 
And  then  the  Deil  be  danma  alaar  y 
Your  friaada  ay  love,  yonr  foaa  ay  foar  f% 

For  BM,  akaiDi  fi*  ■% 
If  neiat  wf  baart  I  dinna  wear  yo 

While  Bvmmtkqrti^ 


THE  VOWELS  i 

A  TALI. 

'TwAa  where  the  birch  aad  aouidIa|r  ^^^ 
are  ply*d. 
The  noisy  domicile  of  pedant  pride ; 
Where  ignorance  her  aarkaaJEg  Taicrar  throwi^ 
And  cruelty  directo  the  thickening  blowa| 


•  Mr.  Maxwril,  of  Tcrranahty,  near  D«aaM|fc 
ThU  b  the  J.  P.  who,  at  the  BMbe  OoofftL  eBHiiM 

BunuTsteyortst  theyriiewwl  liiatAr,  vMlalMaMQl 
up  to  the  law,  could  rccooelle  his  duty  erttk 
t^   >  AtthgTaarihwian  In  had  a  hagtr 


•' 


BDRNB*  WORKS. 


ft  tSmib  Sir  Abtee  the  gNtt» 
UtA  Ui  ytdagogic  powen  date, 
^Di  Mfnu  csMf  of  itite  mol  w  to  mOUDlf 
Aii  tJi  fSkit  te—bling  vowdh  to  iccomt    ■ 

Knt  cnterM  A,  a  gnTC,  Inroad,  ■oloiui  wiglit, 
Bit  ah !  ddbnn'd.  dithonnt  to  the  aicht ! 
Hk  twilled  head  look*d  backward  on  hb  waj, 
Aad.  flagnat  from  the  acourge  he  grunted  ai  I 

Rdoetaat,  E  ttalk'd  in ;  with  piteona  raee 
The  joitling  tears  ran  down  hii  honest  &oe ! 
That  name,  that  well-wom  name,  and  all  hia 

own. 
Fib  he  wmeadeii  ai  the  tjrrant'i  throne ! 
The  pedant  itiflei  keen  the  Roman  aound. 
Hot  all  hiamongrd  diphthongs  can  compound ; 
And  next  the  title  fiDUowiog  dose  Kehind, 
lift  to  thfl  aaaelcHb  ghastly  wretch  aisiga'd. 


The  eobwd>*d  godiie  dome  resounded,  Y  f 
In  mllen  rengeance,  I,  disdain*d  reply : 
The  pedant  swung  his  felon  cudgel  round. 
And  kaod^'d  the  groaning  Towd  to  the  ground ! 

In  rueful  apprdtension  enterM  O, 
The  wailing  minstrel  of  despairing  woe ; 
Th*  Inquisitor  of  Spain,  the  most  expert, 
iGght  uere  have  learnt  new  mysterie*  of  hin  art: 
80  grim,  defisrm'd,  with  horrors  entering  U, 
Hie  deaxust  friend  and  brother  scarcely  knew  ! 

Aa  trambling  U  stood  staring  all  u^hast. 
Thn  pedant  in  his  left  hand  clutch*d  him  fast. 
In  hdpless  infrmts*  tears  he  dipp'd  bis  right, 
~       I'd  him  aw,  and  kick*d  him  from  his  sight 


A  SKETCH. 

» 

A  Limn,  upright,  pert,  tart,  tripping  wight. 
And  atin  his  precious  self  his  dear  delight : 
Ifho  Wvti  his  own  smart  shadow  in  the  streets, 
Batter  than  e*cr  the  fiurest  she  he  meets. 
A  aun  of  finhion  too,  he  made  his  tour, 
l4BB*d  wbf  la  hagatdU^  et  vive  V  amour  ; 
80  tnrell'd  monlues  thdr  grimace  improve, 
Pididi  their  grin,  nay  sigh  for  ladies*  loTe. 
Xndi  specious  kire  but  little  understood ; 
Tinwiriiig  oft  outshines  the  solid  wood  : 
Ka  nlid  seaae    by  inches  you  must  tell, 
Bnt  mete  hn  cunning  by  the  oM  Soote  dl ; 
Bis  meddling  vanity,  a  busy  fiend, 
81UI  making  work  his  sdfish  craft  must 


TO  THE  OWL: 

BT  JGHir  M<CAJUntl. 

Iab  biid  of  night,  what  lorrow  ealli  tfiM  forth, 
Tb  TFwt  diy  ptoiate  thw  ia  t|M 


Is  it  some  falaal  that  gathers  in  the  north, 
Threat*ning  to  nip  the  verdure  of  thy  bow'r  ? 

la  it,  sad  owl,  that  autumn  strips  the  diade, 
And  leaves  thee  here,  unshdter'd  and  forkim  ? 

Or  fear  that  wmter  will  thy  nest  invade  ? 
Or  friendless  melancholy  bids  thee  monm  f 

Shut  out,  bme  bird,  from  dl  the  frnther*d  trun. 
To  tdl  thy  sorrows  to  th*  unheeding  gloom 

No  friend  to  |Hty  when  thou  dost  oompUin, 
Grief  all  thy  thought,  and  sditude  thy  home. 

Sing  on  sad  mourner !  I  will  bless  thy  strain, 
And  pleas*d  in  sorrow  listen  to  thy  song  : 

Sini^  on  sad  mourner  !  to  the  night  complain, 
Wliile  the  lone  echo  wafts  thy  notes  dong. 

Is  bnuty  less,  when  down  the  glowing  cheek 
Sad,  piteous  tears  in  native  sorrows  fiill  ? 

Less  kind  the  heart  when  ai^uish  bids  it  break? 
Less  happy  he  who  listo  to  pity's  call  ? 

Ah  no,  sad  owl !  nor  is  thy  voice  less  sweet. 
That  sadness  tunes  it,  and  that  grief  is  thtf  e ; 

That  spring's  gay  noto,  unskill*d,  thou  eaost 
repeat; 
That  sorrow  bids  thee  to  the  gloom  repair : 

Nor  that  the  treble  songsters  of  the  day. 

Are  quite  estranged,  aad  bird  of  night !  from 
thee; 

Nor  that  the  thrush  deserte  the  evening  spray. 
When  darkness  calla  thee  from  thy 


Trom  mme  old  towV,  thy  mdanchdy  dome. 
While  the  gray  walls  and  desert  solitudes 

Betum  each  note,  responsive  to  the  gloom 
Of  ivied  eoverto  and  surrounding  woods ; 

There  hooting ;  I  wUl  list  more  pleia*d  to  thei^ 
Than  ever  lover  to  the  nightii^jale ; 

Or  drooping  wretch,  oppress*d  with  misery, 
Lending  his  ear  to  some  rffpd^rfiiFg  tale. 


EXTEMPORE, 

tx  THX  coaaT  or  asasioii; 
Ttane-'*  GUUersnUa.*' 

Loin  AnvocATX,  RoMaT  DirirftAfl. 

Hx  dench*d  his  pamphlete  in  hn  fist. 

He  quoted  and  he  hinted. 
Tin  in  a  declamation-mist. 

His  argument  he  tint  it : 
He  gaped  finr't,  he  graped  for't^ 

He  fisnd  it  was  awa,  man ; 
But  what  hia  eommon  sense  cam«  ihirl 

Ht  dwd  o«t  wi*  liw, 


t  I 


•   t 


POEMS. 


Me.  HixftT  Eeskixs. 

CelV»ctMl  Iltrry  ttood  twee, 

Then  opeD*d  out  hn  arm,  man ; 
His  lordship  ut  wi*  ruefuV*^* 

And  ey'd  the  gathering  storm,  man : 
Like  wiD(cl-driv*n  hail  it  did  assail. 

Or  torrents  owre  a  lin,  man  ; 
The  Bench  sae  wise  lift  np  their  ejea, 

Half-waoken'd  wi*  the  dm,  man. 


OK  HKAftlHO  THAT  THIKS  WAS  PALttHOOD  XV 


THE  EEV.  DE.  B- 


t  VXET  LOOKS. 


That  there  is  falsehood  in  his  looks 

I  roust  and  will  deny : 
They  say  their  master  is  a  knave— 

And  sore  they  do  not  lie. 


ADDRESS 

TO  GENERAL  DUMOURIER. 

(a  faeodt  on  eobik  adaxb). 

You*RE  welcome  to  Despots,  Domoarier ; 
Yoirn;  welcome  to  Despots,  Dumourier. — 
How  does  Dampiere  do? 
Aye,  and  Doumonville  too  ? 
AVhy  did  tliey  not  come  along  widi  yoo,  Du- 
mourier ? 

I  will  fi^ht  France  with  yon,  Dumourier,— 
I  will  fif^ht  France  with  you,  Dumonrier  :— 
I  win  fi:;ht  France  with  you, 
I  will  take  my  chance  with  you  ; 
By  my  snul  I'll  dance  a  douce  wiUi  you,  Dumoo- 
r:cr. 


Then  let  us  fight  about,  Dnmouiltf  % 

Then  let  us  fight  about,  Dumouiisr} 

Then  let  us  fight  about, 

*Till  fi:«edom*s  spark  is  out, 

Then  we'll  be  d-mned  no  doabt    DiiiiMmilll 


EXTEMPORE  EFFUSIONS. 


[The  Poet  paid  a  vMt  on  bors^baek  to  Qvllalti 
he  was  at  table  hU  Hiaed  was  turned  oat  to  — 
an  endomire,  but  wandered,  probaMy  in  < 

better  pasture,  into  an  adMning  onei  It 

pounded  by  onler  of  the  luiyor--3«lMna  Israi  of  «f* 
flee  expired  next  day:«The  Muse  thus  daUvMoA 
herself  on  the  occaaioal : 

Was  e*er  puir  poet  sae  befitted. 
The  maister  drunk — the  horse  wvim«u.wi>  , 
Puir  harmless  beast !  take  thoe  nao  cBrs^ 
Thon*lt  be  a  horse,  when  he^  bm  tDtk^mKfmi)^ 


TO  A  FRIEND, 

WITH  A  rouxD  OP  swurr* 

O  could  I  give  thee  Indiana  wealtbt 

As  I  tliis  trifle  send  ;  ' 
Why  then  the  joy  of  both  would  be. 

To  share  it  with  a  friend. 

But  golden  sands  neVr  yet  bare  graced 

The  Heliconian  stream  ; 
Then  take  what  gold  can  nerer  buy. 

An  honest  Bard's  esteem. 


•  It  is  almoft  needless  to  observe  that  the  asm  if 
RoMn  AdHrt  begins  thus  :— 

You're  wcloome  to  Paxlon,  Robhi  Adair  \ 
You're  wcleome  to  Paxton,  Robin  Adairi— 
How  does  Johnny  Mackcrell  do } 
Aye,  and  Luke  Chudencr  too } 
Why  did  they  not  eome  alo^vtlh  yoo, 
Adair? 


irnitNS'  WOKES. 


AbJ  aU  the  tiviibliae  tc 

Fhit  CBtR*d  A,  ft  Knrt,  broid,  *■ 


Aad  fl^ut  bom  the  ■ 

Relutuil,  E  KUIk'd  ic 
The  jnillLng  tsftn  r>n  clff 
Hut  ntne,  iLit  wcl]-wi 


DicEirftTi]  on  bift  'nj, 
oui^c  he  gniated  oi .' 

H-itfa  pltMnia  Tire 
hii  hsncM  fue  1 
nitiie,  ftud  aU  hii 


Pftla  he  (Brmdcn  U  th«  tfnnt'i  thiaae ! 
The  pedftDt  uiflfi  kern  the  Rumui  inund, 
Not  ftU  hii  DuragnL  diphthnni:?  ran  compoQ 
Asd  Hit  the  title  fDllowin;  dm  Ivhiod. 
I4l  to  the  "■-"'™|  ghftui)'  irnlvh  uugn'ii 

The  eobmb'd  gotUic  dome  nwiunded,  Y 
In  niUen  Teiifetiic*>  I|  dnJjtii>''t  reply  ; 
The  pediDt  lirnDg  hli  filun  fud^cL  munit, 
Aad  knoek'd  the  gnMoine  Tonti  tg  (he  groi 

la  roefat  ippreheiMnn  rnlrrM  O, 


A*  tremUiDi{  V  etood  ■tirini;  all 
He  padiat  io  hie  kfl  hud  clutrh'< 
Ib  belpleal  inbalt'  IMn  he  dipp'd 
Buta  d  him  at,  ftud  kick'd  him  Ir 


It  tuluma  itripi  the  ihftdti 
chore,  unthrlttr'd  ind  fnrlorn.' 

nihacholy  bidi  ih«  mQUra  .' 


Anrilnml 
ir  fur  thit  V, 
Or  frieadlci 


Shut  eul,  lone  bird,  frani  ill  iht  (rither'd  tnin. 

Tn  till  thy  eoirnm  to  ih'  unhndin;  clotiin 
Net  friecid  to  pity  when  thou  dont  eompLiin, 

Grief  •]]  thy  thought,  lod  ulitude  thy  home. 

Sng  iHi  nd  laaumer  !  I  will  bleM  thy  nraia, 

Sinic  on  Hd  nmiTBrr  ^  to  the  Di|;ht  compliin. 
While  the  Looe  ei:ho  trofu  thy  ootet  iloog. 


lit,  lodlhit  irirrii  there  t 
lotn,  uukill'd,  than  caon 

thee  to  the  gloom  ftp*ir : 


li  thee  fram  thy  rtrerie^^ 


A  SKETCH. 


rr  the  fiir 


H^ehemefti. 
A  man  of  fuhion  too,  he  made  hii  lour, 
lan'd  «K  la  bapatttlt,  tt  rtrc  J'  onoiir 
80  InTtll'd  monkica  their  grimace  impror 
PoUah  their  grin,  my  ligh  for  laiiiet'  Iotb. 


ulon 


«lid  w 


nvotring  oft  outihiof 

HU  aolid  ■eniB — by  inchea  you  mut  teii. 

Bat  mete  hia  cunning  by  the  old  Scoti  til ; 

Hii  inH''''"g  vanity,  I  buay  fiend, 

SliU  miking  work  hii  wIGih  txtA  unit  ma 


TO  THE  OWLj 


lu  Urd  of  Bight,  what  tonoi*  ctlb  thn  fbtth, 
T*  nal  thy  pliiati  thn  ia  tU  Blidiu|bt 


Rt  eleoch'd  hia  pamphlata  in  hi*  t»,  ^^^^H 

HeqootidaiidheUBtH,  ^H^^^^H 

Hii  arjnmcBt  he  tint  it  ^^^^^^^^^| 

He  nP^  ^'t<  I"  V9^  *^^  ^^^^^^^H 

Ht  bad  it  waiawiimnt  ^^^^^^H 

But  what  hii  oamns  ihi  emt  ihli^  ^^M 


ih.  MiXBT  EmjII 

Canectrd  Hirty  •Ian)  artt, 

Th(n  open'd  out  hii  mrm,  ma 
Hh  lordibip  Ht  wi'  nicfuV''i 

And  ry'd  the  gnllirriBf:  ttora 
Like  viDd-driv'n  kail  it  did  *ni 

Or  tumnti  own  (  lio,  luu  ; 
The  Bemtk  nM  WIM  lift  Bp  tb« 

Hilf-wiulun'd  wi'  tlw  din,  n 


That  Ihtrc  !■  £ilKtHMd  ia 
I  rauil  iBd  wiU  d«i)> : 

And  Hre  llier  do  DM  Ui 


ADDRESS 

TO  GENERAL  DUMOURIER. 


i,Dun«ioCT_ 


a  danit  vitt  ysn.  Do- 


I  wilt  li^ht  France  wllti  ynn, 

I  will  Acht  Fnnee  with  )i>ii, 

I  will  Izht  Prince  with  yon, 

1  will  uke  my  chtnre  with  yau  ; 

Bj'  Dif  ami  I'll  duMtiduit*  with  ]roa,DuWB- 


Tbn  let  m  fight  ibml,  Dnoduki , 
Tbm  kt  in  fight  ibout.  D 
Thn  let  Bi  fight  ■bml, 
'Till  fncdon'i  fA  m  ml 
Then  we'll  be  d-onwd  oe  < 


EXTEMPOfiE  EFFUSIONS. 

:Th>  Port  paid  ■  tUI  na  bonrtwH  to  CMlAi  wHU 

«  (Wtonin.  bill  wuHtond,  pntaHr  )■  IBM  tl 
better  BWiue,  Into  *n  rIMiiIiw  obii  It  ■■■  M. 
nwKM  bT  onler  of  Ih>  tfiTycit— whaa  mi  tf  « 
he  RE4nii  nnl  day:— Tlie  Miua  ttM  fall ■  Mi* 

bcneir  on  the  ocot'Ouiil : 

Wu  e'er  puir  poet  aae  befitted, 

Fuir  hu-mieH  btiu !  tike  thie  am  ^a, 
Thos'ltbealuiie,  when  bA  ■»•  ma!r-{BqM')» 

TO  A  FRIEND. 

O  ronld  I  girt  the*  Indii'i  Weillh, 


BbE  gnlclen  nodi  ni 

The  Heliconian  > 
Then  tdie  whit  pi\ 


Hdw  doa  jDhnnT  Muknell  iki  r 

»«» and  Luhi  Gudrntf  too  T 
h,M  IhiyoM  noe  iloivwU 


ESSAY 


UPON 


SCOTTISH  POETRY, 


INCLUDING  THB  POETRY  OF  BURN8| 


BY  DR.  CURRIE 


Tba*  Bom  hid  aot  the  tdvtQtafres  of  m  clov- 
■W  idiicttion,  or  of  any  decree  of  AcquaiDtance 
wMl  the  Greek  or  Roman  writers  in  their  ori> 
nul  dreiSy  hat  appeared  in  the  history  of  Lis 
fife.  He  acquired  indeed  some  knciwlcilp:'*  of  tlic 
French  lanf^uagei  but  it  doc-s  not  appear  that  he 
erer  much  conTenant  in  French  litoraturo, 
n  there  any  evidence  of  his  havini;  derived 
auf  of  his  poetical  stories  from  that  source. 
l¥ith  the  English  danics  he  became  well  ac- 
ipainted  in  the  course  of  his  life,  and  the  eflfectH 
it  this  acquaintance  are  observable  in  his  latter 
prodnctious  ;  but  the  character  and  style  of  his 
poetry  were  formed  very  early,  and  the  model 
which  he  followed,  in  as  far  as  he  can  be  said  to 
have  had  one,  is  to  be  sought  for  in  the  works 
of  the  poets  who  have  written  in  the  Scottish 
dialect — in  the  works  of  6ucli  of  them  more  est- 
peeially,  as  are  familiar  to  the  i>easantry  of  Scut- 
Itad.  Some  observations  on  thcM  may  fm-m  a 
proper  introduction  to  a  more  particular  exami- 
nation of  the  poetry  of  BurnM.  The  studios  of 
the  editor  in  this  direction  are  imleetl  vorv  ru- 
cent  and  very  imperfect.  It  would  havo  b.'cn 
laprodaBt  for  him  to  have  entered  on  thisi  sub- 
jfOt  at  all,  but  for  the  kinclncM  of  Mr.  U.iii:<^iy 
of  Ochtertyre,  whoK  a^istance  he  is  proud  to 
aduowledge,  and  to  whom  the  reader  must  a.<^ 
cribe  whatever  it  of  any  value  in  the  followir.p^ 
ifliperfect  sketch  of  literary  compobicions  in  the 
Seottiah  idiom. 

It  is  a  circumstance  not  a  little  curious,  ami 
which  does  not  seem  to  be  satisfactorily  explain- 
ed) that  in  the  thirteenth  century  the  lan'.^u-ii^o 
of  the  two  Britii»h  nations,  if  at  all  difiVrent, 
differed  only  in  dialect,  the  Gaelic  in  the  one, 
liko  the  Welch  and  Armoric  in  the  other,  bein^ 
confineii  to  the  mountainous  di<<ti-ict<(.  *  The 
English  under  the  Edwards,  and  the  Scots  under 
WiJlace  and  Bruce,  spoke  the  same  lant^Kigc. 
We  may  observe  also,  th.it  in  Scotland  the  liiii- 
tory  ascends  to  a  period  nearly  as  remote  as  in 
Ea^and.  Barbour  and  Blind  Harry,  James  the 
FSnt»  Dunbar,  Douglas,  and  Lindsay,  who  liv- 

*  BUtarieai  Essays  m  Scottish  Soni,  p.  iO,  by  Mr. 


ed  in  the  fourteenth,  fifteenth,  and  sixteenth 
tiiries,  were  coeval  with  the  fathers  of  poetry  in 
Ensrlund  ;  and  in  the  opinion  of  Mr.  Wharton, 
iiot  inferior  to  them  in  genius  or  in  composition. 
Thouijh  the  hnjju.tre  of  the  two  countries  gra- 
dually deviafcd  from  each  other  during;  this  pe- 
ridJ,  yet  the  dit&rence  on  the  whole  was  not 
couiiider.ibic  ;  nor  perhaps  greater  than  between 
the  d-lTereut  dialects  of  the  different  parts  of 
£u;:lan>l  in  our  own  time. 

At  tlie  death  ot'  James  the  Fifth,  in  IMS,  the 
lanqua;;«*  of  Scotlind  was  in  a  flourishing  condi- 
tion, waotin<r  only  writers  in  prosp  equal  to  those 
in  verse.  Two  ciniiinstanrc)*.  propitious  on  the 
whole,  operated  ti)  provent  this.  The  first  was 
the  passion  of  the  Seots  far  composition  in  Laifm 
tin  ;  and  the  ttecond,  the  accession  of  James  the 
Sixth  to  the  Er!;;l->h  throne.  It  may  easily  be 
inngined,  th  it  i(  Buchanan  had  devoted  his  ad- 
mirable talents  even  iu  part,  to  the  cultivation  of 
his  native  ton^u.;,  a*  was  done  by  the  revivers  of 
letter<  in  Italy,  he  would  have  left  com|iositions 
in  that  lati:;u:ii(e  which  mi^ht  have  excited  other 
men  of  fC(>riius  to  have  fallowed  his  example,f> 
ami  ^ive  dur.itinn  to  the  lan';;ua£^e  ituc'tu  The 
union  of  the  two  crowns  in  the  person  of  James, 
overthrew  ail  reasonulde  cx])ectation  of  this  kind. 
That  inonareli,  seated  on  the  English  throne, 
would  no  ion(;er  U*  addresxcd  in  tlic  rude  dia- 
lect in  which  the  Scottish  clergy  had  so  often 
in<u]ti'd  his  dignity.  lie  encoura'^ed  Latin  or 
En;Ji.<<!i  only,  Iwith  of  wliich  he  prided  himself 
on  wiitir.i;  wilh  purity,  though  he  himyelf  never 
could  acutiire  the  En:;li!«h  pronunciation,  but 
•spuke  with  a  .Si'otti>h  idiom  and  intonation  to 
the  Ki-t.  Seotsmen  of  tilents  declined  writing  in 
their  native  latisjuaire.  which  thev  knew  was  not 
acceptable  to  their  learnnl  and  {>eilant;c  mo- 
narch ;  and  at  a  time  wlien  ir.i*ional  prejudice 
and  enmity  prevniied  to  a  great  <le^ree,  they  dis- 
dained to  siudy  the  nieities  of  the  English  tongue, 
though  of  so  much  easier  acquisition  than  a 
dead  language.  Lord  Stirling  and  Drummond 
of  Ilawthornden,  the  only  Scotsmen  who  wrote 

t  e-  C'  The  Authonof  the  l^//cur  Poctarum  Scot9m 
rum,  4^1 
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poetry  in  tlio'-c  timrs,  were  exceptions.  Tbey 
studietl  the  1anrruu;;c  of  England,  and  composed 
in  it  with  pro(-i!>ion  and  elegance.  They  were 
howcvor  the  List  of  their  cuuntrvroen  who  dc* 
K  r\'c<l  to  be  cousidercd  as  poot<>  in  that  cehtury. 
The  niuiH.'H  of  Scotl.tnri  sunk  iuto  silence,  and 
dill  not  agnin  nibe  their  vuices  for  a  p^^riod  of 
eighty  yo.ri.. 

T>>  w  hjit  CkIusc^  are  we  to  attribute  this  ex- 
trcmu  (lejircf'-ion  uniong  a  people  comparatively 
learned,  otitcrpriMiog,  and  inj;^enious?  Shall 
we  impute  it  to  the  fmaticism  of  the  covenan- 
ters, or  tn  tlio  tyranny  of  the  house  of  Stuart 
after  their  restnral ion  t.)  the  throne?  Doubt- 
lc«H  these  ciuse^  oparattd,  but  they  seem  un- 
eijiiiil  to  Recount  for  the  rtT:ct.  In  Enj^hnd  m- 
niilar  (iiotr.ietions  und  oppre.vsionii  t(»uk  place,  yet 
piiftry  flourished  there  in  a  renviikable  degree. 
Duriu:;  this  period,  Cowley,  and  Waller,  and 
Drvden  sun;;,  and  ^liiton  rai.->e\Ihif  »tiaiu  of  un- 
p.iralleL'd  grandeur.  To  tlr*  cauM.'H  already 
niiMiiioned,  another  \nuit  be  atidc-d,  in  nccjuut- 
iii^  fur  the  torpor  of  Scutrlsh  literature — the 
Wuiit  of  a  proper  vehicle  for  Uieu  of  genius  to 
employ,  'ihc  civil  Wiu.H  hail  fiij;;itened  away 
the  Latin  nuiKs,  and  no  ttamiiird  had  lieen  es- 
tablished of  thi!  J-cotiish  tonj;u'',  wiiic-h  was  de- 
viatiiig  t>till  faithcr  from  the  pure  ICn^iiih  idiom. 

Tl-.e  revival  of  literature  in  Scotland  may  be 
dated  from  the  establinhniont  of  the  union,  or 
rather  from  the  extinction  of  the  rebellion  iu 
171  J.  The  nations  iK-ing  finally  incorjiorated, 
it  was  clciixly  feen  thnt  their  tongues  must  in 
the  end  incorporate  also  ;  or  rather  imleeii  that 
the  Si-ottish  language  uiusit  d..'geDcratc  into  a 
provincial  idium,  to  be  uvoiurd  by  those  who 
would  aim  at  distinction  in  letters,  or  rise  to 
en  licence  in  the  united  le,';islaturu. 

Smni  after  this,  a  band  of  men  of  genius  ap- 
pcaroil,  who  studied  the  English  clotnics  and 
imitated  their  beantie;*  in  the  same  manner  us 
thev  ^tluued  the  chL-injcs  of  (ireece  and  Rome. 
Tliey  had  admirable  niodeU  of  composition  late- 
ly pi  e-sented  to  them  by  the  writers  of  the  reign 
of  Queen  .Anne  ;  particularly  in  the  periodical 
paper*  |)ublixhed  by  Steele,  Addi.>«on,  and  their 
a-HH-iated  friends,  which  circulated  widely 
through  Scutlonda  and  uilTuKd  every  where  a 
t.-i«t..'  for  punty  of  style  and  nentiment,  and  for 
critical  dixpii'cition.  At  loni^th,  the  Scottish 
writiTs  succeeded  in  En^lmhcouipoKitioo,  and  a 
ut.iou  wxs  formed  of  the  literary  talents  as  well 
as  of  ti)e  Kifii^laturcH  of  the  two  nations.  On 
thin  occiHioa  the  poetH  took  the  lead.  While 
Ileniy  Ilon;e,^  Dr.  Wallace,  and  their  learned 
aMdciatc!*,  were  only  laying  in  their  intellectual 
ftote.4.  and  studying  ti>  «*lear  them^lves  of  their 
8c'>tti!>h  idioinv,  Thompson,  Mallet,  and  Hamil- 
ton of  Bangour,  had  made  their  appearance  be- 
fore the  public,  and  been  enrolled  on  the  list  of 
English  ]M}et«.  The  writers  in  prose  followed 
— a  nunurouB  and  powerful  band,  and  poured 
their  ample  stores  into  the  general  stream  of  Bri- 


•  Lord  Xaims. 


tish  literature.  Scotland  powtiicd  ber  fear  Mv 
versities  before  the  accession  of  James  to  At 
English  throne.  Immediately  before  th«  aaiooy 
she  acquired  her  parochial  schoola.  These  ti» 
tablishmeuts  combining  happily  together,  OMrie 
the  eleiAents  of  knowledge  of  easy  aequisitiiiiy 
and  presented  a  direct  path,  by  which  the  wt~ 
dent  student  might  be  carried  along  into  tbe  f«- 
cesses  of  science  or  learning.  As  civil  bnib 
ceased,  and  faction  and  prejudice  gradually  died 
away,  a  wider  field  \va%  opened  to  literary  amfci"' 
tion,  and  the  induence  of  the  Scottish  inetilM- 
tions  for  instruction,  on  the  productions  of  At 
press,  became  mnie  and  more  appaqent. 

It  seems  indeed  probable,  that  the  establUi* 
mcnt  of  the  parochial  schools  produced 
on  the  rural  niu^e  of  Sc«>tland  also,  which 
not  hitherto  been  sui^pccted,  and  w^hich,  thM|gh 
less  splendid  in  their  nature,  ar^not  hot 
to  be  regarded  as  trivial,  whether  we  coi 
the  happiness  or  the  morals  of  the  people. 

There  is  some  reu<4)n  to  believe,  that  the 
original  inhabitants  of  the  British  isles  posseMCd 
a  ])eculiar  and  interesting  species  of  moeicy 
which  being  banished  from  the  plains  by  the 
successive  invasions  of  tiie  Saxons,  Danes,  and 
Normans,  was  ])re^erved  with  the  native  neet 
in  the  wilds  of  Ireland  and  in  the  mountains  id 
Scotland  and  Wales.  I'lio  Irl-ih,  the  Scotdsh* 
and  the  Wehsh  music,  dii'fer  indeed  from  cadi 
other,  but  the  difference  nnv  )»c  considered  as 
in  dialect  only,  and  probably  produced  by  Aa 
influence  of  time,  like  the  diff)?r(>nt  dialects  id 
their  common  lanj^uge.  If  tnit  conjecture  ha 
true,  the  Scottish  music  nnist  be  more  immi 
diately  of  a  Highland  ori>xin,  and  the  Lowlaad 
tunes,  though  now  of  a  character  somewhat  di^ 
tinct,  must  have  df*scended  from  the  mountaiaB 
in  remote  ages.  Whatever  credit  may  be  gifen 
to  conjectures,  evidently  involved  in  great  na* 
certainty,  there  can  he.  nn  rloubt  that  the  Seo^ 
tish  peasantry  have  iH'en  long  in  possession  of  a 
number  of  songs  ind  l)allads  composed  in  thrfr 
native  dialect,  and  sung  to  their  native  maelBi 
The  subjects  of  the>c  compositions  were  such  as 
most  interested  the  sim]dc  inhabitants,  and  hi 
the  succession  of  time  varied  probably  as  tfia 
condition  of  society  varied.  During  the 
ration  and  the  hostility  of  the  two  nations, 
songs  and  ballads,  as  far  as  our  imperfect 
ments  enable  us  to  judge,  were  chiefly  warlike ; 
such  as  the  Ilmmtii  of  Cheviot^  and  the  J9aMii 
of  Harlaw,  After  the  anion  of  the  two  croirai^ 
when  a  certain  degree  of  peace  and  tranqoilHtf 
took  place,  the  rural  muse  of  ScotUnd  breathed 
in  softer  accents.  **  In  the  want  of  real  tTH 
dence  respecting  the  history  of  our  songs,"  wtjt 
Ramsay  of  Ochtertyre,  **  reconrse  may  be  had 
to  conjecture.  One  would  be  disposed  to  thinly 
that  ^e  most  beautiful  of  the  Scottbh  tonel 
were  clothed  with  new  words  aflter  the  uaieB 
of  the  crowns.  The  inhabitants  of  the  bordsfi^ 
who  had  formerly  been  warriors  from  choiea^ 
and  hnabaadmea  from  neecssity,  either  qaitlsA 
tha  cOQBtrj,  or  ware  tnasfefnad  into  real  ilMf- 
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iMrlib  ctif  in  their  cireumaUnoea,  and  ntitfied 
with  their  lot.  Some  tparlu  of  that  spirit  of 
<hnralry  for  which  they  are  celebrated  by  Froie- 
«rt»  remained  Mifficient  to  inspire  eleratioa  of 
•■tinent  and  gallantry  towards  the  £iir  sex. 
Vht  fiuniliarity  and  kindness  which  had  long 
whiiited  between  the  gentry  and  the  peasantry, 
«o«Id  not  all  at  once  be  obliterated,  and  this 
Msnezion  tended  to  sweeten  rural  life.  In  this 
of  innocence,  ease,  and  tranquillity  of 
I,  the  love  of  poetry  and  music  would  still 
lintain  its  ground,  though  it  would  naturally 
imc  a  form  congenial  to  the  more  peaceful 
of  sopiety.  The  minstrels,  whose  metrical 
used  once  to  rouse  the  borderers  like  the 
tninpet's  sound,  had  been,  by  an  order  of  the 
Ligialature  ( 1579),  classed  with  roguM  and  va- 
fiboads,  and  attempted  to  be  suppressed.  Knox 
aad  his  dtsdples  influenced  the  Scottish  parlia- 
atnty  but  contended  in  vain  with  her  rural 
Bwse.  Amidst  our  Arcadian  vales,  probably 
«B  the  banks  of  the  Tweed,  or  some  of  its  tri- 
butary streams,  one  or  more  original  geniuses 
■lay  have  arisen  who  were  destined  to  give  a 
■ew  turn  to  the  taHe  of  their  countrymen. 
They  would  see  that  the  events  and  pursuits 
which  chequer  private  life  were  the  proper  sub- 
jiols  fer  popular  poetry.  Love,  which  had  fbr- 
■Mriy  h<jd  a  divided  sway  with  glory  and  am- 
bitioii,  became  now  the  roaster-passion  of  the 
mmL  To  portray  in  lively  and  delicate  coloura, 
Aough  with  a  hasty  hand,  the  hopes  and  fears 
that  agiute  the  breast  of  the  luve-sick  swain, 
OT  forlorn  maiden,  afford  ample  scope  to  the 
rnral  poet.  Love-songs,  of  which  Tibullus 
lumself  would  not  have  been  ashamed,  might 
be  composed  by  an  uneducated  rustic  with  a 
dight  tincture  of  letters ;  or  if  in  these  songs 
the  character  of  the  rustic  be  sometimes  assum- 
ed* the  truth  of  character,  and  t'ne  language  of 
aatore,  are  pre^rved.  With  unafGected  sim- 
alicity  and  tendemes*,  topics  are  urged,  most 
likely  to  soften  the  heart  of  a  cnid  and  coy 
mis^ess,  or  to  regain  a  fickle  lover.  Even  in 
aiich  as  are  of  a  melancholy  cast,  a  ray  of  hope 
breaks  through,  and  dispels  the  deep  and  settled 
gkom  which  characterizes  the  sweetest  of  the 
Highland  luinagt,  or  vocal  airs.  Nor  are  these 
aongs  all  plaintive;  many  of  them  are  lively 
and  humorous,  and  some  appear  to  us  coarse 
and  indelicate.  They  seem,  however,  genuine 
descriptions  of  the  manuers  of  an  enei^tic  and 
sequestered  people  in  their  hours  of  mirth  and 
festivity,  though  in  their  portraits  some  objects 
are  brought  into  open  view,  which  more  fasti- 
dious painters  would  have  thrown  into  shade. 

**  As  those  rural  poets  aung  for  amusement, 
■ot  for  gain,  their  effusions  seldom  exceeded  a 
leve-song,  or  a  ballad  of  satire  or  humour, 
which,  like  the  words  of  the  elder  minstrels, 
were  seldom  committed  to  writing,  but  trea- 
eertd  up  in  the  memory  of  their  friends  and 
iMighbours.  Neither  known  to  the  learned  nor 
patronised  by  the  great,  these  rustic  bards  lived 
ud  died  in  obecurit)- ;  vid  by  a  itruge  fatality, 


their  storvt  and  even  their  very  names  have 
been  forgotten.  When  proper  modeb  for  pas- 
toral  aongs  were  produced,  there  would  be  no 
want  of  imitators.  To  succeed  in  this  species 
of  composition,  soundness  of  understanding  and 
sensibility  of  heart  were  more  requisite  than 
flights  of  imagination  or  pomp  of  numbcra. 
Great  changes  have  certainly  taken  place  in 
Scottish  K>ng*  writing,  though  we  cannot  trace 
the  steps  of  this  change  ;  and  few  of  the  pieces 
admired  in  Queen  Msry*s  time  are  now  to  be 
discovered  in  modern  collections.  It  is  possible, 
thoui^h  not  probable,  that  the  music  may  have 
remained  nearly  the  sanur,  though  the  words  to 
the  tunes  were  entirely  new-modelled." 

These  conjectures  are  highly  ingenious.  It 
cannot,  however,  be  presumed,  that  the  stite  of 
ease  and  tranquillity  described  by  Mr.  Ramsay 
took  place  among  the  Scottish  peasantry  imtne- 
diately  on  the  union  of  the  crowns,  or  indeed 
during  the  greater  part  of  the  seventeenth  cen- 
tury. The  Scottish  nation,  through  all  ranks, 
was  deeply  agitated  by  the  civil  wars,  and  the 
religioua  peraecutions  which  aucoeeded  each 
other  in  that  disastrous  period  ;  it  was  not  till 
after  the  revolution  in  169S,  and  the  subsequent 
establishment  of  their  beloved  ftirm  of  church 
government,  that  the  peasantry  of  the  Lowlands 
enjoyed  comparative  repose ;  and  it  is  since  that 
period  that  a  great  number  of  the  most  admired 
Scottish  songs  have  been  produced,  though  the 
tunes  to  which  they  are  sung,  are  in  general  of 
much  greater  antiquity.  It  is  not  unreasonable 
to  suppose,  that  the  peace  and  security  derived 
from  the  Revolution,  and  the  Union,  produced 
a  fovourable  change  on  the  rustic  poetry  of 
Scotland  ;  and  it  can  scarcely  be  doubted,  that 
the  institution  of  parish  schools  in  1696,  by 
which  a  certain  degree  of  instruction  was  dif- 
fused universally  among  the  peasantry,  contri- 
buted to  this  happy  effect. 

Soon  after  this  appeared  Allan  Ramsay,  the 
Scottish  Theocritus.  He  was  bom  on  the  high 
mountains  that  divide  Clydesdale  and  Annan- 
dale,  in  a  small  hamlet  by  the  banks  of  Glengo- 
nar,  a  stream  which  descends  into  the  Clyde. 
The  ruins  of  this  hamlet  are  still  shown  to  the 
inquiring  traveller.  He  was  the  son  of  a  pea- 
sant, and  probably  received  such  instruction  as 
his  parish-school  bestowed,  and  the  poverty  of 
his  parents  admitted.  Ramsay  made  his  ap- 
pearance in  Edinburgh,  in  the  beginning  of  the 
present  century,  in  the  humble  character  of  an 
apprentice  to  a  barber  ;  he  was  then  fouiteen  or 
fifteen  years  of  age.  By  degrees  he  acquired 
notice  tor  his  social  disposition,  and  his  talent 
for  the  composition  of  verses  in  the  Scottish 
idiom  ;  and,  changing  his  profession  for  that  of 
a  bookseller,  he  became  intimate  with  many  of 
the  literary,  as  well  as  the  gay  and  fashionable 
characters  of  his  time.  *      Having  published  a 


•  "  He  TTfu  coeval  with  Joseph  Mitchell,  and  his 
dxxboftmtiU  wiU,  who,  about  17' 9i  published  a  very 
poor  miscellany,  to  which  Dti  Young,  the  author  of 
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voloBM  o£  poems  of  hit  own  in  ITSI*  which 
was  £iTourab1y  received,  he  undertook  to  make 
a  collection  of  ancient  Scottinh  poems,  under  the 
title  of  the  Eter^Grttn^  and  was  afterwards 
encouraged  to  present  to  the  world  a  collection 
of  Scottish  soDj^  '*  From  what  sources  he 
procured  them,"  sa)-s  Ramsay  of  Ochtertyre, 
**  whether  from  tradition  or  manuscript,  is  un- 
certain. As  in  the  Ever"  Green  he  made  some 
rash  attempts  to  improve  on  the  originals  of  his 
ancient  poems,  he  probably  used  still  greater 
freedom  with  the  songs  and  ballads.  The  truth 
cannot,  however,  be  known  on  this  point,  till 
manuscripts  of  the  songs  printed  by  him,  more 
ancient  than  the  present  century,  shall  be  pro- 
duced, or  access  be  obtained  to  his  own  papers, 
if  they  are  still  in  existence.  To  several  tunes 
which  either  wanted  words,  or  had  words  that 
were  improper  or  imperfect,  he  or  his  friends 
adapted  verses  worthy  of  the  melodies  they  ac- 
companied, worthy  indeed  of  the  golden  age. 
These  verses  were  perfectly  intelligible  to  every 
rustic,  yet  justly  admired  by  persons  of  taste, 
who  regarded  them  as  the  genuine  offipring  of 
the  pastoral  muse.  In  some  respects  Ramsay 
had  advantages  not  possessed  by  poets  writing 
in  the  Scottish  dialect  in  our  da)'s«  Songs  in 
the  dialect  of  Cumberland  or  Lancashire,  could 
never  be  popular,  because  these  dialects  have 
never  been  spoken  by  persons  of  fashion.  But 
till  the  middle  of  the  present  centur}',  every 
Scotsman,  from  the  peer  to  the  peasant,  spoke 
a  truly  Doric  language.  It  is  true  the  English 
moralists  and  poets  were  by  this  time  read  by 
every  permn  of  condition,  and  considered  as  the 
standards  for  polite  composition.  But,  as  na- 
tional prejudices  were  still  strong,  the  busy,  the 
learned,  the  gay,  and  the  fair  continued  to  speak 
their  native  dialect,  and  that  with  an  elegance 
and  p«»ignancy  uf  which  Scotsmen  of  the  present 
day  cun  have  no  just  notion.  I  am  old  enough 
to  have  conversed  with  Mr.  Spittal,  ofLeuchat, 
.1  scholar  anH  a  man  uf  fashion,  who  survived 
hII  the  members  of  the  Union  Parliament,  in 
which  he  harl  a  seat.  His  pronunciation  and 
phrasrology  differed  as  much  from  the  common 
diiilcrt,  ns  the  language  of  St.  Jameses  from  that 
«'f  Thames  Street.  Had  we  retained  a  court 
and  parliament  of  our  own,  the  tongues  of  the 
two  sister  kingdoms  would  indeed  have  diffirred 
like  the  Castilian  and  Portuguese ;  but  each 
would  have  its  own  classics,  not  in  a  single 
branch,  but  in  the  whole  circle  of  literature. 

**  Ramsay  associated  with  the  men  of  wit 
and  faMhiun  of  his  day,  and  several  of  them  at- 
ttrinpted  to  write  poetry  in  his  manner.  Per* 
sons  too  idle  or  too  dissipated  to  think  of  oom- 
pottitions  that  required  ranch  exertion,  inoeeeded 
very  happily  in  making  tender  sonnets  to  £i- 
votirite  tunes  in  compliment  to  their  mistreaaet, 
and  transforming  themaelvea  into  impaaaioned 


shepherds,  caught  the  hogaagt  of  the  dbanetm 
they  assumed.  Thus,  aboat  tihs  year  ITSlt 
Robert  Crawford  of  Auchinamet,  wrote  tlw 
modem  aong  of  TWedsuis,*  which  has 
so  much  admired.  In  17iS,  Sir  Gilbert 
the  first  of  our  lawyers  who  both  spoke 
wrote  English  elegantly,  composed,  in  the  dia* 
racter  of  a  love-sick  swain,  a  beautiful  soo^ 
b<^nning.  My  tJteep  I  neglecUdt  I  htt  mi^ 
sheep-hook^  on  the  marriage  of  hia  mistreasv 
Miss  Forbes,  with  Ronald  Crtwfurd.  Ao4 
about  twelve  years  afterwards,  the  sister  of  Sir 
Gilbert  wrote  the  ancient  words  to  the  tunt  of 
the  Flowers  of  the  Forestff  and  anpposed  to  a^ 
lude  to  the  battle  of  Flowdeo.  In  spite  of  tlw 
double  rhj-me,  it  is  a  sweet,  and  though  in  son* 
parts  allegorical,  a  natural  expression  of  natiooil 
sorrow.  The  more  modern  worda  to  the  aam* 
tune,  beginning,  I  have  setn  the  tmUing  of  for* 
tune  beguiUng,  xirere  written  long  before  by  Mnu 
Cockburo,  a  woman  of  great  wit,  who  outlivsA 
all  the  first  group  of  literati  of  the  present  ceo- 
tury,  all  of  whom  were  very  fond  of  her.  I  wtm 
delighted  with  her  compou) ,  thougn  when  I  saw 
her,  she  was  very  old.  Much  did  sh*e  know 
that  is  now*  lost.** 

lu  addition  to  theiie  iustanccs  of  Scottish 
songs,  produced  in  the  earlier  part  of  the  pre* 
sent  century,  may  be  mentioned  the  ballad  at 
Hardiknuie,  by  Lady  Wardlaw  ;  the  bollsd  ef 
William  and  Margaret ;  and  the  aong  cntitlsd 
the  Hirks  of  Invermay,  by  Mallet ;  the  lovt* 
song,  beginning,  For  ever.  Fortune,  wUt  thorn 
prove,  prt>ducrd  by  the  youthful  mitse  of  Thoin^ 
son  ;  and  the  exquisite  pathetic  ballad,  the  Bran 
of  Yarrow,  by  Hamilton  of  Bangour.  On  tht 
revival  of  letters  in  Scotland,  sulMcquent  to  tb» 
Union,  a  very  general  taste  seems  to  have  pn» 
vailed  for  the  national  songs  and  music.  '*  For 
many  years,**  says  Mr.  Ilamsay,  **  the  singiof 
of  songs  wss  the  great  delight  of  the  higher  ana 
middle  order  of  the  people,  as  well  as  of  th« 
peasantry ;  and  though  a  taste  for  Italian  musie 
has  interfered  with  this  amuacincnt,  it  is  stlU 
very  prevalent.  Between  forty  and  fifty  yean 
ago,  the  common  people  were  not  only  exceed- 
ingly fond  of  songs  snd  ballads,  but  of  metricil 
hiatory.  Often  have  1,  in  my  cheerful  mom  of 
youth,  listened  to  them  with  delight,  whoi 
reading  or  reciting  the  exploits  of  Wallace  tod 
Bmce  against  the  Southrons.  Lord  Uailsa 
was  wont  to  call  Blind  Harry  their  BibU^  \m 
being  their  great  favourite  uixt  tlie  Scriptures. 
When,  thereifbrf,  one  in  the  vale  of  life  fislt  the 
first  emotion  of  genius  he  wanted  not  models 
net  generis.  But  thougU  the  seeds  of  poetry 
were  scattered  with  a  plentiful  hand  among  ths 
Scottish  peasantry,  the  product  was  prahaUy 
like  that  of  pears  aitd  apples — of  a  thousand 
that  sprung  up,  nine  huiMlred  and  fif^  are  sa 
bad  as  to  set  the  teeth  on  edge ;  forty-fivs  or 


he  Night  ThoughU,  prefixed  a  copy  of  verses.**  I  *  Beginning,  What  beauties  dote  Flora  diselo—  / 
Extract  of  a  Utttrfrvm  Mr  Ramioy  of  (khltrtyre  I  t  .»eglnniD|f,  /  have  heard  a  lilting  at  awr  -— - 
UiheJUitor.  _       \milkHti 
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an  paMtble  and  unefnl ;  tnd  the  rest  of 
ta  aqvitite  flaTOur.  Allan  Ramsay  and  Burna 
•N  wudingt  of  this  last  description.  They  had 
tiMi.  example  of  the  elder  Scottish  poets ;  thry 
Wire  not  without  the  aid  of  the  best  English 
writers ;  and,  what  was  of  still  more  import- 
•aee,  they  were  no  strangers  to  the  book  of  na- 
tnre,  and  to  the  book  of  God.'* 

From  this  general  view,  it  is  apparent  that 
Allan  Ramsay  may  be  considered  as  in  a  great 
aeaaare  the  reviver  of  the  rural  poetry  of  his 
fountry.  His  collection  of  ancient  Scottish 
poems  onder  the  name  of  The  Ectr-grten^  his 
collection  of  Scottish  nongs  and  his  own  poems, 
the  principal  of  which  is  the  Gentle  Shepherd^ 
lunre  been  universally  read  among  the  peasantr)- 
Ol  hia  country,  and  have  in  some  degree  super* 
••dad  the  adventures  of  Bruce  and  Wallace,  as 
noorded  by  Barbour  and  Blind  Harry.  Burns 
WM  well  acquainted  with  all  of  these*  He  had 
•lao  before  him  the  poems  of  Fergusson  in  the 
Scottish  dialect,  which  have  been  produced  in 
Mr  own  times,  and  of  which  it  will  be  neces- 
Urr  tu  give  a  short  account. 

Fergusson  was  born  of  parents  who  had  it  in 
Hwir  power  to  procure  him  a  liberal  education, 
%  circumstance,  however,  which  in  Scotland, 
impliea  no  very  high  rank  in  society.  From  a 
W«l  written  and  apparently  authentic  account 
flf  hia  life,  we  learn  that  he  spent  six  years  at 
tfM  schools  of  Edinburgh  and  Dundee,  and  se- 
veral years  at  the  universities  of  Edinburgh  and 
St.  Andrew's.  It  appears  that  he  was  at  one 
thne  destined  for  the  Scottish  church  ;  but  as 
lie  advanced  towards  manhood,  he  renounced 
that  intention,  and  at  Edinburgh  eutered  the 
offce  of  an  attorney.  Fcrgus»on  had  sensibility 
of  mind,  a  warm  and  generous  heart,  and  ta- 
IsBts  for  society,  of  the  most  attractive  kind. 
To  such  a  man  no  situation  could  be  more  dan> 
gerous  than  that  in  which  he  was  placed.  The 
tzoeases  into  which  he  was  led,  impaired  his 
ftcble  constitution,  and  he  sunk  under  them  in 
the  month  of  October,  1774,  in  his  23d  or2ith 
year.  Burns  was  not  acquainted  with  the 
poems  of  this  youthful  genius  when  he  himself 
began  to  write  poetry ;  and  when  he  first  saw 
than,  he  had  renounced  the  muses.  But  while 
he  reaided  in  the  tdwti  of  Irvine,  meeting  with 
JFkrgntion'M  Scottiih  JPoemx,  he  informs  us  that 
he  "  strung  his  lyre  anew  with  emulating  vi- 
coor.**  Touched  by  the  sympathy  originating 
U  kindred  genius,  and  in  the  forebodings  of  si- 
nilar  fortune,  Bums  regarded  Fergusson  with 
•  partial  and  an  affectionate  admiration.  Over  | 
his  grave  he  erected  a  monument,  as  has  al« 
leady  been  mentioned ;  and  his  poems  he  has 
in  several  instances  made  the  subjects  of  his 
imitation. 

From  this  account  of  the  Scottish  poems 
IpiowB  to  Bums,  those  who  are  acquainted 
with  them  will  see  they  are  chiefly  humorous 
or  pathetic ;  and  under  one  or  other  of  these 
<iesriptioBe  MMt  of  hia  own  poems  will  cUts. 
Ln  m  mmftn  him  with  hia  predecesaon  un- 


der each  of  these  points  of  view,  and  close  cor 
examination  with  a  few  general  obscrratiooa. 

It  has  frequently  been  observed,  that  Scot- 
land has  produced,  comparatively  speaking,  few 
writers  who  have  excelled  in  humour.  But  this 
observation  is  true  only  when  applied  to  those 
who  have  continued  to  reside  in  their  own  coun- 
try, and  have  confined  themselves  to  composi- 
tion in  pure  English  ;   and  in  tliew  circum- 
stances it  admits  of  an  easy  explanation.     The 
Scottish  poets,  who  have  written  in  the  dialect 
of  Scotland,  have  Iieen  at  all  times  remarkable 
for  dwelling  on  subjects  of  humour,  in  which 
indeed  some  of  them  have  excelled.     It  would 
be  easy  to  show,  that  the  dialect  of  Scotland 
having  become  provincial,  is  now  scarcely  suit- 
ed to  the  more  elevated  kinds  of  poetry.     If  we 
may  believe  that  the  poem  of  Chritt'u  Kirk  of 
the  Grene  was  written  by  James  the  First  of 
Scotland,  this  accomplished  monarch,  who  had 
received  an  Engliish  eiducation  under  Henry  the 
Fourth,  and  who  bore  arms  under  his  gallant 
successor,  gave  the  model  on  which  the  greater 
part  of  the  humorous  productions  of  the  mstic 
muse  of  Scotland  had  been  formed.      Chritti* 
Kirk  of  the  Grene  was  reprinted  by  Ramsay, 
somewhat  modernixefl  in  the  orthography,  and 
two  cantos  were  added  l>v  him,  in  which  he  at- 
tempts  to  carry  on  the  design.  Hence  the  poem 
of  King  James  is  usually  printed  in  Ramsay'a 
works.     The  royal  bard  describes,  in  the  first 
canto,  a  rustic  dance,  and  afterwards  a  conten- 
tion in  archery,  ending  in  an  affray.     Ramsay 
relates  the  restoration  of  concord,  and  the  re- 
newal of  the  rural  sports  with  the  humours  of  a 
country  wedding.     Though  each  of  the  poets 
describes  the  manners  of  his  respective  age,  yet 
in  the  whole  piece  there  is  a  very  sufficient  uni- 
formity ;  a  striking  proof  of  the  identity  of  cha- 
racter in  the  S«'ottisli  peasantry  at  the  two  pe- 
riods, distant  from  each  other  three  hundied 
yeary.     It  in  an  honourable  distiuction  to  this 
body  of  men,  that  their  character  and  nianneis, 
very  little  emb«lli«»hed,  have  been  found  tu  be 
susceptible  of  an  amusing  and  interesting  spe- 
cies of  poetry ;  and  it  mu»t  appear  not  a  little 
curious,  that  the  single  nation  of  modern  Eu- 
rope which  possesses  an  original  ptictry,  should 
have  received  the  model,  followed  by  their  rus- 
tic bards,  from  the  monarch  on  the  throne. 

The  two  additional  (vintos  to  Chrittit  Kirk 
of  the  Grene,  written  by  Ramsay,  though  ob- 
jectionable in  point  of  delicacy,  are  among  the 
happiest  of  his  productions.  His  chief  excel- 
lence indeed,  lay  in  the  description  of  rural  cha- 
racters, incidents,  and  scenery  ;  for  he  did  not 
possess  any  very  high  po wet's  either  of  imagina- 
tion or  of  understanding.  He  was  well  ac- 
quainted with  the  peasantry  of  Scotland,  their 
lives  and  opinions.  The  subject  was  in  a  great 
measure  new  ;  his  talents  were  equal  to  the 
subject,  and  he  has  shown  that  it  may  be  hap- 
pily adapted  to  pastoral  poetry.  In  his  Gentle 
Shepherd,  the  characters  are  delineations  from 
nature^  the  deacriptive  parts  are  in  the  genuino 
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tlyle  of  bMitiftd  limplieity,  tiw  pftMoiu  and 
affectioiit  of  rand  life  are  finely  portrayed,  and 
the  heart  ia  pleaaingly  interested  in  the  happi- 
neia  that  ia  beatuweJ  in  innocence  and  Tirtuc. 
Throughout  the  whole  there  ia  an  air  of  reality 
which  the  moat  careleM  reader  cannot  but  per- 
ctive;  and  in  fact  no  poem  ever  perhapa  ac- 
quired so  high  a  reputation,  in  which  truth  re- 
ceiTcd  ao  little  embelliahment  from  the  imagina- 
tion. In  his  pa&toral  aonga,  and  hia  rural  tales, 
Ramaay  appears  to  leas  advantage,  indeed,  but 
atill  with  conaiderable  attraction.  The  story  of 
the  Monk  and  the  MiUer't  Wife,  though  some- 
what licentious,  may  roiik  with  the  happiest 
productions  of  Prior  or  La  Fontaine.  But  when 
he  attempts  subjects  from  higher  life,  and  aims 
at  pure  English  composition,  he  is  feeble  and 
uninteresting,  and  seldom  even  reaches  medio- 
crity. Neither  are  hia  familiar  epiatlea  and 
elegies  in  the  Scottijih  dialect  entitled  to  much 
approbation.  Though  Fergu»9on  had  higher 
powers  of  imagination  than  Ramaay,  his  genius 
was  not  of  the  highest  order  ;  nor  did  his  learn- 
ing, which  waa  considerable,  improve  his  ge- 
nius. His  poems  written  in  pure  English,  in 
which  he  often  follows  classical  models,  though 
superior  to  the  Englibh  poems  of  Ramaay,  sel- 
dom rise  above  mediocrity  ;  but  in  those  com- 
pooed  in  the  Scottish  dialect  he  is  often  very 
auccesafuU  He  was,  in  general,  however,  less 
happy  than  Ramaay  in  the  subjecta  of  hia  muse. 
Aa  he  spent  the  greater  part  of  hia  life  in  Edin- 
burgh, and  wrote  for  his  amusement  in  the  in- 
tervals of  busineaa  or  diaaipation,  his  Scottish 
poems  are  chiefly  founded  on  the  incidenta  of  a 
town  life,  which,  though  they  are  not  ausoepti- 
ble  of  humour,  do  not  admit  of  those  delinea- 
tiona  of  scenery  and  manners,  which  vivify  the 
rural  poetry  of  Ramsay,  and  which  so  agreeably 
amuae  the  fancy  and  interest  the  heart.  The 
town  eclogues  of  Ferguason,  if  we  may  so  deno- 
minate them,  are  however  £uthful  to  nature, 
and  often  distinguished  by  a  very  happy  vein  of 
humour.  His  poems  entitled  The  liuj't  UaySf 
The  King*9  Birih-day  in  EditUturyltf  Lcith 
JRacet,  and  The  Hallow  Fair,  will  ju&tify  this 
character.  In  these,  particularly  in  the  lost,  he 
imitated  Christie  Kirk  of  the  Grcne,  as  Ram- 
aay had  done  before  him.  Hi«  Addreu  to  the 
J'ron-kirk  £eU  is  an  exquisite  piece  of  humour, 
which  Burna  has  scarcely  excelled.  In  appre- 
ciating the  genius  of  FerguxMmf  it  ou'^ht  to  be 
recollected,  that  his  poems  are  the  carelefcs  effu- 
sions of  an  irregular  though  amiable  young  man, 
who  wrote  fur  the  periodical  papers  of  the  day, 
and  who  died  in  early  youth.  Had  hia  life  been 
prolonged  under  happier  circuui»tances  of  for- 
tune, he  would  probably  have  ri<icn  to  much 
higher  reputation.  He  might  have  excelled  in 
rural  poetry,  for  though  hia  professed  pofetorals 
on  the  established  Sicilian  model,  are  stale  and 
uninteresting.    The   Fartner'e   It^U,*    which 
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may  be  eonsidered  aa  a  Scottish  paatoral,  k  tho 
happiest  of  all  his  productions,  end  certainljr 
was  the  archetype  of  the  Cotter*i  Satutdap 
Night,  FerguBson,  and  more  especially  Bur]i% 
have  shown,  that  the  character  and  mannert  9t 
the  peasantry  of  ScotUmd,  of  the  present  tiaM% 
nre  as  well  adapted  to  poetry,  as  in  the  days  of 
Hamsay,  or  of  the  author  of  Christie  Kirk  nf 
the  Grene, 

The  humour  of  Burns  w  of  a  richer  vein  than 
that  of  Ramsay  or  Fergusson,  both  of  whom,  lo 
he  himself  informs  us,  he  had  **  frequently  in  hit 
eve,  but  rather  with  a  view  to  kindle  at  thiir 
flame,  thau  to  servile  imitation.'*  His  descrip- 
tive powers,  whether  the  objects  on  which  thef 
are  employed  be  comic  or  serious,  animate,  or 
inanimate,  are  of  the  highestt  order. — A  aup^  ' 
riority  of  thia  kind  ia  est»ential  to  every  apeeiet 
of  poetical  ezoollence.  In  one  of  his  eariiar 
poems  his  plan  seems  to  be  to  inculcate  a  lesaon 
of  contentment  on  the  lower  classes  of  soctetyy 
by  showing  that  their  superiors  are  neithtr 
much  better  nor  happier  than  themselves  ;  oad 
this  he  chooses  to  execute  in  the  form  of  a  dia- 
logue between  two  dogs.  He  introduces  this 
dialogue  by  an  account  of  the  persona  and  cha- 
racters of  the  speakers.  The  first,  whom  ho 
has  named  Gesor,  ia  a  dog  of  condition  :— 

"  His  locked,  letterM,  braw  brass  collar. 
Showed  him  the  gentleman  and  scholar.** 

High-bred  though  he  ia,  he  ia  howevor  (nil  il 
condescension : 

"  At  kiik  or  market,  mill  or  smiddie, 
Nae  uwted  tyke,  tho*  e*er  aae  duddieb 
But  he  wad  stao't,  as  glad  to  ace  hinif 
jin*  stroan*t  on  ttanes  on*  hiUoek*  an*  HmJ' 

The  other,  X«af/i,  is  a  <*  plougman*t-odUii»" 
but  a  cur  of  a  good  heart  and  a  aound  vadw- 

stojiding. 

'*  Hit  honest,  sonsie,  baws*nt  face, 
Aye  gat  him  friends  in  ilka  place ; 
His  breast  was  white,  his  towsie  baek 
Weel  clad  wi*  coat  o*  glossy  black  ; 
His  gawcie  tail,  wi*  upward  curl. 
Hung  o'er  his  hurdies  wC  a  sufirL'* 

Never  were  ttea  dogs  so  exquisitely  delineat* 
eil.  Their  gambols,  before  they  sit  down  to 
moralize,  are  described  with  an  equal  d^jee  of 
happiness ;  and  through  the  whole  dialogue* 
the  character,  as  well  as  the  difnrcnt  condition 
of  the  two  speakers,  is  kept  in  iriew.  Tho 
speech  of  Luath,  in  which  he  enumerates  tho 
comforts  of  the  poor,  gives  the  following  ao- 
count  of  their  merriment  on  the  first  day  of  tho 
year : 


(( 


That  merry  day  the  year  bcgina, 
They  bar  the  door  on  frosty 
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Tb*  laptm  pifw»  acid  Hnmihin'  milU 
An  lundid  imnd  <ri'  rijiht  guid-w>U  ; 
Th*  cantf  aiild  liilki  crvkiii'  cthdw. 
Tb«  ]roon(  ««t  rantin'  ihm'  (he  hoine- 
Ht  ittit  hu  b«n  ue  fiin  u  hc  them, 
7%al  Ifurjoy  liac  6or*i<  "i'  '*«»■" 

Of  •!■  llu  inliMl)  who  hare  nKirilind  o 
MAn  >Sun  NDc*  the  dayn  of  ^Ewp,  th*  dug 
■rau  bst  taCiiled  to  thii  privilvsVi  ■«  veLt '~~ 
kn  Hjptriot  ugicily,  u  froio  hin  being, 
thiD  my  other,  the  fntDil  ind  umcMte  ut 
Tin  diip  of  Buriu,  cmpting  in  Ibcir  ulei 
asntliiiag,  in  daunrigfat  dug*.  Tlu  ' 
top"  u>  coulully  k(|il  llcbn  our  ejct, 
lb*  eoalrut  bclimii  Iheit  form  ind  chinetcr 


bfightoH  th*  huoiour,  ud  rJtepeiH  (h<  impm- 
(ion  oF  ihc  poet'e  wiiice,  Thuvgh  in  thii  poc7n 
iha  cliicf  eicellencc  may  lie  rnimidnrd  u  hu- 
nuur,  ytt  fmt  UlenW  aredi.|iljyed  iii  id  eoni- 
pBHlwD  ;    the  happieit  |hhi 


miRljl  ii 
rvei,  tliat  the 


(he  humit 
The  \l 


of  Bur 


1  uf  PerguiH,,, 
n  htmMLf  with  the  nuMen  of  En|>. 
liih  puetcy,  wLiMe  loo^ige  he  fceqiuntly  u- 

Ot  the  onioD  of  teniternen  and  humour,  ex. 
unplei  ■<»  be  liiund  in  The  Dtath  and  Dgi 
Wadt  nfpf-r  M-titi  —  ' '  " 
Kt^Yiur;  Mur->i-3  .••aiuai.t 
Magfit,  *ad  in  aiaj  otlier  of  bi 
praJM  of  whidi;f  ii  «  favourite  uiiijert  wi 
Burni.  To  tbit  he  dedivuM  hit  poem 
SaUk  Driai.  After  menliublDg  iU  cheer! 
indiMDc*  in  ■  variety  of  •iiuitioiu,  lie  deecrih 
with  lunguUr  lireiineH  aod  power  of  fjncy, 
■tiinulatlng  rfiecti  on  the  bldckimilh  trocki 
■t  fait  brge  : 


Tit  amid  FaTKi 

.a.     The 


with  iht  hi(h*r 

cs  may  ba  fbuod 

the  poem  ntitlnl  Dtatk  nd  Or.  Harnboai, 

d  in  aJniiat  crery  atanu  of  tba  Aidna  (o 

Oi*  Dol,  one  of  the  happicit  of  bia  prodaetiooi. 

After  nproaefain;  thii  terrible  being  with  all 

"  doiag^'  and  miadeadt,  in  the  ttiiitie  of 

.  he  paaael  Ihniugh  a  lerica  of  Sooltiih 

I  at  timei  isM  a  high 

of  poetry  ;  he  eondudei  tfaia  iddreH,  it- 

I  in  a  tana  of  ireal  bmiliarilv.  iHit  alto> 

a  tbt  bl- 


D  happiTf 


Bat,  fan  ye  mtl,  aold  Xiekie-bi 

O  «*d  yt  tdc  a  thought  an'  mn 

Ye  libliDa  might — 1  dinoa  keu- 

StiU  ha'e  a  atall 


Hnmanr  and  Wndtrncn 
iutiTmixed.  that  it  ia  in, 
prepoDiientet. 

Fer^uaua  vrote  a  dialogne  between  the 
Cnuncay  and  the  Plaimtlant,.'  of  Edinborffa. 
Thii  piobahiy  (uggeated  to  Buru  hii  diilD(ii* 
betveen  the  Old  and  New  Bridge  imt  tho  riier 
Ayr.  The  nature  of  aueh  nibJKta  rrquirta  that 
theyahall  be  treated  humonnialy,  and  FerKUHoa 
ipted  iiolhing  beyond  ihia.     Though 


t   Cau. 


t   and    the   Plaim 


1  bik  ti 


attempt  ii  nudo  tu  pcnoni^r  th« 

lialoEoe  between  the  Bnj 
pre^'d  by  carr."  or  "  ii 
il  left  bia 


"Kae 


T«{  Ayr. 
if  a  winter  niRht,   to  tlw  mouili  uf  Ilia 

ruthiiig  aiiunil  of  the  influx  uf  llw  li'le. 
I  alter  iniiliiighc.  The  Diingruii-clwk 
rutk  two,  jinil  llw  hhiwI   hjd  Inn  ro- 

by  Walia,«  T.iw<T.  Allele  na.  huiihr.1. 
oon  (hoou  brightly,  hihI 


"  elinpin:!  .ugh"  of  wingi  uuiriKg  through  tlie 
air,  and  i-jittdiiy  he  imveiTn  two  Iw  n-a  mii'il, 

theonenntbeUld,  themhcriNI  ibe  New  llti'ii^e. 


Thcae  genii  enter  into  a  compariann  uf  (be  r«- 

riievtivrediGcHi  over  which  tbtyurnide.  and  af. 

teTW.ir<lis  at  i->  uaual  brtwvcn  the  oU  anl  you.,g. 

"  Scotland,  my  auld.  re^peeled  mitfaer ! 

enniprc  modrrn  rhararim  and  imnnen  with 

Though  whjlei  ye  moiuify  your  teilher. 

(huw  of  pjt  timua.     Tliry  diHer,  iia  may  U'  ta- 

Till  when  y«i  .it.  on  erajw  o'  he.ther, 
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pected,  and  taont  and  icold  each  other  in  broad 
Scotch.  This  convenation,  which  is  certainly 
hamorooi,  may  be  considered  as  a  proper  busi- 
neia  of  the  poem.  As  the  debate  runs  high,  and 
threatens  serious  consequences,  all  at  once  it  is 
interrupted  by  a  neir  scene  of  wonders : 


.'*  all  before  their  sight 


A  fiiiry  train  appearM  in  order  bright ; 
Adown  the  glitterini;  stream  they  featly  danced  ; 
Bright  to  the  moon  their  various  drosws  glanced  ; 
They  footed  o*vr  the  watVy  glass  so  neat. 
The  infant  ice  scarce  l>ent  beneath  their  feet ; 
While  arts  of  minstrelsy  among  them  rung, 
And  soul-ennobled  Bards  heroic  ditties  sung. 


»» 


**  The  Genius  of  the  Stream  in  front  appears, 
A  venerable  chief,  advanced  in  years ; 
His  hoary  head  with  water-lilien  crown*d. 
His  manly  leg  with  garter  tangle  bound.'* 

Next  follow  a  number  of  other  allegorical  be- 
ings, among  whom  are  the  four  seasons,  Rural 
Joy,  Plenty,  Hospitality,  and  Courage. 

"  Benevolence,  with  mild  benignant  air, 
A  female  form,  came  from  the  tow'rs  of  Stair : 
Learning  and  Worth  in  equal  measures  trode. 
From  timple  Catrinc,  their  loner-loved  abode : 
Last,  white-robed  Peace,  crown'd  with  a  hazel 

wreath. 
To  rustic  Agriculture  did  bequeath 
The  broken  iron  instrument  of  Death  ; 
At  sight  of  whom  our  Sprites  furgat  their  kin- 
dling wrath.** 

This  poem,  irregular  and  imper^t  aa  it  is, 
displays  various  and  powerful  talents,  and  may 
serve  to  illustrate  tliepenius  of  Burns.  In  par- 
ticular, it  affords  a  striking  instance  of  his  being 
carried  beyond  his  original  purpose  by  the  pow- 
eis  of  imagination. 

In  Fergusson*s  poem,  the  Plainstnnet  and 
Cauteway  contrast  the  characters  of  the  differ- 
ent persons  who  walked  up«m  them.  Burns 
probably  conceived,  that,  by  a  dialogue  between 
the  Old  and  New  Bridge,  he  might  form  a  hu- 
morous contrast  between  ancient  and*  modem 
manners  in  the  town  of  Ayr.  Such  a  dialogue 
could  only  be  supposed  to  pass  in  the  stillnesn  of 
night ;  and  this  led  our  poet  into  a  description 
of  a  midnight  scene,  which  excited  in  a  high 
d^ree  the  powers  of  his  imagination.  During 
the  whole  dialogue  the  scenery  is  present  to  his 
fancy,  and  at  length  it  suggests  to  him  a  fairy 
dance  of  aerial  beings,  under  the  beams  of  the 
moon,  by  which  the  wrath  of  the  Genii  of  the 
3rig8  of  Ayr  is  appeased. 

Incong^ous  as  the  dif&rent  parts  of  this  poem 
are,  it  is  not  an  incongruity  that  displeases ;  and 
we  have  only  to  regret  that  the  poet  did  not  be- 
stow a  little  pains  in  making  the  figures  more 
correct,  and  in  smoothing  the  versification. 

The  epbtlet  of  BaroS|  io  which  may  be  ior 


eluded  his  Dedieatum  io  G.  EL  Etq,  diaeovw, 
like  his  other  writings,  the  powers  of  a  superior 
understanding.  They  display  deep  insight  ia|o 
human  nature,  a  gay  and  happy  strain  of  rcflee- 
tion,  great  independence  of  sentiment,  and  ge- 
nerobity  of  heart.  The  Halloween  of  Bums  tm 
free  from  every  objection.  It  is  interesting  not 
merely  from  its  humorous  description  of  manneri» 
but  as  it  records  the  spells  and  charms  used  oa 
the  celebration  of  a  ftwtival,  now,  even  in  Scot- 
land,  falling  into  neglect,  but  which  was  onot 
observed  over  the  greater  part  of  Britain  and 
Ireland.  These  charms  are  supposed  to  afford 
nn  insight  into  futurity,  especially  on  the  sub- 
ject of  marriage,  the  most  interesting  event  of 
rural  life.  In  the  Hallowunj  a  female,  in  per* 
forming  one  of  the  spells,  has  occasion  to  go  oat 
by  moonlight  to  dip  her  shift-sleeve  into  a  stream 
running  toward*  the  South.  It  was  not  ne- 
cessary for  Burns  to  give  a  description  of  thie 
stream.  But  it  was  the  character  of  hu  ardent 
mind  to  pour  forth  not  merely  what  the  occaaioA 
required,  but  what  it  admitted  ;  and  the  temp- 
tation to  describe  so  beautiful  a  natural  obj^ 
by  moonlight,  was  not  to  be  resisted— 

"  Whylcs  owre  a  linn  the  bnmie  plajrs, 
As  through  the  glen  it  wimpPt ; 
Whyles  round  the  rocky  scar  it  strays; 

Whylei  in  a  wiel  it  dimpl't ; 
Whyles  glitter *d  to  the  nightly  rayt, 

Wi'  bickering  dancing  dazzle  ; 
Whyles  cookit  underneath  the  brae% 
Beneath  the  spreading  hazel. 

Unseen  that  night. 

Those  who  understand  the  Scottish  dialed 
will  allow  this  to  be  one  of  the  finest  instoncea 
of  description  which  the  records  of  poetry  afford. 

In  pastoral,  or,  to  speak  more  correctly,  in 
rural  poetry  of  a  serious  nature,  Burns  excelled 
equally  as  in  that  of  a  humorous  kind,  and,  nsiog 
less  of  the  Scottish  dialect  in  his  serious  poems, 
he  becomes  more  generally  intelligible.  It  is  dif- 
ficult to  decide  whether  the  Addr§u  to  a  Mourn 
whose  nest  was  turned  vp  with  the  plough,  thoaild 
l)e  considered  as  serious  or  comic.  Be  this  ta 
it  may,  the  poem  is  one  of  the  happiest  and 
moMt  finished  of  his  productions.  If  we  smile 
at  the  "  bickering  brattle**  of  this  little  flying 
animal,  it  is  a  smile  of  tenderness  and  pity. 
The  descriptive  part  is  sdmirable :  the  moral  re- 
flections beautiful,  and  arising  directly  out  of  the 
occasion  ;  and  in  the  conclusion  there  is  a  deep 
melancholy,  a  sentiment  of  doubt  and  dread, 
that  arises  to  the  sublime.  The  Address  to  a 
Mountain  Daisy,  turned  down  with  the  plough^ 
is  a  poem  of  the  same  nature,  though  somewhat 
inferior  in  point  of  originality,  as  well  as  in  the 
interest  produced.  To  extract  out  of  incidente 
so  common,  and  seemingly  so  trivial  as  theaei 
fiio  fine  a  train  of  Mintiment  and  imagery,  is  the 
surest  proof,  as  well  as  the  most  brilliant  triumph, 
of  original  genius.  The  Vision^  in  two  cantos, 
from  which  a  beautiful  extract  is  taken  by  Mr 


fte 
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M«ek«niie,  in  the  97th  number  of  the  Ziounper, 
ii  t  poem  of  great  and  various  excellence.  The 
opening,  in  which  the  poet  describes  his  otirn 
lute  of  mind,  ivtiring  in  the  evening,  wearied, 
from  thr  luhoure  of  the  day,  to  moralize  on  his 
conduct  and  prospects  is  truly  interesting.  The 
chamber,  if  we  may  so  term  it,  in  which  he  lits 
down  to  muse,  is  an  exquisite  painting : — 

'*  There,  lanely,  by  the  ingle  cheek, 
I  sat  and  eyed  the  spewing  reck, 
That  fiird  wi'  hoost-pruvnking  smeck 

That  auld  clay  biggin ; 
An*  heard  the  restless  rattons  squeak 

About  the  riggin." 

To  reconcile  to  our  imagination  the  entrance 
of  an  aerial  being  into  a  mansion  of  this  kind, 
required  the  powers  of  Burns — he,  however,  suc- 
ceeds. Coila  enters,  and  her  countenance,  atti- 
tude, and  dress,  unlike  tho^e  of  other  spiritual 
beings,  are  dititinctly  portrayed.  To  the  painting 
on  her  mantle,  on  which  is  depicted  the  most 
Striking  scenery,  as  well  as  the  oiurtt  distinguished 
characters,  of  hi H  native  country,  some  exceptions 
may  be  made.  The  mantle  of  Coilo,  like  the  dip 
of  ThyrsM,*  and  the  shield  of  Achill«*s,  w  too 
much  crowded  with  figures,  and  »ome  of  the  ob- 
jects represented  upon  it  are  scarcely  lulmi^H^iile, 
according  to  the  principles  of  desliin.  Tiie  jje- 
nerous  temperament  of  Bums  led  l.iui  into  tlu'>o 
exuberances.  In  his  second  edition  he  enlar<(t>d 
the  number  of  figures  originally  introduceJI,  that 
he  might  include  objects  to  w'ttich  he  wa<»  at- 
tached by  sentiments  of  affection,  gratitude,  or 
patriotism.  Tlie  second  Dnarty  or  canto  of  this 
poem,  in  which  Coila  describes  her  own  nature 
and  occupations,  particularly  her  superintendence 
of  his  infant  genius  and  in  which  fahe  reconciles 
him  to  the  character  of  a  bard,  is  an  elevated  and 
•olemn  strain  of  poetry,  ranking  in  all  respecU, 
excepting  the  harmony  of  numbers  with  the 
higher  productious  of  the  English  muse.  The 
concluding  stanza,  compariKl  with  that  already 
quoted,  will  show  to  what  a  height  Burns  rises 
in  this  poem,  from  the  point  at  which  he  set 
out: — 

*'  And  wear  thou  l/iis — she  solemn  said. 
And  bound  the  hoVi/  round  my  head  ^ 
The  polished  leaves,  and  berries  red, 

Did  rustling  play ; 
And,  like  a  paning  thought,  she  fled 

In  light  away." 

In  rarious  poemM  Burns  has  exhibited  the  pic- 
ture of  a  mind  under  the  deep  impressions  of 
real  sorrow.  The  Lament,  the  Ode  to  Ruitij 
J)e8pondc'nrf/,  nnd  Winter,  a  Dirue^  are  of  this 
character.  In  the  first  uf  these  poems  the  eighth 
tCanza,  which  dc«cril»«s  w.  hlf^jjle-*-*  night  from 
anguish  of  mind,  is  ])artirularly  striking.  Burns 
often  indulged  in  tha:<u  nicLincholy  views  of  the 


•  Se«  the  first  ii/y^iiMi  of  Theocritus, 


nature  and  condiUon  of  man,  wludi  ire  eo  eon- 
genial  to  the  temperament  of  aemibility.  The 
poem  entitled  Man  was  made  to  Mourn,  afbrds 
an  instance  of  this  kind,  and  The  Winter  Nipht 
is  of  the  same  description.  The  last  is  highly 
characteristic,  both  of  the  temper  of  mind,  and 
of  the  condition  of  Burns.  It  begins  with  a 
description  of  a  dreadful  storm  on  a  night  in 
winter.  The  poet  represents  himself  as  lying  in 
bed,  and  listening  to  its  howling.  In  this  situ- 
ation, he  naturally  turns  his  thoughts  to  the 
ourie  *  Cattle,  and  the  stffy  f  Sheep^  exposed  to 
all  the  violence  of  the  tempest.  Having  lament- 
ed their  fate,  he  proceeds  in  the  following  :•— 

**  Bk  happing  bird — wee  helpless  thing  ! 
That  in  the  merry  months  o*  spring. 
Delighted  me  to  hear  thee  sing, 

What  comes  o'  thee  ? 
Wharc  wilt  thou  cow'r  thy  chittering  wing, 

An'  close  thy  e'e? 

Other  reflections  of  the  same  nature  occur  to 
his  mind  ;  and  as  the  n>idaight  moon,  **  muf- 
fled with  clouds,"  ca^ts  her  dreary  light  on  his 
window,  thoughts  of  a  darker  and  more  me- 
Imrholy  nature  crowd  upon  him.  In  this  state 
of  mind,  he  heani  a  voire  pouring  through  the 
t:;iooi!i,  a  solotuu  and  plaintive  strain  of  reflec- 
tion. The  mourner  compares  the  fury  of  the 
fii.ituMts  wirh  i!j  It  of  jiMii  to  his  brother  man, 
und  titids  tiu'  forn:cr  light  in  the  balance. 

*'  See  stern  ()})Mre>sion's  iron  grip. 

Or  m  td  Ambition's  gory  hand, 
Seiuiio;^,  like  l»!:>Ofl-h<»nnds  from  the  slip. 

Woe,  want,  and  murder,  o'er  the  land.** 

He  pui>ues  tlii"  tr.iin  of  reflection  through  a 
variety  of  partirularn,  i:i  tlie  course  of  which  he 
introduces  the  foilowiiig  animated  apostropiie  :-~- 

"  O  ye  I   who  sunk  in  Iwns  of  down, 

Feel  not  a  want  but  what  yourselves  create, 

Think,  for  a  moment,  on  his  wretched  fate. 

Whom  friends  and  fortune  quite  disown  ! 
Ill-«ati8fy*d  keen  Nature's  clam'rous  call, 

Stretc-h'd  on  his  straw  he  lays  him  down  to 
sleep. 
While  thro'  the  ragged  roof  and  chinky  wall. 

Chill  o'er  his  slumbers  piles  the  drifty  heap.** 

The  strain  of  sentiment  which  runs  through 
this  poem  is  noble,  though  the  execution  it  un- 
equal, and  the  versification  is  defective. 

Among  the  serious  poems  of  Burns,  The 
Cotter'i  Saturday  Night  is  perhaps  entitled  to 
the  first  rank.  TJie  Farmer^ s  Ingle  of  Fergus^ 
son  evidently  suggested  the  plan  of  this  poem, 
as  has  been  already  mentioned  ;  but  after  the 
]>lan  was  formed.  Burns  trusted  entirely  to  hit 

*  Ourir,  out.Iyiog.    OvritfCSs/<^,  Cattle  that  an  UB. 
housed  all  winter. 

t  smy  \t  in  this,  as  in  other  plaee^  a  (enn  of  oom 
panion  and  endcaraMot. 
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own  |>owers  for  the  execution.  Fergtunon's 
poem  ii  certainly  very  beautiful.  It  has  all  the 
ehorms  which  depend  on  rural  characters  and 
manners  happily  portrnyud,  and  exhibited  under 
circumstances  hi^^hly  grateful  to  the  imagination. 
The  Fanntr's  Ingle  biigin^  with  describing  the 
l^tum  of  evening.  The  toil*  of  the  day  are  over, 
and  the  farmer  retires  to  his  comfortable  fire- 
side. The  rt'ci'ption  whit-h  he  and  hi«  men-ser- 
yants  receive  from  the  careful  house-wife,  is 
))lea&ingly  dencrihed.  After  their  supper  is  over, 
they  begin  to  talk  on  the  rural  events  of  the  day. 

**  'Tk)ut  kirk  and  market  I'ke  their  tales  gae  on, 
How  Jock  wooM  Jennt/  hero  to  l>e  his  bride  ; 

Aud  there  how  lifarion  for  a  bastard  son, 
Upon  the  cutty-jtool  was  forced  to  ride, 

The  waofu'  fcauld  o*  our  MiSf  John  to  bide. 

Tl:r  **  Cnid.une**  \*  r.fxt  intnulnced  as  forming 
a  rirclc  round  the  firo,  in  the  midst  «f  \wr  grand- 
children, and  whili'  hho  spins  from  the  rock, 
and  the  f.p"«ndle  plays  on  htr  **  ru-mot  lap,"  she 
i»  relatinc:  to  the  voun<i  one**  tale»  of  witches  and 
ghosts.     The  poet  e\claini>, 

**  O  mock  na  thi«  my  friend's !  be.t  rather  mourn, 
Ye  in  lifc*>*  brawcut  spring  wi*  reaston  clear, 

Wi*  eild  our  idle  fancies  a'  return, 

And  dim  our  dolefu*  days  wi*  baimly  fear; 

The  mind's  aye  cradFd  when  the  ffrave  is  near." 

In  the  meantime  the  farmer,  wearied  with  the 
fatigues  of  the  day,  stretches  himxelf  at  length 
on  the  ^tttlcy  a  sort  of  rustic  couch,  which  ex- 
tendi* ou  one  fciiie  of  the  fire,  ami  the  cat  and 
house-dog  leap  upon  it  to  rt-ceivi>  his  care!>wit. 
Here,  rc*ring  at  his  caw,  he  given  hU  directions 
to  hin  men-servants  for  the  »»ucc(.*edi(i:r  dav. 
The  houxe-wifu  follows  his  example,  and  gives 
her  orders  to  the  maidens,  liy  de<;rees  tliu  oil 
in  the  cruise  l>cginH  to  fail  ;  the  fire  runs  low  ; 
sK'ep  steals  on  his  rustic  group  ;  and  they  n:ove 
off  to  enjoy  their  peaceful  slumbers.  The  j-ocl 
concludes  by  bestowing  his  bW^ing  on  the 
**  husbandman  and  nil  his  tribe." 

This  is  an  original  and  truly  interesting  pas- 
toral. It  possesses  every  thing  required  in  this 
species  of  composition.  We  might  have  p«rha|>s 
aoid,  every  thing  that  it  admits,  had  not  Burns 
written  his  Cotter* m  Satvrday  Night. 

The  cottager  returning  from  his  lalxiurs,  has 
no  servants  to  accompany  him,  to  partake  of  his 
fare,  or  to  receive  his  instructions.  The  circle 
which  he  joins,  is  composed  of  his  wife  and  chil> 
dren  only  ;  and  if  it  admits  of  less  variety,  it  af- 
fords an  opportunity  for  representing  scenes  that 
mure  strongly  interest  the  affefttior.s.  The 
younger  children  running  to  meet  him,  and 
clambering  round  his  knee  ;  the  elder,  returning 
from  their  weekly  labours  with  the  neighbouring 
farmers,  dutifully  depositing  their  little  gains 
with  their  parents,  and  receiving  theii  father's 
bleising  and  instructicM ;  the  incidents  of  the 
(oortibip  of  Jeon^y  their  ddnt  daughter,  "  wo- 


man grown,**  are  circomtttneet  of  the  noel  ia- 
tereeting  kind,  which  are  moat  ha|»pily  deliaeU- 
ed  ;  and  after  their  fmgal  lopper,  the  rtpreeea- 
tation  of  these  humbler  cottagera  forming  %  wider 
circJe  ronnd  their  hearth,  and  nnidng  in  the 
worship  of  God,  is  a  picture  the  most  deeply  •£> 
fectiog  of  any  which  the  rural  muse  haa  erer 
presented  to  the  view.  Bums  was  admirably 
adapted  to  this  delineation.  Like  all  men  of 
genius  he  was  of  the  temperament  of  devotion, 
and  the  powers  of  memory  co-operated  in  thii 
instance  with  the  sensibility  of  hi*  heart,  and 
the  fervour  of  hia  imagination.  Tht  Cotter^i 
Saturday  yight  is  tender  and  moral,  it  ia  ao- 
lemn  and  devotional,  and  rises  at  length  in  • 
strain  of  grandeur  and  sublimity,  which  modem 
poetry  has  not  surpassed.  The  noble  sentimenta 
of  patriotism  with  which  it  concludes,  corres- 
]>ond  with  the  rest  of  the  poem.  In  no  age  or 
country  have  the  pastoral  muses  breathed  tuch 
elevated  accents  if  the  Messiah  of  Pope  be  ex- 
cepted, which  is  indeed  a  pastoral  in  form  only. 
It  is  to  be  regretted  that  Bums  did  not  employ 
his  genius  on  other  subjects  of  the  same  nature, 
which  the  manners  and  customs  of  the  Scottish 
peasantry  would  have  amply  supplied.  Sneh 
poetry  is  not  to  be  estimated  by  the  degree  of 
pleasure  which  it  bestows ;  it  sinks  deeply  into 
the  heart,  and  is  calculated,  fiir  beyond  any  other 
human  means,  for  giving  permanence  to  the 
scenes  and  the  characters  it  so  exquiaitely  de* 
sciibes. 

Before  we  conclude,  it  will  be  proper  to  of- 
fer a  few  obf^ervations  on  the  lyric  production* 
of  Burns.  His  compositions  of  this  kind  art 
chiefly  songs,  generally  in  the  Scottish  dialect, 
and  nJways  after  the  model  of  the  Scottish  tonga* 
on  the  general  character  and  moral  influence  of 
u-hieh,  sonie  ob^*!  vations  have  already  been  of- 
ii're.I.  We  iniy  liazird  a  few  more  particular 
reuMrk-. 

Of  the  li;-»toric  or  heroic  ballads  of  Scotland 
it  is  unticeosarv  to  t>i>eak.  Burns  has  no  where 
imitated  tlieni,  a  circumsrance  to  be  r^retted^ 
biiiec  in  thin  tinui-ioH  of  composition,  from  its  ad- 
njitt-ttr  tile  more  terrible,  as  well  as  the  softer 
graces  of  poetry,  he  was  eminently  qualified  to 
hnw  rxivllod.  The  Scottish  songs  which  ser- 
ved a**  a  mi:del  to  Bums,  are  almost  without 
exeeptioii  pj»tortl,  or  rather  rural.  Such  of 
thfiti  as  are  romic,  frequently  treat  of  a  mttie 
courtship,  or  a  co^mtry  wedding ;  or  they  de- 
scribe the  (iitfcrences  of  opinion  which  arise  in 
marrietl  life.  Burns  has  imitated  this  speciesi 
and  surpassed  his  models.  The  song  beginning 
"  Husband,  husband,  cease  your  strife,**  may  be 
cited  in  support  of  this  observation.*    Hia  other 


*  The  dialogues  between  husbands  and  their  wivai 
which  form  the  sutt)ects  <^  the  Scottish  songs,  are  al- 
mutit  all  ludicrous  and  satirical,  and  in  these  oontests 
the  lady  is  generally  victorious.  From  the  ooUcctiooa 
of  Mr.  Pinkerton,  we  find  that  the  comic  museofSooC* 
land  delighted  in  sudi  representations  from  very  early 
times,  inherrudednunatieeObcts,  ••  well  lalllMf 
nistic  songs* 
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eomie  tongi  are  of  equal  merit  In  tlie  rural 
nogi  of  Scotlaodt  whether  huiuorous  or  ten- 
dcr,  the  lentiments  are  given  to  particular  cha- 
rtcterty  and  very  generally,  the  incidents  are 
nfiHTed  to  particular  scenery.  This  last  cir- 
cumstance may  he  considered  as  a  distinguibh- 
iag  feature  of  the  Scottish  sont;^,  and  on  it  a 
eonsiderable  part  of  their  attraction  depends. 
*  On  all  occasions  the  Kentiuient;*,  of  whatever 
nature,  are  delivered  in  the  character  of  the  per- 
son principally  interested.  It*  love  be  describe^l, 
it  is  not  as  it  is  observed,  but  as  it  is  felt ;  and 
the  passion  is  delineated  under  a  p-irticular  il%- 
|>ect.  Neither  is  it  the  fiercer  impulxes  of  de- 
tire  that  are  expressed,  as  in  the  celebiated  ode 
of  Sappho,  the  model  of  so  many  modern  song:* ; 
Iwit  those  gentler  emotions  of  tenderness  und  af- 
ftetioa,  which  do  not  entirely  absorb  the  lover ; 
Iwit  permit  him  to  associate  his  emotions  with 
the  charms  of  external  nature,  and  breathe  the 
aeoents  of  purity  and  innocence,  as  well  as  of 
lore.  In  these  respects  the  love-songs  of  Scot- 
land are  honourably  distinguished  from  the 
moat  admired  classical  compositions  of  the  same 
kind;  and  by  such  associations,  a  variety  as 
WtU  as  livelinetw,  is  given  to  the  repre>cntation 
of  this  pasaioD,  which  are  not  to  be  found  in 
tiM  poetry  of  Greece  or  Rome,  or  perhaps  of 
any  other  nation.  Many  of  the  love-songs  of 
Scotland  describe  scenes  of  rural  courtship ; 
many  may  be  considered  as  invocations  from 
lovers  to  their  mistresses.  On  such  occasions 
a  degree  of  interest  and  realily  is  given  to  the 
■entiment,  by  the  spot  destined  to  these  happy 
interviews  being  particularized.  The  lovers 
perhaps  meet  at  the  JSusJi  aboon  Traquairt  or 
on  the  Bankt  of  Juttrick  ;  the  nymphs  are  in- 
yoked  to  wander  among  the  wilds  of  lioslin  or 
the  Woods  of  Jnvermay,  Nor  is  the  s|>ot  mere- 
ly pointed  out ;  the  scenery  is  often  described 
as  well  as  the  character,  so  as  to  represent  a ; 
complete  picture  to  the   fancy.  *     Thus   the 


•  One  or  two  examples  may  illustrate  this  obwrva- 
tloo.    A  Scottish  song,  written  about  a  hundred  years ! 
ago,  begins  thus:— 

••  On  Ettrick  Bank«,  on  a  summed  niRht 
At  gloaming,  when  the  sheep  drove  luune 
I  met  my  lawie,  braw  and  tis;ht. 
Come  wading  barefoot  a'  her  lane. 

My  heart  grew  light,  I  ran,  I  flang 

My  armii  about  her  iily.neck. 
And  kissed  and  clasped  there  fu'  lang— 

My  words  they  were  na  mony  feck." 

The  lover,  who  is  a  Highlander,  goes  on  to  relate 
the  language  he  employed  with  his  Lowland  maid  to 
win  her  heart,  and  to  persuade  her  to  fly  with  him  to 
the  Highland  hillii,  there  to  share  his  fortune.  The 
sentiments  are  in  themselves  beautirul.  But  we  feel 
them  with  double  force,  while  we  conceive  that  they 
were  addressed  by  a  lover  to  his  mistress,  ^hom  he 
met  all  alone  on  a  summer's  evenini;,  by  the  banks  of 
a  beautiful  stream,  which  some  of  us  have  nctually 
seen,  and  which  all  of  lu  can  paint  to  our  imagination. 
Let  us  take  another  example.  It  is  now  a  nymph  that 
Here  how  the  cxprenes  herself— 

How  blythe  each  mom  was  I  to  lee  ! 
91y  iwam  oome  o'er  the  billl 


maxim  of  Horace,  vt  ptctura  poctit,  is  faitKfuU 
ly  oWrved  by  these  rustic  bardit,  who  are  guid- 
ed by  the  Home  impulse  of  nature  and  sensibility 
which  influenced  the  father  of  epic  poetry,  on 
whos«  example  the  precept  of  the  Roman  poet 
was  perhaps  founder!.  By  this  means  the  ima- 
gihatiun  ii*  employed  to  interest  the  feelings. 
When  we  do  not  conceive  distinctly,  we  do  not 
sympathize  deeply  in  any  human  alfection  ;  and 
we  conceive  nothing  in  the  alMttract.  Abstrac- 
tion, M)  UHeful  in  moraN,  and  so  esieutial  in 
science,  must  be  abandoned  when  the  heart  Is 
to  be  subduefl  by  the  powers  of  poetry  or  of 
eloquence.  The  bards  of  a  ruder  condition  of 
itocicty  paint  individual  objects ;  and  henoe» 
amoni;  other  causes,  the  easy  access  they  obtain 
to  the  heart.  Generalization  is  the  voice  of 
poets,  whoM!  learning  overpowers  their  genins  ; 
of  poets  of  a  refined  and  scientific  ag^ 

The  dramatic  style  which  prevails  so  mnch 
in  the  Scottish  songs,  whue  it  contributes  great- 
ly to  the  interest  they  excite,  also  showa  that 
they  have  originated  among  a  people  in  the  ear- 
lier stages  of  society.  Where  this  form  of  com- 
position appears  in  songs  of  a  modern  date,  it 
indicates  that  they  have  been  written  after  the 
ancient  model.* 

The  Scottish  songs  are  of  very  uneqaal  poe- 
tical merit,  and  this  inequality  often  extends  to 
the  different  parts  of  the  same  song.  Those  that 
are  humorous,  or  characteristic  of  mannera, 
have  in  general  the  merit  of  copying  nature ; 
those  that  are  serious  are  tender  and  often 
sweetly  interesting,  but  seldom  exhibit  high 
powers  of  imagination,  which  indeed  do  not 


•• 


He  skint  the  bum,  and  flew  to  me, 
1  met  him  with  good  will." 

Here  is  another  picture  drawn  by  the  pencil  of  Na- 
ture?. \V(*  see  a  shepherdess  standing  by  the  side  of  a 
brook,  watching  her  lover,  as  he  descends  the  opposite 
hill.  He  bounds  lightly  along :  he  appttMch'^s  nearer 
and  nearer;  he  leaps  the  brook,  and  flies  into  her 
arms.  lu  the  recollection  of  these  circumstances,  the 
surrounding  scenery  becomes  endeared  to  the  fair 
mourner,  and  khe  bursts  ii:to  the  following  exclama* 
lion  :— 

**  O  the  broom,  the  bonnie  bonnie  broom. 
The  broom  of  the  Cowden-knowcs ! 
I  wish  I  were  with  mv  dear  swain, 
Witli  his  pipe  a:id  his  ewes;" 

Thus  the  individual  spot  of  this  hippy  Interview  la 
pointed  out,  and  the  picture  is  eompleteo. 

*  That  the  dramatic  form  of  writing  characterises 
productions  of  an  early,  or  what  amounts  to  the  same, 
of  a  rude  .stage  of  society,  may  be  illustrated  by  a  re. 
ference  to  the  most  ancient  compositions  that  we  know 
of,  the  Hebrew  scriptures,  and  the  writings  of  Homer. 
The  form  of  dialogue  is  adopted  In  the  old  Scottish 
ballads,  even  in  narration,  whenever  the  situations  de. 
scribed  become  interesting.  This  sometimes  produces 
a  very  striking  effect,  of  which  an  Instance  maybe 
given  from  the  baliail  of  Kdom  o'  Gordon^  a  composi- 
tion apparently  of  the  sixteenth  century.  The  story 
of  the  ballad  is  shortly  this:—  I'he  Castle  of  Rhodes, 
in  the  ab>(>uee  of  its  ford,  is  attacked  bv  the  robber 
l-:dum  Gordon.  The  lady  stands  on  her  defence,  beats 
otf  the  assailants,  Hud  wounds  Gordon,  who  in  his  rage 
orders  the  castle  to  be  set  on  fire.  That  his  orders  are 
eanrieii  into  efl^  we  learn  from  the  expostulation  of 
the  Jady,  who  is  reprejentod  ai  standing  on  the  battlt* 
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daily  fiad  a  place  m  thia  apecies  of  compoaitum. 
The  alliance  of  the  words  of  the  Scottish  aonga 
with  the  music  has  in  some  instances  given  to 
the  former  a  popularity,  which  otherwise  they 
would  never  have  obtained. 

The  association  of  the  words  and  the  music 
of  these  songs  with  the  more  beautiful  parts  of 
the  scenery  of  Scotland,  contributes  to  the  same 
effect.  It  has  given  them  not  merely  popularity* 
but  permanence  ;  it  has  imparted  to  the  works 
of  man  some  portion  of  the  durability  of  the 
works  of  nature.  If,  from  our  imperfect  expe- 
rience uf  the  past,  we  may  judge  with  any  con- 
fidence respecting  the  future,  songs  of  this  de- 
scription are  of  all  others  the  least  likely  to  die. 
In  the  changes  of  language  they  may  no  doubt 
suffer  change  ;  but  the  associated  strain  of  sen- 
timent and  of  music  will  perhaps  survive,  while 
the  clear  stream  sweeps  down  the  vale  of  Yar- 
row, or  the  yellow  broom  waves  on  the  Giwden- 
Knowes. 

The  first  attempts  of  Bums  in  song- writing 
were  not  very  successful.  His  habitual  inatten- 
tion to  the  exactness  of  rhymes,  and  to  the  har- 
mony of  numbers,  arising  prnbubly  from  the 
models  on  which  his  versification  was  formed, 
were  faultA  likely  to  appear  to  more  advantage 
in  this  species  of  computfitiun,  than  in  any 
other  ;  and  we  may  also  remark,  that  the 
strength  of  his  imagination,  and  the  exuberance 
of  his  sensibility,  were  with  difficulty  restrained 
within  the  limits  of  gcntleneM,  delicacy  and 
tenderness,  which  seem  to  be  assigned  to  the 
love-songs  of  his  nation.  Bums  wis  better 
adapted  by  nature  for  following  in  such  compo- 
sitions the  model  of  the  Grecian  than  of  the 
Scottish  muse.  By  study  and  practice  he  how- 
ever surmounted  all  these  obstacles.  In  his 
earlier  songs  there  is  some  ruggedness ;  but  this 
gradually  disappears  in  his  successive  efforts; 
and  some  of  his  later  compositions  of  this  kind 
may  be  compareo*  in  polished  delicacy,  with  the 
finest  songs  in  our  language,  while  in  the  elo- 
quence of  sensibility  they  surpass  them  all. 

The  songs  of  Bums,  like  the  models  he  fol- 
lowed and  excelled,  are  often  dramatic,  and  for 
the  greater  part  amatory ;  and  the  beauties  of 
rural  nature  are  every  where  associated  with 
the  passions  and  emotions  of  the  mind.     Dis- 


nents  snd  remonstrating  on  this  barbsrity.  She  is  in. 
temipted-* 

"  O  then  bespake  her  little  ion, 

Sate  on  his  nourioe  luiee ; 
Says  '  mither  dear,  gi'  owre  this  house* 

For  the  reck  it  smithers  me.' 
«•  i  wad  gie  a*  my  aowd,  my  chlUe, 

Sae  wad  1  a'  my  fee, 
For  ae  blast  o'  the  wcstlin  wind. 

To  blaw  the  re«lc  frae  thoe." 

The  cireumstsnUality  of  the  Scottish  love-songs, 
and  the  dramatic  form  which  prevails  to  generally  in 
them,  probably  ariset  from  their  being  the  desecndants 
and  suocMsors  of  the  ancient  ballads.  In  the  beautiful 
modern  song  of  Afary  of  Ctutle-Cary,  the  drsmatie 
form  has  a  very  happy  dfeet.  The  same  may  be  said 
ot  Donald  mdFiora^  and  ComiuwicrmpmUk,  by 


daining  to  copy  the  works  of  othen,  lit  has  noty 
like  some  poets  of  great  name,  admitted  into  his 
descriptions  exotic  imagery.  The  Undsespes 
he  has  painted,  and  the  objects  with  which  ibtf 
are  embellished,  are,  in  every  single  instanos^ 
such  as  are  to  be  found  in  his  own  ooontry.  la 
a  mountainous  nf^m,  especially  when  it  is 
comparatively  rude  and  naked,  the  most  beaati- 
ful  scenery  will  always  be  found  in  the  valleys^ 
and  on  the  banks  of  the  wooded  streams.  Stieh 
scenery  is  peculiarly  interesting  at  the  doss  of  a 
summer  day.  As  we  advance  northwards,  tht 
number  of  the  days  of  sommer,  indeed,  dimi- 
nishes ;  but  from  thw  cause,  as  well  as  finom  the 
mildness  of  the  temperature,  the  attraction  in- 
creases, and  the  summer  night  beanncs  sUU 
more  beautifuL  The  greater  obliquity  of  tha 
sun's  path  in  the  ecliptic^  prolongs  the  grateful 
season  of  twilight  to  the  midnight  hours,  and 
the  shades  of  the  evening  seefn  to  mingle  with 
the  morning's  dawn.  The  rural  poets  of  Soot* 
land,  as  may  be  expected,  associate  in  their 
songs  the  expression  of  passion,  with  the  moat 
beautiful  of  their  scenery,  in  the  fairest  seasoa 
of  the  year,  and  generally  in  those  hours  of  the 
evening  when  the  beauties  of  nature  are  moat 
interesting. 

To  all  these  adventitious  circumstances,  urn 
which  so  much  of  the  tBect  of  poetry  depends^ 
great  attention  is  paid  by  Burns.  Thcrs  it 
scarcely  a  single  song  of  his  in  which  particolsr 
scenery  is  not  described,  or  allusions  made  to 
natural  objects,  remarkable  for  beauty  or  intt* 
rest ;  and  though  hia  descriptions  are  not  so  full 
as  are  sometimes  met  with  in  the  older  Scottish 
songs,  they  are  in  the  highest  degree  appropriate 
and  interesting.  Instances  in  proof  of  this 
might  be  quotwi  from  the  Lea  Rig,  Hiphlamd 
Mary,  the  Soldier'a  lUturnt  Logan  Watett 
from  that  beautiful  pastoral,  Bonnie  Jean,  and 
a  great  number  of  others.  Occasionally  the 
force  of  his  genius  carries  him  beyond  the  usual 
boundaries  of  Scottish  song,  and  the  natural 
objecta  introduced  have  more  of  the  character 
of  sublimity.  An  instance  of  this  kind  is  no- 
ticed by  Mr.  Syme^  and  many  others  might  be 
adduced. 

<*  Had  I  a  cave  on  some  wild,  distant  shore. 
Where  the  winds  howl  to  the  wave's  doshiflf 
roar; 
There  would  I  weep  my  woss^ 
There  seek  my  lost  repose, 
Till  grief  my  eyes  should  dose 
Ne'er  to  wake  more.** 

In  one  song,  the  scene  of  which  is  laid  in  a 
winter  night,  the  "  wan  moon'*  is  described  m 
**  setting  behind  the  white  waves  ;**  in  another, 
the  **  storms"  are  apostrophised,  and  command- 
ed to  "  rest  in  the  cave  of  their  slumbers.'*  On 
several  occasions,  the  genius  of  Bums  losss  sight 
entirdy  of  his  archetypes,  and  rises  into  a  strsia 
of  uniform  sublimity.  Instances  of  this  kind 
appear  ia  Libtrty,  a  Fit i<m,  and  »  hit  tW9 
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war-MOgt,  Bnun  to  hU  iroopt,  tod  the  Song 
tf  Ihm,  Theie  Utt  are  of  a  description  of 
which  we  hair«  no  other  in  onr  langaage.  The 
auBtial  songB  of  onr  nation  are  not  military,  but 
MTal.  If  we  were  to  leek  a  comparison  of 
these  aongB  of  Bums  with  others  of  a  similar 
Batnre,  we  most  have  recourse  to  the  poetry  of 
ancient  Greece,  or  of  modern  Gaul. 

Bums  has  made  an  important  addition  to  the 
tongs  of  Scotland.  In  his  compositions,  the 
poetry  equals  and  sometimes  surpasses  the  mu- 
lie.  He  has  enlarged  the  poetical  scenery  of  his 
covntrv.  Many  of  her  rivers  and  mouo tains, 
ibrmeriy  unknown  to  the  muse,  are  now  conse- 
crated by  his  immortal  verse.  The  Doon,  the 
Lngar,  the  Ayr,  the  Nith,  and  the  Cluden,  will 
in  ftiture,  like  the  Yarrow,  the  Tweed,  and  the 
Tay,  be  considered  as  classic  streams,  and  their 
borders  will  be  trode  with  new  and  superior 
emotions. 

The  greater  part  of  the  8on(^  of  Burns  were 
written  after  he  removed  into  the  county  of 
Dumfries.  Influenced,  perhaps,  by  habits 
Cuined  in  early  life,  he  usually  composed  while 
walking  in  the  open  air.  When  ent^nged  in 
writing  these  songs,  hi»  favourite  walks  were 
on  the  banks  of  the  Nith,  or  of  the  Cluden, 
particularly  near  the  ruins  of  Lincluden  Abbey  ; 
and  this  beautiful  scenery  he  has  very  happily 
described  under  various  aspects,  as  it  appears 
dnring  the  softness  and  serenity  of  evening,  and 
during  the  stillness  and  solemnit)'  of  the  moon- 
light night. 

There  is  no  species  of  poetry,  the  productions 
of  the  drama  not  excepted,  so  much  calculated 
to  influence  the  morals,  as  well  as  the  hftppiness 
of  a  people,  as  those  popular  verses  which  are 
associated  with    the  national  oirs,   and  which 
being  learnt  in  the  years  of  infancy,    make  a 
deep  impression  on  the  heart  before  the  evolu- 
tion of  the  powers  of  the  understanding.     The 
eompositions  of  Burns,  of  this  kind,   now  pre- 
sented in  a  collected  form  to  the  world,  make  a 
most  important  addition  to  the  popular  songs  of 
his  nation.     Like  all  his  other  writings,   they 
exhibit  independence  of  sentiment ;    they  are 
peculiarly  calculated  to  increase  those  tics  which 
bind  generous  hearts  to  their  native  soil,  and  to 
the  domestic  circle  of  their  infancv:    and   to 
cherish  those  sensibilities  which,  under  due  re- 
striction,  form  the  purest  happiness  of  our  na- 
ture.    If  in  his  unguarded  moments  he  com- 
posed some  songs  on  which  this  praise  cannot 
be  bestowed,  let  us  hope  that  they  will  speedily 
be  forgotten.    In  several  inNtances,  where  Scot- 
tish airs  were  allied  to  words  ohjectionable  in 
point  of  delicacy.   Bums  has  substituted  others 
of  a  purer  character.    On  such  occasions,  with- 
out changing  the  subject,   he  has  changed  the 
eentiments.     A  proof  of  this  may  be  seen  in  the 
air  of  John  Anderson  my  Joe,   which  is  now 
vaited  to  words  that  breathe  a  strain  of  conjugal 
tfoderness,  that  is  as  highly  moral  as  it  is  ex- 
^dtifcely  affecting. 
FfW  oircvmftaiioea  ceaU  iibrd  a  more  strik- 


ing proof  of  the  strength  of  Bums's  genius,  than 
the  genersl  circulation  of  his  poems  in  England, 
notwithstanding  the  dialect  in  which  the  great- 
er part  are  written,  and  which  might  be  sup- 
posed to  render  them  here  uncouth  or  obscure. 
In  some  instances  he  has  used  this  dialect  on 
subjects  of  a  sublime  nature  ;  but  in  general  he 
confines  it  to  sentiments  or  description  of  a 
tender  or  humorous  kind  ;  and,  where  he  rises 
into  elevation  of  thought,  he  assumes  a  purer 
English  style.  The  singular  faculty  he  pos- 
sessed of  mingling  in  the  same  poem  humorous 
sentiments  and  descriptions,  with  imagery  of  a 
sublime  and  terrific  nature,  enabled  him  to  use 
this  variety  of  dialect  on  some  occasions  with 
striking  effect.  His  poem  of  7am  o*  Shanter 
afibrds  an  instance  of  this.  There  be  passes 
from  a  scene  of  the  lowest  humour,  to  situations 
of  the  most  awful  and  terrible  kind.  He  is  a 
musician  that  runs  from  the  lowest  to  the 
hii^hc^t  of  his  kevH ;  and  the  use  of  the  Scottish 
dialect  enables  him  to  add  two  additional  notes 
to  the  bottom  of  his  scale. 

Great  efforts  have  been  made  by  the  inhabi- 
tants of  Scotland,  of  the  superior  ranks,  to  ap- 
proximate in  their  s|)ecch  to  the  pure  English 
standard  ;  and  this  has  made  it  difficult  to  write 
in  the  S<'otti«h  dialect,  without  exciting  in  them 
some  feelings  of  di>igust,  which  in  England  are 
scarcely  felt.    An  Englishman  who  understands 
the  meaning  of  the  Scottish  words,   is  not  of- 
fended, nay,  on  certain  subjects,  he  is  perhaps 
pleased  with  the  rustic  dialect,  as  he  may  be 
with  the  Doric  Greek  of  Theocritus. 
«    But  a  Scotchman  inhabiting  his  own  coun- 
tr}%  if  a  man  of  education,  and  more  especially 
if  a  literary  character,  has  banisherl  such  words 
from  his  writings,  and  has  attempted  to  banish 
them  from  his  speech ;  and  being  accustomed 
to  hear  them  from  the  vulgar  daily,  does  not 
easily  admit  of  their  use  in  ppetr}',   which  re- 
quires a  style  elevated  and  ornamental.      A  dis- 
like of  this  kind  is,  however,  accidental,  not  na- 
tural.    It  is  of  the  sp<>cies  of  dii^ust  which  we 
fed  at  seeing  u  female  of  high  birth  in  the  dress 
of  a  rustic  ;   which,  if  she  be  leally  young  and 
beautiful,  a  little  hubit  will  enable  us  to  over- 
come.    A  lady  who  assumes  such  a  dress  putt 
her  l>eaiity,  indeed,  to  a  severer  trial.     She  re- 
jects— she,  indeed,  opposies  the  influence  of  fa- 
shion ;    she,   possibly,   abandons  the   grace   of 
elegant  and   tiowing  drap<M-y  ;    hut  her  native 
charms  remain,  the  mine  striking,  perhaps,  be- 
cause the  less  adorned  ;  and  to  these  she  trusts 
for  fixing  her  empire  on  those  affections  over 
which  fjishion  bus  no  swny.     If  she  succeeds,  a 
new  association  aviso;*.     I'he  dress  of  the  beau- 
tiftil  rustic  becomes  itself  beautiful,   and  estab- 
lishes a  new  fashion  fur  the  young  and  the  gay. 
And  when,  in  after  ages,  the  contemplative  ob- 
server shall  view  her  picture  in  the  gaileiy  that 
contains  the  portraits  of  the  beauties  of  succes- 
sive centuries,  each  in  the  dress  of  her  respec- 
tive day,  her  drapery  will  not  deviate,  more 
thaii  that  of  her  rival^  from  the  standard  of  hi| 
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tftitei  and  lie  will  give  the  palm  to  her  who  ex- 
ods  in  the  lioeamenta  of  nature. 

Burnt  wrote  professedly  for  the  peasantry  of 
his  country,  and  by  them  their  native  dialect  is 
universally  relished.  To  a  numerous  class  of 
the  natives  of  Scotland  of  another  description* 
it  may  also  be  considered  as  attractive  in  a  dif- 
ferent point  of  view.  KHtran<Ted  from  their 
native  soil,  and  spread  over  foreii^  lands,  the 
idiom  of  their  country  unite*  with  the  senti- 
ments and  the  description!)  on  which  it  is  em- 
ployed, to  recall  to  their  minds  the  interesting 
scenes  of  infiuicy  and  youth — to  awaken  many 
pleasing,  many, tender  recollections.  Literary 
men,  residing  at  Edinburgh  or  Aberdeen,  can- 
not judge  on  this  point  for  one  hundred  and 
fifty  thousand  of  their  expatriated  countrymen. 

To  the  use  of  the  Scottish  dialect  in  one  spe- 
cies of  poetry,  the  composition  of  songs,  the  taste 
of  the  public  has  been  for  some  time  reconciled. 
The  dialect  in  question  ezcelR,  as  has  already 
been  observed,  in  the  copiousness  and  exactness 
of  its  terms  for  natural  objects ;  and  in  pastoral 
or  rural  songs,  it  gives  a  Doric  simplicity,  which 
is  very  generally  approved.  Neither  does  the 
Ttgrtt  seem  well  founded  which  some  persons  of 
taste  have  expressed,  that  Bums  used  this  dia^ 
lect  in  so  many  other  of  his  compositions.  Hit 
declared  purpose  was  to  paint  the  manners  of 
rustic  life  among  his  "  humble  compeers,**  and 
it  is  not  easy  to  conceive,  that  thu  could  have 
been  done  with  equal  humour  and  effiM:t,"if  lir 
had  not  adopted  their  idiom.  There  are  boiq& 
indeed,  who  will  think  the  subject  too  loir  Ml 
poetry.  Persons  of  this  sickly  taste  will  finH 
their  delicacies  consulted  in  many  a  polite  and 
learned  author ;  let  them  not  seek  for  gratific** 
tion  in  the  rough  and  vigorous  lines,  in  the  uo- 
bridled  humour,  or  in  the  overpowering  seoai- 
Inlity  of  this  bard  of  nature. 

To  determine  the  comparative  merit  of  Bums 
would  be  no  et^  task.  Many  persons  after- 
wards distingniahed  in  literature,  have  been 
bom  in  aa  hamUe  a  aitnation  of  life ;  bat  it 
wooid  be  diAcBlt  to  tad  any  other  who  whilt 


eaming  his  nbaittence  by  daily  labooTy  kH 
written  verses  which  have  attracted  and  fm 
tained  universal  attention,  and  which  aro  UUtf 
to  give  the  author  a  permanent  and  distingniA" 
ed  place  among  the  followers  of  the  muses.  H 
he  is  deficient  in  grace,  he  ia  distuDguished  ht 
etae  an  well  as  energy ;  and  thAe  are  indie»- 
tions  of  the  higher  order  of  geniua.  The  fotlMT 
uf  epic  poetry  exhibits  one  of  his  heroes 
celling  in  strength,  another  in 
form  his  perfect  warrior,  these  attribatct 
muibined.  Every  species  of  intelleetual 
liority  admits,  perhaps,  of  a  similar  arraiif»- 
ment.  One  writer  exeeb  in  fi)rce  -another  m 
ease;  he  is  superior  to  them  both,  in 
both  these  qualities  are  united.  Of  He 
himself  it  may  be  said,  that  like  hta  own  Aehil* 
lea,  he  surpasses  his  competitors  in  mobili^  m 
well  as  atrength. 

The  force  of  Bums  lay  in  the  powers  of  kii 
understanding,  and  in  the  sensibili^  of  lui 
heart;  and  these  will  be  found  to  infnaa  tka 
living  principle  into  all  the  works  of  geoiM 
which  seem  destined  to  inunortality.  Hta  aan- 
sibility  had  an  uncommon  range.  He  was  *• 
live  to  every  species  of  emotion.  He  ia  one 
of  the  few  poets  that  can  be  mentioned,  who 
have  at  once  excelled  in  humour,  in  ti  iidiii  lii, 
and  in  sublimity ;  a  praise  unknown  to  the  ■»• 
dents,  and  which  in  modem  times  ia  only  doo 
to  AriostOy  to  Shakspeare,  and  perhaps  to  Yot- 
tnre.  To  compare  the  writings  of  the  FTrnttkli 
peasant  with  the  woria  of  these  giants  in  lil«- 
atore,  might  appear  presumptuous ;  yet  it  mitf 
be  asserted  that  he  has  displayed  the  fut  ^ 
Heradet,  How  near  he  might  have  approM^ 
ed  them  by  proper  culture,  with  lengthoii 
years,  and  under  happier  an^eai^  it  is  not  ht 
us  to  calculate.  But  while  we  run  overtko 
melancholy  story  of  his  life,  it  ia  impopible  aot 
to  heave  a  sigh  at  the  upenty  of  lua  finrtnnt ; 
and  as  we  survey  the  records  of  hia  mind,  it  ii 
easy  to  ase,  that  out  of  such  matoriak  bavo  bMi 
reared  the  feircat  and  tho  moat  dunbla  at  Ai 
mooniiMnti  of  gMuuh 
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Thx  poetrj  of  Burns  has  been  refisrred  to  as  one  of  the  causes  whidi 
prerented  the  Scottish  language  from  fidling  into  disuse.  It  was  beginning 
to  be  discontinued  as  vulgar,  even  as  the  medium  of  oral  communicatioii ; 
and  an  obvious  consequence  of  that  state  of  the  public  taste  was,  that  the 
Scottish  songSy  sweetly  pathetic  and  expressive  as  many  of  them  are,  were 
not  fashionable,  but  rather  studiously  avoided.  The  publication  of 
poetry  changed  this  taste.  Bums,  followed  by  Scott,  not  merely 
the  use  of  their  native  tongue  in  their  own  country,  but  gave  it  a  cur- 
rency in  the  polite  world  generally ;  an  effect  which  was  greatly  assisted  bjr 
Bums's  songs,  and  not  a  little  by  what  he  did  for  the  songs  of  his  prede- 
cessors. He  was  a  most  devoted  admirer  of  the  lyrical  effusions  ci  the 
olden  time,  and  became  a  diligent  collector  of  the  ancient  words,  as  well 
as  of  the  sets  of  the  music  His  remarks,  historical  and  anecdotic,  upoa 
the  several  songs,  are  amusing  and  instructive;  and  where  there  were 
blanks  to  be  supplied,  he  was  ready  as  powerful  at  a  refit.  To  do  all  thiSp 
and  at  same  time  to  double  the  stock  of  Scottish  songs,  was  no  small  task; 
and  so  well  has  it  been  executed,  that  in  place  of  forming  the  amusement 
and  delight  of  the  Scots  only,  they  have  become  a  part,  nay,  have  taken 
the  lead,  of  the  lyrical  compositions  used,  and  in  fashion,  throughout  the 
British  dominions.  It  is  because  of  their  intrinsic  worth,  as  a  branch  of 
elegant  amusement,  that  we  have  given  the  whole  here,  presented  in  two 
distinct  parts :— The  first  part  contains  the  songs  before  Bums,  with  the 
remarks,  by  which  he  has  so  felicitously  illustrated  them.— •The  second 
part  is  formed  of  his  own  songs,  and  which  are .  now  brought  together,  in 
place  of  being  scattered  over,  and  mixed  with  the  prose  pieces,  as  hereto- 
fore.— The  whole  formmg  a  complete  collection  of  eeleei  SooUuh  Scmgip 
such  as  cannot  fiul  to  be  acceptable  to  the  lovers  of  good  tastei  and  iniMH 
cent  amusement  in  every  country. 


SELECT 


SCOTTISH  SONGS. 


ffm  pofk  Uiat  write*  to  Mn.  Dunlop : — *  I 
'  kid  Ml  tU  gnad-vude,  with  whom  my  mo- 
Am  IhrW  «while  in  h«r  girliah  yein;  ibit 
good  old  mto»  for  tnch  ne  was,  wm  long 
Hind  ert  ho  died ;  daring  which  time,  his 
fcUbnt  •QJoymtnt  wm  to  ait  down  and  cry, 
wCilo  my  mother  would  ung  the  umple  old 
•tog  of  Tkt  Life  and  Agt  of  Man.*  The 
•Mff «  m  Imk  giTMif  wai  taken  down  from  the 

^^oa  of  the  poet'c  mother,  who  had 

nen  t  printed  eopy  of  it,— and  had 
it  frooi  har  mothor  in  oarly  youth.] 


THE  LIFE  AND  AGE  OF  MAN: 

oa, 
A  tHO»T  Ducnirriox  or  his  h atukb,  eisi 

AXD  VALL,  ACCORDINO  TO  THE  TWXLVX 
MOmBa  OP  THE  TEAE. 

rOM^'Ue  of  KeD." 

Ovon  the  nzteen  hnnder  year, 

«l  God  Md  fifty  throes 
fka*  Chriat  waa  bom,  that  bought  ua  deai^ 

•a  writinga  teatifie ; 
0»  itmutj  the  aistecnth  day, 

W  I  did  ly  alone> 
Whk  ttuuT  t  iigh  and  aob  did  aay, 

Ah  I  mm.  it  made  to  moan. 


IVhfWy  that  OEeeDent  bride, 
.  MA  t/tmA  Hp  no  before, 
AmU  aiid  to  me,  thou  must  provide 

•bttb  for  to  abhor: 
Iktm  MM  what  thing*  are  gone  befoiVb 

•iqierienoe  teaches  thee ; 
Tat  do  not  miss  to  remember  this, 

that  OHO  day  thou  must  die. 

Of  all  the  creatures  bearing  life 

IccaU  back  to  thy  mind, 
Conaider  how  they  ebb  and  flow, 

oaeh  thing  in  their  owu  kind  ; 
Tat  few  of  them  have  xuch  a  strain, 

ao  God  hath  given  to  thee ; 
Thwofore  this  lesson  keep  in  mind,— 

mmaiber  nun  to  di«* 


Man's  course  on  earth  I  will  report^ 

if  I  have  time  and  apoea ; 
It  Boay  bo  long,  it  may  bo  ahot^ 

as  God  hath  giv'n  him  grace. 
Hia  natur  to  the  herba  compare* 

that  in  the  ground  ly  dead ; 
And  to  each  month  add  five  yetry 

and  so  we  will  prooede. 

The  first  five  years  then  of  man'a  lifo 

compare  to  Januar ; 
In  all  that  time  bnt  atort  aad  alrifii^ 

he  can  but  greet  and  roar* 
So  is  the.fields  of  flower*  all  biroy 

by  reason  of  the  fruat ; 
Kept  in  the  ground  both  aafo  and  aooad^ 

not  one  of  them  is  lost. 

So  to  yetn  ten  I  shall  ^eak  then 

of  Februar  but  lack  ; 
The  child  is  meek  and  weak  of  flpii^ 

nothing  can  undertake ; 
So  all  the  flow'rs,  for  lack  of  show'ra, 

no  springing  up  can  make. 
Yet  birds  do  aing  and  praise  their  kisgy 

and  each  one  choose  their  mate. 

Then  in  comes  March,  that  noble  archt 

with  wholesome  spring  and  air, 
The  child  doth  spring  to  years  fifteen, 

with  visage  fine  and  foir ; 
So  do  the  flow*rs  with  softening  show'n 

ay  spring  op  aa  we  aee ; 
Yet  neverthelcaa  remember  thia^ 

that  one  day  we  must  die. 

Then  brare  April  doth  sweetly  waSkt 

the  flow'rs  do  £ur  appear, 
The  child  is  then  become  a  man, 

to  the  age  of  twenty  year  ; 
If  he  be  kind  and  well  inclin'd, 

and  brought  up  at  the  school, 
Then  men  may  know  if  he  foreahow 

a  wise  man  or  a  fooL 

Then  cometh  May,  galUmt  and  gay, 
when  fragrant  flow'rs  do  thriri^ 
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TIm  child  k  tha  beeooM  a  Bun, 

of  age  twenty  tnd  fire : 
And  for  his  life  doth  seek  •  wife, 

hit  life  And  yean  to  ipend ; 
Christ  from  above  send  peace  and  love, 

and  grace  unto  the  end ! 

Then  cometh  Jane  with  pleasant  tune, 

when  fields  with  flow*rs  are  clad, 
And  Phoebus  bright  is  at  hia  height, 

all  creatures  then  are  glad  : 
Then  he  appears  of  thretty  years, 

with  courage  bold  and  stout ; 
Hu  nature  so  makes  him  to  go, 

of  death  he  hath  no  doubt. 

Then  July  cornea  with  hia  hot  dimei, 

and  constant  in  his  kind. 
The  man  doth  thrive  to  thirty-five, 

and  sober  grows  in  mind  ; 
His  children  small  do  on  him  call, 
.    and  breed  him  sturt  and  strifis ; 


Then  August  old,  botli  stoat  and  bold, 

when  flow*rs  do  stontly  stand ; 
So  man  appears  to  forty  yean, 

with  wisdom  and  command ; 
And  doth  provide  his  house  to  guide, 

children  and  &milie ; 
Yet  do  not  miss  t*  remember  this, 

that  one  day  thon  most  die. 

September  then  comes  with  his  train, 

and  makes  the  flow*rs  to  &de ; 
Then  man  belyve  ia  forty-five, 

grave,  constant,  wise,  and  staid. 
When  he  looks  on,  how  yonth  is  gone, 

and  shall  it  no  more  see ; 
Then  may  he  say,  both  night  and  day, 

have  mercy,  Lord,  on  me ! 

October's  blast  comes  in  with  boast* 

and  makes  the  flow*n  to  fid! ; 
Then  man  appears  to  fifty  years, 

old  age  doth  on  him  call : 
The  almond  tree  dolh  floarish  hie, 

and  pale  grows  man  we  see ; 
Then  it  is  time  to  use  this  line, 

remember,  man,  to  die. 

November  air  maketh  fields  bare 

of  flowers,  of  grasik  and  com ; 
Then  man  arrives  to  fifty^five, 

and  sick  both  e'en  and  mom : 
Loins,  legs,  and  thighs,  widiont  diseasei 

makes  him  to  sigh  and  asy. 
Ah  !  Christ  on  high  have  mind  on  me, 

and  learo  me  fiw  to  die  ! 


December  foil  baith  sharp  and  anell, 
makes  flow'ra  creep  in  the  gronnd  ; 

Then  man's  threescore^  both  aick  and 
no  aoandncaa  m  him  fimad. 


His  ears  and  e'en,  and  teeth  of  bna^ 
aU  these  now  do  him  fiul ; 

Then  may  he  say,  both  night  and  dij» 
that  death  ahall  him  ssssil 

And  if  there  be,  thro*  natnr  stoot, 

some  that  live  ten  years  more ; 
Or  if  he  creepeth  up  and  down, 

till  he  comes  to  fourscore ; 
Yet  all  this  time  ia  but  a  line, 

no  pleasure  can  he  see : 
Then  may  he  say,  both  night  and  day» 

have  mercy.  Lord,  on  me ! 

Thus  have  I  shown  yon  as  I  can, 

the  course  of  all  mens'  life ; 
We  will  return  where  we  began, 

but  either  stort  or  strifo : 
Dame  MemorU  doth  take  her  lecvs, 

she*ll  last  no  more,  we  see ; 
God  grant  that  I  may  not  yon  grieve^ 

Ye'll  get  nae  mair  of  me. 


BESS  THE  QAWKIE. 

This  song  ahewi  that  the  Scottish  Motet  4ifi 
not  all  leave  nt  whan  we  hut  Ramtay  and  Os- 
wald,* as  I  have  good  reason  to  befitrt  ttH 
the  verses  and  mnaio  are  hoUk  posterior  to  tka 
days  of  these  two  gentfemen.— >It  b  a  bemtUnl 
song,  and  in  the  genuine  Soota  taalt.  We  hara 
few  pastoral  oompoaitionB,  I  mean  tiia  parttrtl 
of  nature,  that  are  equal  to  thii<— BvEirt. 

Bltthx  young  Bess  to  Jean  did  aay, 
Will  ye  gang  to  yon  sunny  hntb. 
Where  flocks  do  feed  and  herds  do  straj» 

And  sport  awhile  wi*  Jamie  ? 
Ah  na,  lass,  1*11  no  gang  thoe. 
Nor  about  Jamie  tak  nae  care. 
Nor  about  Jamie  tak  nae  care. 

For  he's  taen  up  wi'  Maggy !      j 

For  hark,  and  I  will  tell  yon,  lass, 
Did  I  not  see  yonr  Jamie  pass,  | 
Wi'  meikle  gladness  in  his  fiM^ 

Out  o'er  the  muir  to  Maggy. 
I  wat  he  gae  her  mony  a  ki«. 
And  Maggy  took  them  ne'er  amias ; 
'Tween  ilka  smack,  pleaa'd  her  with  OSib 

That  Bess  was  hot  a  gawkic 

For  when  a  civil  kiss  I  iKk, 

She  turns  her  head,  and  thrawi  btr  tkttlf 


*  Oiwald  was  a  masi»tellsr  fai  Loadca,  about  ttt 
vcftrl750.  He  published  a  lam  eoUeetlon  of  Seottkh 
tuDct,  which  he  oalled  Tht  Caltiomkm  Foektt  Oomf^ 
nian,  Mr.  Tytler  observes,  that  his  gimlus  In  eompOf 
sition.  Joined  to  his  teste  in  the  perfonnaaee  ef  Seat- 
tish  music,  wes  natural  and  pathcCta.  This  seof  am 
been  imputed  to  a  elefgyman— Mr.  Movshead  or  ukr 
i  in  Galloway. 


BURNS*  WORKS. 


Aad  ibr  an  koar  nUeMl  acxrceiy  «peak ; 

Who'd  Mt  call  ber  •  gEwkie? 
Bat  Mire  mf  Maggie  hM  nair  araH^ 
8Im*U  gie  a  aeoce  witboat  oftooe ; 
V9W  gie  me  ane  unto  the  tnoim, 

Ana  yt  ahaU  be  my  dawtie. 


Oy  Jamip^  ye  ha'e  mooy  taae^ 
Bat  I  win  neyer  aland  for  ane^ 
Or  twa,  when  we  do  meet  again ; 

Sae  ne*er  think  me  a  gawkie. 
Ab,  na,  kn,  tbat  ne'er  can  be, 
Sic  thoughts  as  these  are  £tf  £rom 
Or  ony  that  sweet  fi^e  that  see, 

E'er  to  think  thee  a  gawkie. 


Bat  whisht ! — nae  mair  of  this  we'll  apeak» 
For  yonder  Jamie  does  us  meet ; 
Instead  of  Bf^  be  kiss'd  sai 
I  trow  be  likes  the  gawkie. 

0  dear  bcaa,  I  hardly  knew, 
When  I  came  by,  yonr  gown 

1  diink  yoa'ye  got  it  wat  wi'  dew ; 

Quoth  abe,  dat'a  like  a  gawkie : 

It^  wat  wi*  dew,  and  'twill  get  rain. 
And  I'll  get  gowns  when  it  ia  gane^ 
8m  yon  may  gang  the  gateyoocame^ 

And  tan  it  to  yoar  dawtie. 
Tkb  gailt  appear  d  in  Jamie'a  cheek ; 
He  cry'd,  O  crud  maid,  bat  awaet, 
Jf  I  aboold  gang  anitber  gate, 

I  ne'er  Mold  meet  my  dawtie. 

The  lasses  &8t  free  him  Uiey  flew. 
And  left  poor  Jamie  sair  to  rue. 
Hint  ever  Haggy'a  £ue  be  knew. 

Or  yet  ea'd  Bees  a  gawkie. 
As  my  went  o'er  the  mnir  they  sang ; 
The  biHa  and  dales  with  echoes  rang. 
The  billa  and  dales  with  echoes  nog, 

Gang  o'er  the  mnir  to  Maggy  * 


FAIR  ANIOE  OF  LOCHROYAN. 
(o&ioniAL  aoxo  or— <«  omx  the  doob, 

LOED  OEEOOET). 


It  18  aomewbat  aingnlar,  that  in  Lanark, 
Benfrew,  Ayr,  Wigton,  Kirkcodbright,  and 
Damfriea-ahires,  there  ia  scarcely  an  old  song 
or  tone  which,  from  the  title,  ice  can  be  gnes- 
aad  to  belong  to,  or  be  the  production  of  these 
counties.  This,  I  conjecture,  is  one  of  these 
^rery  few ;  aa  the  ballad,  wUch  is  a  long  one^ 
is  called  both  by  trsdition  and  in  printed  eolleo- 
tioM,  nUZoMB  o* Loekro^am^  which  I  take  to 
ke  Locbroyan  in  Galloway. — ^BuEirs. 

BwwEt  Annie  baih  a  boonie  ahip. 

And  set  her  on  the  sea; 
Tbt  aaib  were  a'  of  the  danunk  silk, 

Tbt  mitti  of  alrer  free. 


The  gladsome  waters  song  bdow, 

And  the  sweet  wind  eung 
Make  way  for  Annie  of  Locbrayaa, 

She  comes  to  scd^  ber  lore. 

A  gentle  wind  came  with  a  wwmp. 

And  stretched  her  silken  sail. 
When  np  disre  came  a  rearer  mdi^ 

Wiih  many  a  shout  and  bail : 
O  touch  her  not,  my  mariners  a'» 

Such  knrdincas  goes  free ; 
Make  way  for  Annie  of  Lodiroyan, 

She  seeks  Lord  Gregorie. 

The  moon  looked  out  with  aU  her  star% 

The  ship  moTed  merrily  on. 
Until  she  came  to  a  castle  high. 

That  an  as  diamonds  shone : 
On  every  tower  there  streamed  a  light, 

On  the  middle  tower  shone  three 
3Iove  for  that  tower  my  mariners  a'. 

My  knre  kecpe  watch  for  me. 

She  took  her  young  son  in  her  arma^ 

And  on  the  deck  she  stood 
The  wind  rose  with  an  ai^ry  gost. 

The  sea  wave  wakened  rode. 
Oh  open  the  door,  Lord  Grqjory,  lore ; 

Oh  open  and  let  me  in ; 
The  sea  foam  bangs  in  my  ydlow  hair. 

The  surge  dreeps  down  my  chin. 


AU  for  thy  sake.  Lord  Gregory,  hyve» 

I  have  sailed  the  periloua  way. 
And  thy  foir  son  ia  *tween  my  hraaat^ 

And  he'U  be  dead  ero  day. 
The  foam  hangs  on  the  topmoat  dii( 

The  fires  run  on  the  sky. 
And  hetqr  you  not  your  tme  lore's  roiesk 

And  her  sweet  baby's  cry  ? 

Fair  Annie  tuned  her  round  aboa^ 

And  tears  began  to  flow- 
May  never  a  U^  snck  a  breast 

Wi'  a  heart  sae  foa  of  wot. 
Take  down,  take  down  tlttt  aihrw  mai^ 

Set  up  a  mast  of  tree^ 
It  does  nae  become  a  fonaken  dama 

To  sail  sae  royalUe. 


Oh  read  my  dream,  my  mother, 

I  beard  a  sweet  babe  greet. 
And  saw  foir  Annie  of  Locbioyan 

Lie  cauld  dead  at  my  fret. 
And  loud  and  loud  bia  mother  langbad— > 

Ob  eights  mair  sure  than  aleep, 
I  saw  £ur  Annie,  and  beard  her  Toioib 

And  her  baby  wail  and  we^ 

O  he  went  down  to  yon  eea  eada 

As  fost  as  be  could  fore. 
He  saw  £ur  Annie  and  her  sweet  babsb 

But  the  wild  wind  tossed  them  sair; 
And  bey  Annie^  and  bow  Annis^ 

And  Annie  winM  ye  bidt? 
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But  ajre  ih»  mair  lit  eallad 
Tht  braider  grew  the  tide. 

And  hey  Anniey  and  how  Annie, 

Dear  Annie  speak  to  me, 
Bat  aye  the  loader  he  cried  Annie, ' 

The  louder  roared  the  aea. 
The  wind  waxed  loud,  the  wa  grew  roogh, 

The  ship  sunk  nigh  the  ehore. 
Fair  Annie  floated  through  the  foam. 

But  the  baby  roae  no  more. 

O  first  he  kissed  her  cherry  cheek. 

And  then  he  kissed  her  chin, 
And  syne  he  kissed  her  rosy  lips. 

But  there  was  nae  breath  within. 
O  my  love's  love  was  true  as  light. 

As  meek  and  sweet  was  she — 
My  mother's  hate  was  strong  as  death, 

And  fiercer  than  the  sea. 


ROSLIN  CASTLE. 

Tbsse  beautiful  verses  were  the  production 
of  a  Richard  Hewit,  a  young  man  that  Dr. 
Blacklock,  to  whom  I  am  indebted  for  the  anec  • 
dote,  kept  for  some  years  as  an  amanuensis.  I 
do  not  know  who  was  the  author  of  the  second 
song  to  the  tune.  Tytiert  in  his  amusing  hi*, 
tory  of  Scots  music,  gives  the>air  to  Oawald ; 
but  in  Oswald's  own  collection  of  Scots  tunes, 
where  he  afiixes  an  asterisk  to  those  he  himself 
composed,  he  does  not  make  the  least  claim  to 
the  tune. — BuRXi. 

*TwAS  in  that  season  of  the  year, 
When  all  thioga  gay  and  sweet  appear. 
That  Colin,  with  the  morning  ray, 
Arose  and  sung  his  rural  lay. 
Of  Nanny's  charms  the  shepherd  snng^ 
The  hills  and  dales  with  Nanny  rung ; 
While  Roslin  Castle  heard  the  swain. 
And  echoed  back  the  cheerful  strain. 

Awake,  sweet  Muse  !  the  breathing  spring, 
With  rapture  warms ;  awake  and  sing ! 
Awake  aud  join  the  vocal  throng. 
Who  hail  the  morning  with  a  song;  \ 
To  Nanny  raiste  the  checiful  by, 
O  !  bid  her  haute  and  come  away ; 
In  Rwet!te«t  smiles  herself  adorn. 
And  add  new  graces  to  the  mom  ! 

O,  hark,  my  love  !  on  ev'ry  spray, 
Each  feather'd  warbler  tunes  his  lay ; 
'Ti<«  beauty  fires  the  ravish'd  throng, 
Anil  luve  inspires  the  melting  song  : 
Then  let  my  raptur'd  notes  arise. 
For  bi'uuty  darts  from  Nanny's  eyes ; 
And  love  my  rising  bosom  warms. 
And  fills  my  soul  with  iwect  altnni. 


O !  caamt  my  lofB !  tliy  Golia'a  kj 

With  ritptare  eaUa,  O  cono  iway  I 

Come»  while  the  Mnae  this  wnath  dull  twat 

Around  that  modest  brow  of  thino ; 

O!  hither  haate,  and  with  thM  br^ 

That  beauty  blooming  like  the  ^fi^f  ; 

Those  graces  that  divinely  ahina^ 

And  charm  this  ravish'd  breast  of  ndao  \ 


SAW  YE  JOHNNIE  CUMMIN? 
QUO*  SHE. 


This  song  for  genuine  humour  in  the 
and  lively  originality  in  the  air,  is  on; 
I  take  it  to  be  very  old. — Bubxs. 


Saw  ye  Johnnie  cummin  ?  quo*  shs. 
Saw  ye  Johnnie  aimmin, 

0  saw  ye  Johnnie  cummin,  quo'  she ; 
Saw  ye  Johnnie  cummin, 

Wi'  his  blue  bonnet  on  his  head. 
And  his  doggie  runnin,  qno'  she  ; 
And  his  doggie  runnin  ? 

I 

Fee  him,  father,  fee  him,  qno'  she  ; 

Fee  him,  £ither,  fee  him : 
For  he  is  a  gallant  lad. 

And  a  weel  doin* ; 
And  a'  the  wark  about  the  house 

Gaes  wi'  me  when  I  see  him,  quo'  At ; 

Wi*  me  when  I  see  him. 

What  will  I  do  wi'  him,  hussy? 

WhatwUlIdowi'him? 
He's  ne'er  a  sark  upon  his  back. 

And  I  hae  nane  to  gie  him. 

1  hae  twa  sarks  into  my  lost. 

And  ane  o'  them  1*11  gie  him, 
Aud  for  a  mark  of  mair  fise, 
Dinna  atand  wi'  him,  quo'  she ; 
Dinna  atand  wi'  him. 

For  weel  do  I  lo'e  him,  quo'  ahe ; 

Weel  do  I  lo'e  him  : 
O  fee  him,  father,  fee  him,  quo'  she ; 

Fee  him,  father,  fee  him ; 
He'll  hand  the  plengh,  thrash  i'  the  baroa 

And  lie  wi*  me  at  e'en,  quo'  she ; 

Lie  wi'  me  at  e'en. 


CLOUT  THE  CALDRON. 


A  TRADXTioH  is  mentioned  in  the  Bett  that 
the  second  Bishop  Chishnim,  of  DvaUane,  need 
to  say,  that  if  he  were  going  to  bt  hanged,  no-  - 
thing  would  soothe  his  mmd  io  much  fay  tht 
way,  as  to  hear  Qowt  th$  CaUnm  pUyid. 


m 

iUaov«6  4dt 


BURNr  WORK& 


flit  fi  ony  polt  or  jMMb 
Or  dob  brakm  chiBknb 

WM  timmmi  m  om  of  iht  Konmiirt  kaaly,  m 
^QmiMrtiiMi;  and  aUiuiod  to  aa  imoar  bo 
kad,  wbtte  vador  hiding,  in  the  diifdae  of  an 
itinerant  tinker.    The  air  it  alio  known  by  the 

lOf 


The  BUcktmith  and  hii  Apron, 


whieh  from  the  ryCAyia,  aemi  to  have  been 
line  of  tome  old  aong  to  the  tone. — ^Bunxa. 

&ATS  jmk  any  pota  or  pan% 

Or  a^  broken  ehandlen  ? 
I  am  a  tmkler  to  my  trade^ 

And  WKwif  oome  frae  F]ander^ 
At  aeanl  of  ailkr  ai  of  graoe, 

DiibaBded,  w^f  n  Ud  ran ; 
Gar  teU  the  lady  of  the  place, 

Tm  oome  to  chmt  her  oaldron. 

Madam,  if  joo  have  wark  for  ma^ 

ru  do't  to  your  contentment^ 
And  dinna  oare  a  aingie  flie 

For  any  man'a  reaentment ; 
Pior,  lady  fiur,  thoogh  I  appear 

To  er'iy  ane  a  tinkler, 
Tot  to  yoml  Vm  bevM  to  tall, 

lubtgentfaijinker. 

Fa  adHt,  didk,  ditOe,  kc 

Lovo  Jopiter  into  a  awan 

Tnm*d  fiv  hia  torely  Leda ; 
Ha  like  a  boll  o'er  meodowa  ran. 

To  carry  affEoropa. 
Tlien  may  not  I,  ao  well  aa  he^ 

To  chttt  your  Argot  blinker, 
And  win  yoor  lore,  like  mighty  JoTe, 

Thnt  hkle  me  in  a  tinkler  ? 

Fa  adrU,  didk,  didU,  ke. 

Sv,  yo  ^ipaar  a  esnning  man. 

Bat  thia  fine  plot  yoa^U  £ul  in, 
Pior  dure  ia  neither  pot  nor  pan 

Of  mint  yoa*ll  drive  a  nail  in. 

Thaa  bind  yoor  bndgtt  on  yoor  baek, 

And  naib  np  in  your  apron, 
Vbr  Fire  a  tinkler  under  tack 

That* a  na'd  to  dont  my  caldron. 
Fa  adru,  didk,  didU,  ke. 


iht  original  tM^  brt  dboDgll  it  hta  4  f«y  fNttJ 
deal  of  merit,  it  la  not  qaite  ladlm*  reatfag.^ 
Bonxa. 

Saw  ye  nae  my  Ptggy, 
Saw  ye  nae  my  Paggy, 
Saw  ye  nae  my  Peggy, 

Coining  o*er  the  lea  ? 
Sore  a  finier  creature 
Ne*er  wat  form'd  by  natort. 
So  complete  each  fiiatore» 

So  divine  is  the. 

O !  how  P^gy  charma  me ; 
Every  look  ttill  warmt  me  > 
Every  thought  alarmt  me^ 

Lest  the  love  nae  me. 
Peggy  doth  discover 
Nought  but  charma  all  over ; 
Nature  bids  me  love  her. 

That's  a  law  to  me. 

Who  would  leave  a  lover. 
To  become  a  rover  ? 
No,  m  ne'er  give  over, 

'Till  I  happy  be. 
For  since  love  intpiret  me^ 
At  her  beauty  fires  mt^ 
And  her  absence  tiret  m^ 

Nought  can  pleaae  but  ahtt 

When  I  hope  to  gain  her. 
Fate  seems  to  detain  her, 
Cou'd  I  but  obtain  her, 
Happy  wou'd  I  he ! 
I'll  ly  down  before  her. 
Bless,  sigh,  and  adore  htr. 
With  faint  looks  implore  her, 
'Till  she  pity  me. 


The  original  words,  for  they  oan  atareely  hi 
called  verses,  seem  to  be  aa  fi>Uowa ;  a  tong  &. 
miliar  from  the  cradle  to  every  Scottiah  tar* 

Saw  ye  my  Maggiab 
Saw  ye  my  Maggie^ 
Saw  ye  my  Maggie^ 
Linkin  o'er  the  lea  ? 


High  kUted 

High  kilted 

High  kUted 

Her  coat 


•he^ 
ah^ 
ahe, 
her 


SAW  YE  NAE  BfY  PEGGT? 

tmu  eharmiitf  aong  ia  much  older,  and  in- 
4mi  aoptrior,  to  Ramaay't  vertet,  •*  Th§  Toattf** 
■I  kt  taOa  thtm.  There  it  another  tet  of  the 
VM^  wMih  0ld«'  ttfll,  and  whieh  I  take  to  bt^ 


What  mark  haa  yoor  Maggie^ 
What  mark  haa  yoor  Bfaggii^ 
What  mark  hat  your  Biaggie, 
That  ant  may  ken  her  tef  (ly) 

Though  it  by  no  mtana  fiiDowt  that  tiit  rfU 
I  lieat  veraes  to  an  air  mual,  for  that  naaoa,  kt 
the  original  tong ;  yet  I  take  thia  ballad,  of 
which  I  have  quoted  part,  to  be  iht  oU  venM. 
The  two  Bongt  in  Bam$ay,  one  of  thea  tH. 
dently  hit  own,  art  atvtr  to  bt  mat  wtthk  «kt 
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iwiidi  ctrdt  of  our  peiMuitiy}  wUle  that 
whieh  I  Uk«  to  bt  the  oM  tong,  is  in  rrerjr 
•h«pherd*t  mouth.  22(MMay,  I  tnppoMy  had 
thoQf  ht  the  old  renet  unvorthy  of  •  place  in 
hia  collectioii.— -BuKNa. 


FYE,  GAE  RUB  HER  O'ER  WF  STRAE. 

It  is  adf-crideat  that  the  firat  four  lioea  of 
this  song  are  part  of  a  aoog  more  ancient  than 
Ramsay's  beautiful  verses  which  are  annexed  to 
them.  As  music  is  the  language  of  nature ;  and 
poetrj,  particularly  songs,  are  always  less  or 
more  loMliied  (if  I  may  be  allowed  the  verb) 
by  some  of  the  modifications  of  time  and  place, 
this  isjkhe  reaaon  why  so  many  of  oor  Soots  airs 
have  outlived  their  original,  and  perhaps  many 
subsequent  sets  of  verses ;  except  a  single  name, 
or  phrase,  or  sometimes  one  or  two  lines,  simply 
to  distinguish  the  tones  by. 

To  this  day  among  people  who  know  nothing 
of  Ramsay*s  verses,  the  following  is  the  song, 
and  all  the  song  that  ever  I  heard :— Buexs. 

Gin  ye  meet  a  bonnie  lassie, 

Gie  her  a  kiss  and  let  her  gat ; 
But  gin  ye  meet  a  dirty  hiizie, 

Fye,  gar  rub  her  o'er  wi*  strae. 

Fye,  gae  rub  her,  mb  her,  rub  her, 

Fye,  gae  rub  her  o*er  wi'  strae : 
Ad*  gin  ye  meet  a  dirty  hiisie^ 

Fye,  gar  rub  her  o'er  wi'  strae. 


Look  up  to  Pentland's  tow'ring  tap^ 
Bury'd  beneath  great  wreatbi  of  snaw. 

O'er  ilka  cleugh,  ilk  scar,  and  slap, 
As  high  as  ony  Roman  wa.* 

Driving  their  baws  frae  whins  or  tee. 
There's  no  nae  guwfers  to  be  seen ; 

Nor  dousser  fowk  wysing  a-jco 

The  byan-bouls  on  TaiuKon's  green. 

Then  fling  on  coal-s  an<l  ripe  the  ribs, 
And  beek  the  huu<te  baitU  butt  and  ben  ; 

That  mutchkin  uttiwp  it  hads  but  dribs, 
Then  let's  get  iu  the  tappit  hen. 

Good  claret  best  kc<i*p«  out  the  cauld. 
And  driveit  aw.-iv  the  winter  soon ; 

It  makes  a  man  haith  gas^  ind  baold, 
And  heaven  his  saul  beyond  the  moon. 

Leave  to  the  goda  your  ilka  care. 

If  that  they  think  us  worth  their  while. 

They  can  a  rowth  of  blessings  spare. 
Which  will  our  £kthious  fears  beguile. 

For  what  they  have  a  mind  to  do, 

That  will  they  do>  should  we  gang  wood ; 


thnd 


If  tfity  ooBunaiid  tht 
Then  upo'  sight  tfat 


Bnt  soon  as  ere  they  cry,  "  Be  qoieCt* 

The  blatt'ring  winds  dare  Die  mair   BQOl% 

Bnt  oour  into  l&dr  acm,  and  wait 
The  high  command  of  rapniiM  Sm% 

Let  neist  day  come  as  it  tliinki  flt* 
The  present  minute's  onljr  oon ; 

On  plessuie  let's  employ  our  wit* 
And  laugh  at  fortnne'a  fickle  poWMii 

Be  sure  ye  dinna  qnat  the  grip 

Of  ilka  joy  when  ye  are  young, 
Before  auld  age  your  vitala  nip* 

And  lay  ye  twafold  o'er  a  rung. 


Sweet  yonth's  a  blythe  and 

Then,  Uds  and  lasses,  whik  if  •  Utf» 
Gae  pou  the  gowan  in  its  prioM^ 

Before  it  wither  and  daoqr* 

Wateh  the  saft  minutei  of  delvtab 
When  Jenny  apeaks  beneath  hn  hnift]^ 

And  kisses,  laying  a'  the  wyta 
On  yon,  if  ahe  kepp  ony  akaith. 


«  Haith, 
"Ye 


t,  ye're  iU-hred,"  shall maS^mgm^ | 
'11  worry  me,  ye  greedy  rook/** 
le  your  anna  ahe'll  ria  awHr« 


Syne  frae  your 
And  hide  hersell  in  soma  daifc  abafc. 

Her  langh  will  load  jo*  to  tha  plaot 
Where  liea  the  happimsi  yos  waa^ 

And  phdnly  tells  yoa  to  yoar  hm. 
Nineteen  nay-aayi  an  haff  a  gML 

Now  to  her  heaving  bosom  ding. 
And  sweetly  tooUe  for  a  km, 

Frae  her  fiur  finger  whop  a  ria^ 
As  taiken  of  a  future  bhsa. 


Theee  bennieons,  I'm  vaij  sai% 
Are  of  the  gods^  inddniit  giaal ; 

Then,  surly  oarlos,  whisht,  fioirbaar 
To  plague  us  with  your  whiimif 


THE  LASS  O*  UYISTON. 


Tm  old  song,  in  three  «t 
well  known,  and  has  merit  aa  to  wit 
mour ;  bnt  it  ia  rather  unfit  fisr  i 
bagins, 


yekaa. 
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The  bqnnie  lass  o' 

Her  name  ye  ken,  her  name 
And  ahe  haa  srrittoB  in  har 

To  lie  her  lan%  to  lia  h« 


lot  BURKS'  WORKS. 

THE  LAW  TOIE  I  CAME  O'ER  THE  1  n.    TT—r    md   Us   ShMk.    O,  wW. 

Eamut  bn^  tbe  fint  Una  irf  thii  HOf , 
Wliiek  bad  bna  pngcmd  u  the  titla  of  tb« 
(huninr  lir,  ud  tkcB  compoHl  tha  rat  of  the 
„m  lu  luit  that  linr  Thu  haa  alvap  a  Goer 
dMt  Ihaa  compovif  Eagllih  wonla,  or  trndi 
with  an  idn  taaafa  to  Ibi  ipirit  of  tbc  dd  title. 
—  ■  -  '  eooYoy  aoJF  ides  at  all. 


obequi. 


Tm  IiM  time  I  eame  n  «r  iLt  muir. 

I  left  mr  Ion  bAiod  me : 
-■       w'n  !  wk«  («■  do  I  endmr. 


Y*  pov'ra  r  wk«  fu>  da 
«b^«AidM*B>am 


V^'iiia  I  waa  in  m^  ae'oteen  yta, 

I  wu  liailh  biydie  and  baon)', 
f)  the  lad.  loo'd  me  baith  far  and  iwar, 

But  I  loo'd  mat  but  Juhany  : 
lli>  Bain'd  my  hint  in  twa  ihree  wteki. 

He  aiiake  He  biytlie  and  kiodl;  ; 
And  I  made  him  new  gray  bndu, 

That  filled  faim  moat  finely. 

11;  mi  a  bandioiDe  fellow; 

Uii  humour  via  bailh  &aok  ud  frw, 
Hii  bonny  lock*  m  ydlow. 

Like  gowd  iImt  glitter'd  in  mjr  te  ;— 
Hli  dimpTd  chin  and  nqr  cbedn,  f 

And  face  aae  air  and  reddy ; 
And  thm  a.dq'i  hii  gray  brnia, 

Waa  Deilhor  anld  nor  dnddy. 


TliiMilTi  the  coaling  diada  we  lay, 

OnH  and  ohaMelr  aporting  ; 
WokMi'^  aad  promii'd  tine  away, 

TiB  mgfat  ^nad  bet  bUek  csrCwn : 
I  fidad  in  b««di  th«  ikiea. 

TBr'aliW^  wh*«  ab*  w»a  idgh  me  i 
U  >Wtai«  1  b^dd  her  eyia, 

lftid.B«oldb«tiad.nyoie. 

Sbnld  I  be  <all"d  where  eannooa  roar. 

Then  mortal  ated  may  woond  ma ; 
Or  oat  upon  aome  toragn  abort. 

When  daogan  may  iDiroand  ne  i 
Yet  bopa  Main  lo  lae  ny  lore, 

To  fgaat  on  gJowiag  kiiBB, 
Bhalt  make  my  arm  at  diatance  more, 

In  pnapect  of  anch  hliwa. 

Id  aD  my  oonl  Ihae')  not  one  place 

To  let  a  tiral  lattc ; 
Sioea  iba  axccla  in  er'iy  graca. 

In  bet  my  Ion  ihall  oeatie. 
Boaner  the  tcaa  ibtU  eeOM  to  flow, 

Thair  wtra  the  Mft  ahall  eorar ; 
Ob  GnentaBd'a  ioe  ihaU  roaea  grow, 

Bebra  I  oeaw  to  lora  bcr. 

The  next  tioa  I  gang  o'er  the  mair, 

She  thall  a  lorer  find  me ; 
And  that  mv  Giith  ia  fimi  and  put, 

Tbongh  I  left  her  behiod  me. 
Then  Hyma't  aacied  boodi  ihall  eluin 

My  heart  to  her  £«ir  boMm  i 
Tb«»*  whiJ*  my  being  data  mnain, 

My  hire  mon  freah  ibalJ  bloaaom. 


JOHNNY'S  GRAY  BREEKS. 


KHdMOiia  the  NoiCli  «f  Inbnd,  oiled, 


To  be  breeka  to  my  Johnay. 

For  he'a  weel  wordy  o'  thai, 

And  better  gin  I  bad  to  fie. 
And  m  lak  paini  opo"  tben^ 

Fne  fanli  I'll  alrirt  to  keep  them  int. 
To  dead  him  wcel  ihaH  be  my  e«i«, 

Add  pleaee  him  a'  my  *iidy ; 
Dot  he  maun  wear  the  auld  pair 

Awee,  iba'  Ibey  be  duddy. 

for  when  the  Ud  waa  in  bia  prim^ 

Like  him  there  wai  naa  mopy 
Ha  ca'd  me  aye  hii  boany  dliq, 

Sae  wha  wou'd  na  lo'e  Johony  ? 
So  I  lo'e  Johnny',  gray  breeka, 

For  a'  the  ciro  tbry'va  gi'eo  me  yt*. 
And  gin  we  li»e  anilher  year, 

We'll  keep  Ihem  bale  between  na  yet. 

Now  to 


iii  gray  bi 


ig  them  up  wi'  mirth  aad  glaa ; 


U  weel  aa  ooy  thafa  o'  gray. 
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MAT  SVB,  OR  XATE  OP  ABEia>EEN. 

Katb  of  Ahmii&ta,  ii|  I  bditve,  the  woiIe  of 
Mor  Omninyham  tke  pliycr ;  of  whom  the  ibl- 
Mviof  aMottoCe^  though  toU  before^  deHnres  • 
recttd.  A  ht  dignitary  of  thcf  church  coming 
poet  Cunningham  one  Sunday  as  the  poor  poet 
was  bnay  plying  a  fishing-rod  in  soine  strram 
Durham,  Us  native  country,  his  reverenoe 
Cunningham  very  severely  for  such 
an  occupation  on  audi  a  day.  The  poor  poet, 
with  that  inoffensive  gentleness  of  monnem  which 
was  his  peculiar  characteristic,  replied,  that  he 
hoped  God  and  his  reverenoe  would  forgive  his 
aeeming  profiuiity  of  that  sacred  day,  "tuhgkad 
no  dinner  to  €at,  but  what  lay  at  the  bottom  of 
that  pool  r  This,  Mr.  Woods,  the  player,  who 
knew  Cunningham  well,  and  esteemed  him  much, 
ired  me  waa  true.«-Bonvs. 


Thk  silver  moon'e  enamonr*d  beamt 

Steals  softly  through  the  night, 
To  wanton  with  the  windii^  atreaoH 

And  kisB  fdlected  light 
To  beds  of  atate  go  balmy  sleep, 

("Ha  where  vouVe  seldom  beenX 
llay'a  vigil  while  the  shepherdi  keqp 

With  Kate  of  Aberdeen ! 

Upon  the  green  the  viigina  wml. 

In  rosy  cha|^ets  gay. 
Till  mom  unbar  her  golden  gata, 

And  give  the  promis'd  May. 
Methinks  I  hear  the  maida  dedan 

The  promis*d  Bfay,  when  seen* 
Not  half  JO  fragrant,  half  so  ftir. 

As  Kate  of  Aberdeen ! 

Strike  up  the  tabor'a  boMeet  noCe% 

We'll  rouse  the  nodding  grove ; 
The  nested  birds  shall  raise  their  throati^ 

And  hail  the  maid  I  love : 
And  ses     the  matin  lark  miatakeab 

He  quits  the  tufted  green ; 
Fond  bird !  'tis  not  the  mornii^  bntki^ 

'Tis  Kate  of  Aberdeen ! 

Now  lightsome  o'er  the  level  mead. 

Where  midnight  £urics  rove. 
Like  them,  the  jocund  dance  well  load, 

Or  tune  the  reed  to  love: 
For  see  the  rosy  Biay  draws  nigh, 

She  claims  a  virgin  queen ; 
And  hark,  the  happy  shepberda  cry, 

•« 'Tie  Kale  of  Abtrdean  r 


THE  LASS  OF  PATIE'S  MILL. 

'  Iir  Sindab^i  SiaiiatitaijUeomU  of  SeoOBrndf 
thia  aoag  ia  loealiaed  (a  wb  I  awit  uaefiv  want 
of  another  to  aiptms  my  idea)  aomewhere  in  the 
ITorth  of  Soodvidi  and  likvim  k  dainwd  by 


Aynhin^llit'  felloirii«  MMdolft  I  kii 
the  present  Sir  William  CoaniaghiB,  of  Bflhal^ 
land,  who  had  it  firon  the  last  John,  Eail  if 
Loudon.— The  then  Earl  of  London,  frthar  in 
Earl  John,  before  mentiomed,  had  Ramaqr  ift 
London,  and  one  day  walking  together  bj  Ht 
banks  of  Irvine  water,  near  New-Millib  9k  a 
pUoe  yet  called  Pktie*s  BCll,  they  were  eirvdk 
with  the  appearance  of  a  beantifnl  eonntry  giri. 
His  lordship  observed,  that  ahe  wonld  bt  a  $am 
theme  for  a  song. — Allan  lagged  bdiind  ia  «^ 
turning  to  Loudon  Castle,  and  at  diaatr  prodM* 
ed  this  identical  song.^-Bunxa. 

The  lam  of  Patie'a'aiQi, 

So  bonny,  blythob  aad  gay, 
In  spite  of  all  mr  ddD, 

She  stcde  my  heart  awiy. 
When  tedding  of  the  hay. 

Bare-headed  on  the  green. 
Love  'midst  her  lodta  £d  play, 

And  wanton'd  in  her 


vhite^  round,  aad  anooth, 

Breasta  rising  in  their  dawn. 
To  age  it  would  give  yoatfi, 

To  preaa  'em  with  hia  hand : 
Thro'  all  my  spirits  ran 

An  ecstasy  of  Uiss, 
When  I  such  sweetness  fond 

Wrapt  in  a  bahny  kirn. 

Without  the  help  of  art,   ' 

Like  flowers  which  graee  the  wild. 
She  did  her  aweets  impart. 

Whene'er  she  spoke  or  smil'd. 
Her  looks  they  were  so  mild. 

Free  from  afieeted  pride. 
She  me  to  love  bcguil'd  ; 

I  wish'd  her  for  my  bride. 

O  had  I  an  that  wealth, 

HoriTOH'a  high  mountaiaa  *  ftQ, 
Insur'd  lang  lifo  and  health. 

And  ]rfeasure  at  my  will ; 
Fd  promise  and  fulfil. 

That  none  but  bonny  ahe. 
The  lass  of  Patie'a  miU 

Shoa'd  share  the  same  wi*  ma. 


THE  TURNIMSPIKE. 

Thbei  is  a  stanaa  of  this  excditnt  aoaf  for 
looal  humour,  omitted  in  thia  ast^where  Ib«i« 
placed  the  aaterianis.f 

HxEsKLL  pe  highland  ahentleman, 
Pto  anld  as  Pothwell  Prig,  man ; 


•  Tliizt^Chfee  mDcs  south-west  of  Sdinb«|k« 

« the  Earl  of  Hopetonli  mints  an. 
t  Burns  had  plaeed  the  aitariiaM  botwesn  the  9lli 
aad  10th  Taoei.   The  verse  Is  hen  itstoied. 


Ml 

M  Mif  tKimdiMi  IMA 


tint  wKni  her  to  tlie  uwltndt  eamei 
ytinad  was  driTluf  cowa,  man ; 

Thtrt  wu  Ate  law*  about  him't  ncne, 
Aboot  the  pntck*  or  trewa,  man. 

yaimiQ  did  wear  the  philabeg. 
The  plaid  priek't  on  her  sbouder ; 

Tht  gud  claymore  hung  pe  her  pelt, 
De  pietol  ehargM  wi  ponder. 

hat  for  whereat  theae  cursed  preeki, 
Wherewith  man*!  ncntf  he  loeket» 

O  hon !  that  e'er  the  saw  the  day ! 
For  a'  her  hooghi  be  prokit 

Ereiy  ting  in  dt  highlands  now 

Po  tnm*d  to  alteration ; 
The  iodger  dwall  at  oor  door-iheek. 

And  tat*i  te  great  vexation. 

Boothnd  be  tnm't  a  Ninglaad  now, 
An'  lawi  priag  on  de  eager ; 

Nainidl  wad  dune  him  ibr  his  deeds, 
Bat  oh !  she  fear  te  sodger. 

Anither  law  came  after  dat, 

lie  nerer  saw  de  like,  man  ; 
Tbey  niak  a  lang  road  on  de  crund, 

And  ca*  him  Tttrnim^pikef  man. 

An*  wow !  the  pe  a  ponny  road, 
Like  Looden  oom-rigs,  man ; 

Where  twa  earti  may  gang  on  her. 
An*  no  pnik  ithos  I^gs,  man. 

ThiT  sharge  a  penny  for  ilka  horee, 
(In  trodiy  they'll  no  pe  sheaper) ; 

For  nought  but  gaen  npo'  the  crund* 
And  &ey  gie  me  a  paper. 

Tkey  tak  tht  horu  then py  ttkmd, 
And  tert  tey  mak  ktr  Mian,  man ; 

Mi  UU  tern,  me  hoe  teen  te  day, 
T«y  had  na  tic  wmman\  man, 

Nae  donbt,  Nainsell  maun  traw  his  purse. 
And  pay  tem  what  him  likes,  man ; 

I'D  see  a  shudgment  on  hts  toor ; 
Tat  filthy  Tnnumapikey  man. 

Bnt  111  Awa  to  the  Highland  hills, 
Wbtre  ta'U  a  ane  dare  turn  her, 

Aad  BO  come  near  your  Tumimepike^ 
Caleas  it  pe  to  pum  her. 


BURNS'  WOiiKS. 


HIGRtAKD  LADDK. 

As  this  was  a  drourite  thene  wi4^  fw  kftef 
Scottish  muses,  there  are  several  aba  and  eeati 
of  that  name.  That  which  I  take  to  ba  the 
oldest,  is  tfi  be  found  in  the  Mneieai  Muteamt 
beginning,  I  hoe  fteen  at  Crookie^en.-^ 

I  BAK  been  at  Crookit'den,^ 

My  bonnie  laddie,  Highland  laddie ; 

Viewing  Willie  and  his  men. 
My  bonnie  laddie.  Highland  laddie. 

There  our  fees  that  burnt  and  slew. 
My  bonnie  laddie.  Highland  laddie ; 

There,  at  last,  the^  gat  their  due. 
My  bonnie  laddie,  Highland  laddie. 

Satan  aits  in  his  black  neuk. 

My  bonnie  laddie.  Highland  laddie  ; 

Breaking  sticks  to  roost  the  Duke, 
My  bonnie  laddie^  Highland  laddie  : 

The  bluidy  monster  goa  a  yell. 
My  bonnie  laddie.  Highland  laddie ; 

And  loud  the  laugh  good  round  a*  hell ! 
My  bonnie  laddie,  Highland  laddie. 

One  of  my  reasons  is,  that  Oswald  has  it  in  his 
collection  by  the  name  of  7^  endd  HtgUand 
Laddie. — It  is  alxo  known  by  the  name  of 
Jinglan  Johnie,  which  ia  a  well  known  song  of 
four  or  five  stansas,  and  seems  to  bt  an  earlier 
song  than  Jacobite  times.  As  a  proof  of  this,  it 
is  little  known  to  the  peasantry  by  the  name  of 
Highland  Laddie ;  while  every  body  knows 
Jinglan  Johnie.     The  song  begins, 

Jinglan  John,  the  meickk  man, 

He  met  wi*  a  lass  was  Uythe  and  bonnie. 

Another  Hi  gland  Laddie  ia  aleo  ia  the  Mu~ 
teum^  voL  t.  whieh  I  take  to  be  Raaeay's  ori- 
ginal, a«  be  ban  borrowed  the  ehorua  **  O  my 
bonnie  Highland  lad,  |pe."  It  consists  of  thne 
stanzas,  betiidm  the  chorus  ;  and  has  hnmour  in 
its  composition — it  is  on  excellent  but  somewhat 
liccDtious  song. — It  bi^^s, 

As  I  cam  o*er  Caimey-Mount, 

And  down  among  the  blooming  heathart  ke» 

This  air,  and  the  common  Highland  Laddie, 
seem  only  to  be  different  sets. 

Another  Highland  Laddie,  also  in  the  Afif- 

sewn,  vol.  v.  is  the  tune  of  several  Jacobite  frag- 
menta.-i-One  of  these  old  songs  to  it,  only  exists, 
as  for  as  I  know,  in  these  four  lines— 

Whare  hoe  ye  been  a'  day, 

Bonnie  laddie,  Highland  laddie  ? 
Down  the  back  o'  Bell's  braa, 

Ooortin  Maggie,  courtin  Maggio. 


•A 
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AaodiMr  of  dill  namt  k  Dr.  ArWt  biMrtifia  air, 


THE  BLAITHRIB  O'T. 

Thx  foUofwing  ia  u  $eici  this  KMif  ,  wbidi 
wu  the  earliest  sonf  I  remember  to  have  got  by 
hrart  When  a  child,  an  old  woman  suBg  it  to 
me,  and  I  picked  it  up^  trcry  word,  at  first 


AndhowihtlMithrtWM«lilblf  tftt  M 
Mty  the  shame  fr*iht  gMrnd  tfM  WHiik  i^  !^ 

Jockie  was  the  laddie  that  ksld  thi  plMifW 
Bat  now  he's  got  govd  and  gaat  mmajk  | 

He  thinks  nae  mair  of  me  thai  waart  me  pUi4M 
coat; 

Bfay  the  shame  &' the  gev  aad  tha  hWthrit  9^  I 


0  WiLLT  weel  I  mhid,  I  lent  Ton  my  hand, 
To  sang  yoo asong  whidi 70a  did  me  command ; 
But  my  memory's  so  bsd,  I  had  almost  forgot 
That  yon  call'd  it  the  gear  and  the  blaithrie  o*t. 

1*11  not  sing  shout  confusion,  ddnsbn,  or  pride, 
1*11  sing  about  a  laddie  was  for  arirtooos  bride ; 
For  virtue  is  an  ornament  that  time  will  nerer 

rot, 
And  prefieraUe  to  gear  and  the  bkithrie  o*t. 

Tho'  my  lassie  hae  nae  scarlets  or  silks  to  put  on. 
We  enry  not  the  greatest  that  sits  upon  the 
throne; 

1  wad  rather  hae  my  lassie,  tho'  she  esm  in  her 

smock, 
Than  a  prinessswi*  the  gear  and  the  blaithrie  o*t 

Tho*  we  hae  nae  horsss  or  menne  at  command, 
We  will  toil  on  our  foot,  and  we'll  work  wi'  our 

hand; 
And  when  wearied  without  rest,  we'll  find  it 

sweet  in  any  spot, 
And  well  value  not  the  gear  and  the  blaithrie  o*t. 

If  we  hae  ony  babies,  we'll  count  them  as  lent ; 
Hae  we  less,  hse  we  mair,  we  will  sye  be  content ; 
For  they  say  they  hae  mair  plesture  that  wins 

but  a  groat. 
Than  the  miser  wi'  his  gear  and  the  Uaithne  o't. 

m  not  meddle  wi'  th'  a&irs  u'  the  kirk  or  the 

queen; 
They're  nae  matters  for  a  sang,  kt  them  aink 

let  diem  swim. 
On  your  kirk  I'U  ne'er  encroach,  but  I'll  hold  it 

stiU  remote. 
See  tak  thia  for  the  gear  and  the  blaithrie  o't 


M 


Jenny  waa  the  lassie  that  mneked  the  hyi% 

But  now  she  is  clad  in  her  mikm 
And  Jockie  says  he  lo'es  her,  and 

me  forgot; 
Bfay  the  ahame  fii' the  gear  and  the  MaHktfo /I  I 

But  all  this  shall  nerer  dannton  me, 

Sae  lang's  I  keep  my  fancy  free : 

For  the  lad  that^s  sae  inconstant,  he's  wt  WifA 


a  treat; 
May  the  shame  fo'  the  gear  and  the  falaitkrito^  t 


THE  BLAITHRIE  O'T. 

Wbiv  I  thU  am  tUi  waild'a  pelf, 

And  the  little  wee  share  I  have  o*t  to  myseU^ 


•  The  ftdlowlng  otocrvatkm  was  fbund  In  a 
Ksndum  book  bslangiag  to  Boms  t 


TWEEDSIDE. 

Im  Ram%ay*s  Tm-iabU  MimaUoHp,  he 
us  that  about  thirty  of  the  songs  in  that  p«hlk 
cation  were  the  works  of  some  yonng  geaMemsB 
of  hb  acquaintance ;  which  songs  are  marini 

with  the  letters  D.  C,  Ice Old  Mr.  Tjrilsfv 

of  Woodhonaelee,  the  worthy  end  able  dsfcidar 
of  the  beauteous  Qneen  of  Seocs»  told  me  Ait 
the  songs  osarkcd  G;  in  the  T^4mkk,  were  tim 
composition  of  a  Mr.  Crawford,  of  the  houn  of 
Achinamet,  who  was  afterwards  nnfoctnulslf 
drowned  coming  from  France.— As  Tytler  wa9 
most  intimately  acquainted  with  Allan  Ramaab 
I  think  the  anecdote  may  be  depended  on.  ^ 
consequence,  the  beautiful  song  of  T\mhUIA  It 
Mr.  Crawford**,  and  indeed  does  great  honmur 
to  hu  poetical  talents.  He  was  a  Robert  Cravw 
ford  ;  the  Mary  he  celebrates,  was  Mary  Stnarl^ 
of  the  CastlemiUc  fiunily,  aftowards  married  |t 
a  Mr.  John  Bdchca. 

What  beenties  does  Flora  diselose  ! 

How  eweet  aie  hsr  smiles  nra  Tweed  ! 
Tet  Mary's  stiU  sweeter  than  ttioee ; 

Both  nature  and  foney  eieeed. 
Nor  daiMT,  nor  sweet  blushing  nes^ 

Not  aU  the  m  flowers  of  the  fieU, 
Ner  Tweed  gbdinf  gently  diroogh  Aaai^ 

Such  beauty  and  plsaanw  do«  yidd. 

The  warblers  are  heard  in  the  grefrs, 
The  linnet,  the  lark,  and  the  thraeh* 

The  blackbird  and  eweet-eooing  dove^ 
IX^th  mnsie  enchant  tv'iy  bosh. 


••  01^-4  be  then  nMi  Ml  Nt|irdMifee«#«tth 
ui,  be  not  l«aiDII  W I  MiMf  IQliMmliW f«l«i# 


IM 


BURNS'  WORKS. 


kl  at  fo  Cardi  lo  ^  nMid, 
iMmtm  ham  tiit  primroMt  tpriag^ 


Will  lodst  IB  MMBM  TUbft  OB  TwMCl, 

jkal  V/f  wliife  tilt  fMthor'd  ftlki  nnf . 

Vtm  doM  mjr  lore  pus  tiit  loof  day  ? 

DoM  Muy  not  'tend  a  few  ttMcp  ? 
])•  iktj  new  cawlewly  itny, 

Wluk  ha|i|iUy  the  Urn  ailcep  ? 
Tv«ad^  miumuii  ■honld  lull  her  to  rat ; 

Kind  netiire  indulging  my  bliai, 
T»  nlieve  the  toft  peine  of  my  breaet, 

rd  iteel  an  ambroeial 


*Tis  ehe  doee  the  Tirgine  excel, 

Ke  beaaty  with  hor  may  eompere ; 
Id>ft*e  graeca  aioand  her  do  dwell ; 

8he*e  feireety  where  thooeandt  are  Ciir. 
ftqr»  charmer,  where  do  thy  flocka  etray  ? 

Oh !  tell  me  at  noon  where  they  feed ; 
I  aedc  them  on  eweet  winding  Tay, 

Or  Am  pleamnter  banka  of  the  Tweed  ? 


I  have  eeen  a  eong,  calling  iteelf  the  original 
JWmrfiWi,  and  eaid  to  have  been  compoeed  by 
a  Lwd  Yerter.  It  consisted  of  two  stanias,  of 
Vhfek  I  itiU  recoUeet  the  first. , 

WmgK  Maggy  tnd  I  w^  arquaint, 

X  flvried  my  noddle  fii*  hie ; 
Xti  Iblwhito  OB  a*  the  green  plain, 

Mar  gowdspink  eae  happy  as  me: 
Baft  I HW  her  eae  feir,  and  I  lo*ed ; 

X  woo'd,  bat  I  came  nae  great  qwed ; 
Saaow  I  maoB  wander  abroad, 

Aad  lay  my  banes  &r  free  the  Tweed. 


Thtliit 


nun  thns :— Ed. 


Vt  lCai|gy  my  love  I  did  tell, 

flnt  tears  did  my  passion  express, 
iJb!  fer  I  Wd  her  o'erwell. 

Mm*  Am  woBien  loo  sic  a  man  Icse. 
Bit  heart  it  waa  f roaen  and  canld. 

Bit  pride  had  my  rain  decreed ; 
n«ifere  I  will  wander  abroad, 

Aad  lay  my  banes  fer  free  the  Tweed. 


THE  BOATIE  ROWS. 

The  author  of  the  Boatie  JRowtf  waa  a  Bfr. 
SwtB  of  Aberdeen.  It  is  a  charming  diqday  of 
waaaaaly  affection  mingling  with  the  coneeme 
•ai  oecapations  of  life.  It  ia  neariy  eqaal  to 
l%tn*$  nae  huk  about  At  Koute, 

O  waxL  may  the  boatie  row, 
Aad  better  may  she  speed  ; 
Aad  leesome  may  the  boatie  row 
Thift  wins  my  bairns  breed : 
Ika  boatie  rows,  the  boatie  rowif 
Ika  boatie  rows  indeed ; 
Aai  wad  may  the  boatie  row 
JRM  WMi  tiN  biiiai  b|iai 


I  coat*  my  lioe  ia  Laiga  bay. 

And  fishaa  I  eat^'d  nine ; 

There  waa  three  to  boil,  ud  thiat  to  frfi 

And  three  to  bait  the  line : 

The  boatie  rows,  the  boatie  iow% 

The  boatie  rows  indeed ; 

And  happy  be  the  lot  of  a* 

Who  wnhce  her  to  epeed. 


O  weel  may  the  boatie  row. 
That  fills  a  heavy  creel,f 
And  deeds  us  a*  free  head  to  feet, 
And  buys  our  porridge  meal : 
The  boatie  rows,  the  boatie  rows. 
The  boatie  rows  indeed  ; 
And  happy  be  the  lot  of  a* 
That  wish  the  boatie  speed. 

When  Jamie  row'd  he  would  be  miB% 
And  wan  free  roe  my  heart, 

0  muekle  lighter  grew  my  creel. 
He  swore  we'd  never  part : 

The  boatie  rows,  the  boatie  rows, 
The  boatie  rows  fu*  werl ; 
And  muekle  lighter  i*  the  load. 
When  love  bears  up  the  creel. 

My  kurtch  I  put  npo*  my  head. 
And  dress'd  mysel*  fii*  braw ; 

1  true  my  heart  was  douf  an*  wieb 
When  Jamie  gaed  awa : 

But  weel  may  the  boatie  row, 
And  lucky  be  her  part ; 
And  lightsome  be  the  lassie'e  care^ 
That  yields  an  honest  heart. 


* 


When  Sawney,  Jock,  an' 

Are  up  and  gotten  lor. 

They'll  help  to  gar  the  boatie  row. 

And  lighten  a*  our  care : 

The  boatie  rows,  the  boatie  rows, 

The  boatie  rows  fei*  weel ; 

And  lightsome  be  her  heart  that  bean 

The  murlain,  and  the  creeL 

And  when  wi*  age  are*rc  worn  dowa» 
And  hirpling  round  the  door. 
They'll  row  to  keep  us  dry  and 
As  we  did  them  before :— > 
Then  weel  may  the  boatie  row. 
She  wins  the  baima  bread ; 
And  happy  be  the  lot  of  a* 
That  wish  the  boat  to  speed ! 


THE  HAPPY  BiARRIAOE. 
Avonnay  oat  very  pictty  Angla-SeoltUi 


e 
t 


SONOSi 
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How  blMt  hu  my  time  been»  wlut  joy*  hava  1 

known, 
SiDce  wedlock's  toft  bondage  made  Jetty  my 


own ! 

80  joyful  my  heart  is,  so  easy  my  ckaiii. 
That  freedom  is  tasteless,  and  roving  a  pain. 

Thro*  walks  grown  with  woodbines,  as  often  we 

stray, 
Around  us  our  boys  and  girls  frolic  and  play : 
How  pleasing  their  sport  is !  the  wanton  ones 

see 
And  borrow  their  looks  from  my  Jessy  and  me. 

To  try  her  sweet  temper,  oft  times  am  I  seen 
In  revels  all  day  with  the  nymphs  on  the  green : 
Tho'  painful  my  absence,  my  doubts  she  be- 
guiles, 
And  meets  me  at  night  with  complacence  and 
smiles. 

What  tho*  on  her  cheeks  the  rose  loses  its  hue, 
Her  wit  and  good  humour  bloom  all  the  year 

thro*; 
Time  still,  as  he  flies,  adds  increase  to  her  truth, 
And  gives  to  her  mind  what  he  steals  from  her 

youth. 

Ye  shepherds  so  gay,  who  make  love  to  ensnare, 
And  cheat,  with  fklse  vows,  the  too  credulous 

£ur; 
In  search  of  true  pleasure,  how  vainly  you  roam ! 
To  hold  it  for  life,  you  must  find  it  at  home. 


Unto  the  yowet  a  mOkia,  klad  ilr,  ahe  tty% 
With  a  double  and  adiea  to  thee  £ur  May. 
What  if  I  gang  alang  wi*  thee,  my  ain  pratlir 
May, 
Wi*  thy  red  roay  cheeks,  and  thy  coal-blaak 
hair ;  . 

Wad  I  be  aught  the  wane  o*  that,  kind  air,  iht 
says. 
With  a  double  and  adieu  to  thea  fiur  BCay. 


THE  P0S1E. 

O  LUTE  will  venture  in,  where  it  damr  na 

be  seen, 
O  luve  will  venture  in,  where  wisdom  anea  hta 

been, 
But  I  will  down  yon  river  rove,  amang  iStm 

wood  sae  green, 
And  a*  to  pu*  a  potie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 


THE  POSIE. 

It  appeara  evident  to  me  that  Oswald  com- 
posed his  RotUn  Caatk  on  the  modulation  of 
this  air. — In  the  second  part  of  Oswald'a,  in  the 
three  first  bars,  he  haa  either  hit  on  a  wonder- 
ihl  similarity  to,  or  else  he  has  entirely  borrow- 
ed the  three  first  bars  of  the  old  air ;  and  the 
close  of  both  tunea  ia  almost  exactly  the  same. 
The  old  veraea  to  wldch  it  was  sang,  when  I 
took  down  the  notea  fitmi  a  country  girl'a  voice, 
had  no  great  merit. — The  fiillowing  ia  a'speci- 
men: 

Tbkkx  waa  a  pretty  May,*  and  a  milkin  she 
went; 
Wi*  her  red  rosy  cheeky  and  her  coal-black 
hair: 
And  she  haa  met  a  yonng  man  a  comin  o*er  U10 
bent, 
With  a  double  and  adieu  to  th«e  fiur  May. 

O  where  are  ye  gob,  my  mn  pretty  May, 
Wi*  thy  red  roay  cheeks,  and  thy  coal-black 
hair? 


The  primrose  I  will  pu*,  the  firstling  o*  the  year. 
And  1  will  pu'  the  pink,  the  emblem  o*  my  dc«. 
Fur  she*s  the  pink  o'  woman  kind,  and  bloom 
without  a  peer ; 
And  a'  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

ni  pu*  the  budding  rose,  when  Phcsbos  fmg» 

in  view. 
For  it*B  like  a  baumy  kiss  o*  her  iweeC 

mou ; 
The  hyacinth*s  for  constancy  wi*  ita 

ing  blue, 
And  a*  to  be  a  poaie  to  my  ain  dear  May* 

The  lily  it  is  pure,  and  the  lily  it  ia  £iir, 
And  in  her  kivdy  boaom  1*11  pUm  the  lily  Ifaav  | 
The  daisy*s  for  simplicity  and  unaffected  air. 
And  a*  to  be  a  poaie  to  my  ain  dear  May  ; 

The  hawthorn  I  will  pn*,  wi*  ita  lodn  o*  tSOm 

Where,  like  an  aged  man,  it  atanda  at  bntk  $t 

day, 
Bnt  the  aongster*a  nest  within  diebaah  I  wwm 
tak  away ; 
And  a*  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  detf  Mtf* 

The  woodbine  I  will  pu*,  when  the  c*niaf  ilV 

is  near. 
And  the  diamond  drape  o*  dew  shall  be  bar  ^m 

sae  clear; 
The  violet's  for  modesty  which  wed  dit  M  li 

wear, 
And  a*  to  be  a  poaie  to  my  ain  detf  Mqr* 

1*11   tie  the  posie  round  wi*  the  dlken  bani  •* 

luve^ 
And  rU  pUee  it  in  her  breast,  and  I'll  iWf«lf 

a  above. 
That  to  my  Utest  draught  o*  life  the  band  dMil 
'  ne*erremnve, 

yiaj  IIhi  will  b«  »  podt  tomjmim  lUff 
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BDRHtf  WORKS. 


lORrSDREAlL 


Tmm  Mary  ban  alhidtd  to  b  gtntnlly  mp- 
Mt  to  be  lint  Mary  Hiesbic,  dangbtv  to 
K»  »dkd  of  Airds,  in  Oallowajr.  The  poet 
Wli  *  lir.  Akrandtr  Jjow*,  who  likeviee 
Wrote  tnotber  beautiful  aong,  oalled  Pompeif*$ 
GAoif.-— I  btTe  teen  a  poetic  epistle  from  him 
ia  Korth  America,  where  he  now  is,  or  lately 
WiBt  to  a  ladf  in  ScotlaocL — By  the  strain  of 
tilt  ▼eraeii  it  appeared  that  they  allude  to  some 
low  disappointment. 

Tkb  moon  had  cUmb'd  the  highest  hill. 

Which  risee  o'er  the  source  of  Dee, 
Aad  frooa  tho  eoelmi  snmmet  shed 
Her  silTcr  light  on  tow'r  and  tree : 
^boa  Mary  bud  her  down  to  sleep. 
Her  tbooghts  on  Sandy  £ir  at  sea ; 
aoft  and  knr  a  voice  was  heard, 
Saying,  Mary,  weep  no  mon  for  me. 


from  her  pillow  gently  rais*d 
Her  bead  to  aak,  who  there  might  be ; 

w  yoong  Sandy  shiy*ring  stand, 
^tb  Timge  pale  and  hollow  eye ; 
'  O  Mary,  drar,  cold  u  my  clay, 
'  It  liea  btnoath  a  stormy  sea ; 
'  Vv,  fiur  from  thee,  I  deep  in  death  ; 

*  80^  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me. 

■  Tbiio  Blormy  nq^hta  and  stormy  da>'s 
'  We  tosB*d  upon  the  raging  main ; 

*  Aad  k»g  we  strore  our  bark  to  save, 

'  But  all  our  atriving  was  in  vaiu. 

*  Van  than  when  horror  chill'd  my  blood, 

<  My  heart  was  fillM  with  love  for  thee : 

*  The  atorm  is  past,  and  I  at  raat ; 

*  8oi  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me. 

*  O  ■laidaB  dear,  thyself  prepare, 

'  We  soon  shall  meet  upon  that  nhore, 

*  When  lofo  ia  five  fti>m  doubt  and  cars^ 

*  And  tiiou  and  I  shall  part  no  mon !' 
iroir'd  tbt  oook,  the  ehadows  fled, 

No  mon  of  Sandy  could  abe  see ; 
iM  «A  Ifai  paariog  spirit  aaid, 

**  Swoet  Bfary,  weep  no  man  forme  !'* 


Bo  wid  BaidMr  ly  in  btm,  aor  fil  wad  lo  k 

bjnre* 
But  m  abmt  the  ba*  door,  or  dn  dbn  tiio  fli% 
.dbMl  we'd  gang  noe  oNrir,  fo 

The  beggar's  bed  was  made  at  e*aa  wi*  good 

clean  straw  and  hay, 
And  in  ahint  the  ha'  door,  and  then  At  boggor 

And  WM*U  gang  mm  mmiff  (pa. 

Up  raise  tho  good  man's  doeblar,  and  for  to  h» 

the  door, 
And  there  she  saw  the  beggar  ataadia  i'  ^ 

floor. 

And  W€*U  gang  iwf  wudr^  ff9% 

He  took  the  lawie  in  his  arms,  and  to  tiio  bol 

he  rnn, 
O  hooly,  h(>i)!y  wi*  me,  sir,  ye'O  wakaa  our 
gooilm^n, 

AhU  tce'S  gang  nmt  aia^y  ff9% 

The  bef^gar  was  a  cunnin  loon,  and  ao'or  a 

word  he  spake, 
Until  he  got  hi*  turn  done,  syna  bo  began  to 

crack. 

And  wtll  gang  not  wudw,  f^ 

Is  then  ony  oogi  into  this  town  ?   maidaiv  ^ 

me  true» 
And  what  wad  ye  do  wi'  them,  my  hinny  and 

my  dow  ? 

And  wt*lt  gang  nae  mair,  ^. 

They'U  rire  a'  my  mcalpocks,  and  do  me  meiklo 

wrong, 
O  dool  for  the  doing  o't !  an  yo  tho  pair  nan? 
And  we*U  gmmg  mm  am^,  |r«. 

Then  ahe  took  up  the  mealpoeki  and  i^i^  |ba«i 

o'er  the  wa*, 
Tho  ddl  gaewi'  the  nMalpoeka,  my  miidoiboid 

and  a', 
Amd  wis  gang  mm  OMilr,  (v. 


THE  JOLLY  BBGOAR. 

Ian  to  htvo  boca  oompoaed  oj  Kiiig  Jimat 
Vi,  OB  0  frolic  of  his  own* 

TsBEi  waa  a  jolly  beggar,  and  a  beggiag  ho 

waabow', 
Aad  bo  todc  up  hia  quartan  into  «  hnd'art 


Amd  W€*S  gang  naa  wudr  a  ravimgt 

Mm  lait  into  tk§  m^fki, 
JM  wtl'ttgamg  mm  OMilr  a  rmdmg,  ficya^ 


I  took  ye  for  aono  gcntlaoiu,  at  koattbilaiid 

of  Brodie; 
O  dool  for  the  doing  o't!  anyethopoirbodio? 
Amd  wittgamg  mm  wmitt  ffl; 


He  took  Ao  bMio  in  bio  araii^  and 

thno, 
And  foor-ond-twonty  bandar  flMik  to  ftf  Ibo 


And  wiU  gamg  mm  wudr%  («• 

He  took  thorn  froo  bio  oid%  and  bliwlidai 

loud  and  ibriD* 
And  foar.and-twonty  baltad  kaUiti  OMi  Atp« 

ping  o*ar  tiM  bil^ 


SON'GS. 
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1' 


And  lie  took  out  lilt  littl*:  knife,  loo:  a*  his  duJ- 

(lit»  fi*, 
And  he  was  the  brawest  geDtleinaa  that  was 

ainaoff  them  a*. 

And  we'll  yanif  ncu  mair,  ^. 

Tbr  ht\r;(;ar  wan  i  clivcr  loon,  aod  he  lap  shoul- 
der hciglit, 
O  ay  for  hickcn  qiurtent  .ik  I  gat  ycstemight ! 
And  we'll  tfany  nue  muirf  ^, 


THE  MAID  THAT  TENDS  THE  GOAT& 

it\   mi:.  ]i(  i>i;:.un. 

TiiiH  Dtui^^^con  \n  -a  ri-t|ifi'table  farmer^s  son 
in  Ikru-tckshire. 

V'p  amang  yoa  clilTy  riH:k«« 

Swwtly  rir.«;s  t\u:  ri«in,;  echo, 
To  the  miiil  tliat  toii'^  tl.j  {>Mtt<, 
Lilting  o'er  lior  uativi>  luiU--. 

Hark  !  ^be  sin;;'.,  "  Yoiiii^  Sandy *s  kind. 
An'  bo's  }iroiui-H.'il  ay  to  Um  nw  ; 

Hen'**  a  broorb  I  nt'cr  Nhall  tine 
Till  bu'«  fdirly  married  to  me  : 
Drive  away  ye  dmiie  Time, 
An*  bring  about  Dur  bridal  day. 


"  Sandy  licr.N  a  fl-wk  o'  t.bn!p, 

Afteh  din's  be  blaw  tb«!  whistle. 
In  a  strain  t-io  >aftly  :<\VL>et, 
Lamiuieii  Iivt*ning  daurr.i  b!«>at. 
He'jt  a!*  fleet's  the  mountain  roe. 

Hardy  us  the  bigbl.-ind  heather, 
Wadinq  tb rough  tiiu  winter  snow, 
Keepinjj  ay  hi*  fltK-k  together ; 
But  a  plaid,  wi'  bare  bou;^bs, 
He  braves  the  bleakest  noriiu  bla'^t. 

"  Brawlv  he  can  daiico  and  fiisjj 
Canty  glee  or  higLI.ind  cronoch  ; 

Nane  can  ever  mitch  hi^  niu,;C) 

At  a  reel,  or  round  .i  rin^  ; 
Wightly  can  he  wield  a  riiii^. 

In  a  brawl  he's  ay  the  bmgster  : 
A'  his  pri^se  can  n«*er  be  sunff 
By  the  lange^-winded  sangiiter. 

Sangs  that  sing  o*  Saody 

Come  short,  though  they  were  e'er 


laiig. 


>f 


TARRY  WOO. 

This  is  a  very  pretty  song ;  but  I  Unej  tint 
the  first  half  staosa,  as  well  as  the  tune  itKlf, 
are  much  older  than  the  rest  of  the  words. 

Takst  woo,  tany  woo^ 
Tarry  woo  is  iU  to  spin ; 
Cud  it  won,  ctfd  it  waU, 


When  *tU  c:iid  d,  rawM  and  sptui» 
Viien  the  work  i»  haflens  dono  ; 
But  when  woven,  drest  and  cloan, 
It  ID  !y  l>o  cleading  for  a  queen. 


SiuiT,  my  bonny  hannlesa  sheep, 
Tliat  feed  upon  the  mountain's  steep, 
l>iuntinL^  >wef>tly  as  ye  go, 
Tliro*  the  wintf-r's  frmt  and  snow ; 
Mart,  and  liynd,  iind  fiUou'-deor, 
No  be  haff  ro  uweful  are  : 
Frae  kings  to  him  that  had*  the  plow, 
Arc  all  oblig'd  to  tarry  woo. 

Up,  ye  «h(*pherdft,  dance  and  akip« 
O'er  the  hilU  and  vallieti  trip, 
Sin'^  up  the  praise  of  tarry  woo, 
Pinjj  the  fliK'ks  tb.U  bear  it  too ; 
HarinleM  creatures  wirhont  blame, 
Tb.1t  dead  tlie  back,  and  cram  the  wane, 
Keep  us  w.inn  ;ind  Im.irty  f  mi  ; 
LeebC  me  on  ri-.c  t.'rrv  woo. 

How  happy  in  the  shepherd's  life. 
Far  frae  courts  and  free  of  strife. 
While  the  gimmcr«  bleat  and  bae, 
And  the  lambkins  annwer  mae  : 
No  inirh  muvic  to  hi*  ear  ; — 
Of  thief  or  fox  he  bos  no  fear  ; 
f«turdy  Kent  and  G)Uy  true, 
Will  defend  the  tarry  woo. 

He  liveo  ocmtent,  and  envies  none ; 
Not  even  a  monarch  on  his  throne, 
Tho*  he  the  royal  sceptre  sways. 
Has  not  sweeter  holidays. 
Who'd  be  a  king,  can  ony  tell. 
When  a  shepherd  sings  Mie  well  ? 
Sings  sae  well,  and  pays  his  due. 
With  honest  heart  and  tarry  woo. 


THE  COLLIER'S  BOXMK  LASSIE.     { 

Till-  fifot  b-Uf  Kt,in/a  is  ir.nidt  older  than  tlie-. 
days  of  Rainsuy. — Tiie  obi  words  began  thus  :— . 

The  collier  has  a  doclitcr,  and,  O,  she's  woa« 

der  bonnie ! 
A  laird  he  wa-*  that  sonp'ht  her,  rich  buth  ia 

landx  and  uiouev. 
She  wad  na  hae  a  laird,  nor  wad  she  be  a  lady  ; 
But  she  wad  hae  a  collier,  die  color  o'  her  dad& 


Trx  collier  has  a  oaughter. 
And  O  she's  wonder  bonny ; 

A  laird  he  was  that  sought  her« 
Rich  baith  in  lands  and  money : 

The  tutors  wateh'd  the  motion 
Of  this  young  honest  lover  ; 

I'  But  love  is  like  the  oeean ; 
Wha  caa  Iti  fbf«h  dHoom  ? 


&  bad  ihfl  art  to  pkiM  y% 

Aad.  W9M  bf  a*  wipacted ; 
Wb  ain  tat  round  hua  tuj, 

GcDtedf  bat  unafie^ed. 
Tba  ooUier*t  bonnie  laaic^ 

Fair  as  tbe  new-Uown  lilic* 
Ay  tweet,  and  never  lancy, 

Secur*d  the  heart  of  Willie. 

He  Iov*d  beyond  expremon 

The  channa  that  were  about  her. 
And  panted  for  potsesaion, 

Hii  life  wai  dull  without  her. 
After  mature  resolving, 

Close  to  his  breast  he  held  her 
In  saftest  flames  dissolving. 

He  tenderly  thus  tellM  her : 

My  bonny  collier's  daughter. 

Let  naething  discompose  ye, 
'^8  no  jronr  scanty  tocher 

Shall  ever  gar  me  lose  ye  : 
For  I  have  gear  in  plenty, 

And  love  says,  'Tis  my  duty 
To  ware  what  heav'n  has  lent  me 

Upon  your  wit  and  beauty. 


BDBNSf  WOKKS. 


MY  Am  KIND  DEARIE— O. 

Tbk  old  worda  of  this  song  are  omitted  bare, 
though  much  more  beautiful  than  these  insert- 
ed ;  which  were  mostly  composed  by  poor  Fer- 
m,  in  one  of  his  merry  humourB.— >The  old 
began  thus:— i 


I'll  rowe  thee  o*er  the  lea-rig, 

My  ain  kind  dearie,  O, 
ril  rowe  diee  o*er  the  lea- rig, 

My  ain  kind  dearie,  O, 
Altho*  the  night  were  ne*er  sae  wat. 

And  I  were  ne'er  sae  weaiy,  0« 
1*11  rowe  thee  o*er  the  lea^-rig. 

My  ain  kind  dearie,  O. — 


Will  ye  gaD<^  o*er  the  lea-rig. 

My  ain  kind  dearie,  O  ? 
And  cuddle  there  sae  kindlic, 

My  ain  kind  dearie,  O  ? 
At  thorny  dike  and  birken-trec, 

We*U  daff  and  ne*er  be  weary,  O  ; 
They'll  scug  ill  een  frae  you  and  me, 

My  ain  kind  dearie,  O  ! 

Km  herds,  wi*  kent  or  coUy,  there, 

Shsll  ever  come  to  £ear  ye,  O  ; 
BstJavrocks,  whistling  in  the  sir. 

Shall  woo,  like  me,  their  dearie,  O. 
While  others  herd  their  lambs  and  yowcf,* 

And  toil  for  warld's  gear,  my  jo ; 
Upon  tht  lea,  my  pleasure  growS| 

,iri*  ^  mj  kind  deariei  0, 


DOWN  TSB  BttRK,  DAVOS. 

I  b«va  been  iitfiinnad,  that  tilt  toM  af  DtfWft 
At  .Biv%  2>«M.  was  the  conpositm  of  David 
Maigfa,  keeper  of  the  bkiod  skragh  bounds,  ba. 
loBfiaf  to^  Laird  of  Riddel,  in  Twceddak. 

Whsx  treas  did  bud,  and  fields  were  greca. 

And  broom  bloom'd  fair  to  see  ; 
When  Mary  wss  complete  fifteen. 

And  love  Uugh*d  in  her  e*e  ; 
Blythe  Davie's  Minks  her  heart  did  OMfv, 

To  speak  her  mind  thus  free^ 
Gang  down  iht  him  Dawh,  Um, 

And  IshaBfoOow  fAea. 

Now  Davie  did  each  lad  anrpass, 

That  dwelt  on  yon  bum  aide, 
And  Mary  was  the  bonniest  lass, 

Just  meet  to  be  a  bride ; 
Her  cheeka  were  rosie,  red  and  wbit^ 

Her  een  were  bonnie  blue  ; 
Her  looks  were  like  Aurora  bright, 

Her  lipa  like  dropping  dew. 

As  down  the  bum  they  took  their  way, 

What  tender  tales  they  said ! 
His  cheek  to  her's  he  alt  did  ky. 

And  with  her  bosom  pky'd  ; 


What  paas'd,  I  guess,  was  hannksa  play, 

And  naething  sure  unmeet ; 
For,  ganging  hame,  I  heard  them  my, 

They  lik'd  a  walk  sae  aweet ; 
And  that  they  aften  ahould  icCon, 

Sic  pleasure  to  renew ; 
Quoth  Mary,  Love,  I  like  the  bom. 

And  ay  ahall  follow  yoo.* 


BLINK  0*ER  THE  BURN,  SWEET 
BETTY. 


Thk  old  words,  all  that  I 


Blikc  over  the  bum,  awwt  Betty, 

It  is  a  cauld  winter  night ; 
It  rains,  it  hails,  it  thunders. 

The  moon  she  gies  nae  b^t : 
It'a  a'  for  the  sake  o'  sweet  Betty, 

That  ever  I  tint  my  way ; 
Sweet,  let  me  lie  bey«»d  thee. 

Until  it  be  break  o'  day.^ 

O,  Betty  will  bake  my  bread. 
And  Betty  will  brew  my  ala. 

And  Betty  will  be  my  love. 
When  I  come  ovar  the  dale : 


•  The  lest  four  Hnss  of  the  diM 
somewfastol»wrtonaWelnpjDiateCilelii  nj,. 
ted.    Buns  stand  these  flMs.   Bai  his 
been  attmded  frttil  bk  lM«a  iVNHib  H 


./ 
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Blinic  over  the  burn,  iwtct  Bett3r, 
Blink  over  the  liurn  to  me. 

And  while  I  hae  life,  dear  Limie, 
My  aio  tweet  Betty  thuu*«  be — 


THERE'S  NAE  LUCK  ABOUT  THE 
HOUSE. 

This  ii  one  of  the  most  beantifii]  wmgs  in 
the  Scott,  or  any  other  language^ — Tbe  two 
lioei, 


And  will  I  Me  bit  face  again  ! 
And  will  I  hear  biui  tpeak ! 

■»  well  at  tbe  two  preceding  oneii,  are  uneqnall- 
cd  almost  by  any  thing  I  erer  beard  or  read  : 
and  tbe  lines, 

Tbe  present  moment  it  our  ain, 
The  neitt  we  never  taw — 

are  worthy  of  tbe  firat  poet. — It  it  long  poste- 
rior to  Ramtay*s  days. — Almut  tbe  year  1771, 
or  7S,  it  came  first  un  tbe  utreets  as'  a  ballad  ; 
and  I  suppose  tbe  composition  of  the  song  wa« 
not  much  anterior  to  that  period.* 

And  are  ye  sure  tbe  news  is  true  ? 
And  are  ye  sure  be*s  weel  ? 
Is  thi«  a  time  to  talk  o*  wark  ? 
Ye  jads,  lay  by  your  wheel ! 
U  this  a  time  to  talk  of  wark, 
When  Colin' 8  at  tbe  door? 
Gie  me  my  cloak !  1*11  to  tbe  quay. 
And  see  bim  come  ashore. 

For  there  »  nae  luek  about  the  house, 

There*s  nae  lueh  ava  ; 

There' t  little  pleature  in  the  houee, 

When  our  gudeman't  aura. 

Rile  np,  and  mak  a  clean  fire-aide. 

Put  on  tbe  muckle  pat ; 

Gie  little  Kate  her  cotton  gown, 

And  Jock  bis  Sunday's  coat ; 

And  mak  their  sboon  as  block  as  slaes, 

Their  hose  as  white  as  tnaw  ; 

It's  a*  to  please  my  ain  gude^ian. 

He  likei  to  see  them  braw. 

For  there's  nae  luck,  fv. 

There  is  twa  bens  upon  tbe  bank, 

'Sbeen  fed  tbii  month  and  mair ; 

Mak  baste  and  thraw  tbeir  necks  about. 

That  Colin  weel  may  fare ; 

And  spread  tbe  table  neat  and  dean. 

Gar  ilka  tbing  look  braw ; 

It's  a  for  love  of  my  gndenuui,— 

For  be's  been  long  awa. 

For  there's  nae  hek,  ^ 


0  gie  me  down  my  bigonets, 
My  bishop-satin  gown ; 

For  I  maun  tell  the  bailie's  wife 

That  Colin's  come  to  town ; 

My  Sunday's  sboon  tbey  mann  gae  on. 

My  hose  o*  pearl  blue. 

It's  a'  to  please  my  ain  gudonan, 

For  be's  baitb  led  and  true. 

For  there*s  nae  luck,  ^ 

Soe  true's  bis  words,  sae  tmootb's  bit  iprrrbj 

His  breatb  like  caller  air, 

His  very  foot  baa  music  in't, 

When  he  comes  np  tbe  stair  : 

And  will  I  see  bis  hct  again  ! 

And  will  I  hear  bim  speak  ! 

I'm  dowright  dizzy  with  the  thought. 

In  troth  I'm  like  to  greet ! 

For  there's  nae  luck,  ^ 

Tbe  cauld  blasts  of  tbe  winter  wind, 

That  thrilled  thro*  my  heart. 

They're  a'  blaun  by ;  I  hae  him  nfr, 

'Till  death  we'll  never  part ; 

But  what  puts  parting  in  my  bead  ? 

It  may  be  £ir  awa ; 

Tlie  prenent  moment  is  our  ain. 

The  neist  we  never  saw  ! 

Fur  there's  nae  luck,  (fc 

Since  Culin's  well,  I'm  well 

1  bae  nae  mair  to  crave  ; 
Could  I  but  live  to  mak  him  blaaty 
I'm  blefft  aboun  the  lave  ; 
And  will  I  see  his  face  again ! 
And  will  I  hear  him  speak ! 
I'm  downright  dizzy  with  tbe  though 
In  troth  1  'm  like  to  greet ! 


JOHN  HAVS  BONNIE  LASSIE. 

John  Hat's  Bonnie  Lassie  waa  dmghttr  ti 
John  Hay,  Earl,  or  Marquis  of  Tweeddale,  a^ 

late  Countem  Dowager  of  Roxburgh. She  died 

at  Broomlandst  near  Kelso,  some  time  bfiwwm 
the  years  17*0  and  1740. 

Br  smooth  winding  Tay  a  swain  was  recliauM^ 
Aft  cry'd  he,  Oh  hey  !  maun  I  stUl  live  piaiB^ 
Mysel  thus  away,  and  dauma  diacove* 
To  my  bonnie  Hay  that  I  am  her  lover ! 

Nae  mair  it  will  bide,  tbe  flame  wazci  itrongcr  ; 
If  she's  not  my  bride,  my  days  an  oae  langer  t  ' 
Then  I'll  take  a  heart,  and  try  at  a  ventniCy 
Maybe,  ere  we  part,  my  vows  may  content 


•  It  is  now  ascwrtalned  that  Malkle,  the 
'  w«tlM«itiiQrgCUitoiod|, 


She'a  fresh  aa  tbe  Spring,  and  iweet  •■  Anzon^ 
When  birds  mount  and  sing,  bidding  day  a  good* 

morrow  j 
Tbe  swaird  of  tbe  mead,  entmeird  wi'  iMm, 
Looks  witber'd  tod  dead  when  twia'd  9i  U9 

PMai 


^. 
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But  if  the  appear  where  verdure  invites  ker, 
The  fountains  run  clear,  and  flowers  »mell  the 

swf«ter  ; 
*TiM  heaven  to  be  by  when  her  wit  is  a^flowinfr> 
Her  smiles  and  bright  eyes  »et  my  spirits  a>glow- 

iog. 

The  mair  that  I  gaze,  the  dee)>er  Tin  wounded, 
Struck  duni)>  wi*  amazf ,  my  mind  i!«  ctmfound^  ; 
Tm  A*  in  a  fire,  dear  maid,  to  c.irest  ye. 
For  A*  my  desire  is  Hay's  bonnie  lassie. 


THE  BONNIE  BRUCKET  LASSIE. 

Tbx  idea  of  this  scop:  is  to  nie  ver^'  original : 
Am  two  first  lines  are  all  of  it  that  in  old.  The 
of  the  song,  as  well  as  thoKu  sont^s  in  the 
i  marked  7\  are  the  work.t  of  an  obscure, 
tippling,  but  extraordinary  binly  of  the  nnine  of 
Toiler,  commonly  known  by  the  name  of  Bnl- 
loosi  Tytler,  from  his  havin^r  projected  a  balloon  : 
A  mortal,  who,  though  he  dnnlVt**  about  Edia- 
Wiyli  as  a  common  printer,  with  li-.iky  »<luu.>s  a 
Aj-lighted  hat,  and  knee-bucklcs  as  unlike  ni 
C3«orge-by-the-Grace-of-God,  and  Sdlonxm-the 
SooM^f-David  ;  yet  thatsamo  unknown  dnniiO'u 
SMirtal  is  author  and  compiler  of  three-fourths 
B3]iot*s  pompom  Encyclopedia  Britannira,  which 
1m  composed  at  half  a  guinea  a  week  !  * 


bonnie  brucket  lassie 
She's  blue  beneath  the  e*cn ; 

was  the  fiurest  lasue 
That  danced  on  the  green  : 
A  lad  he  loo'd  her  dearly, 

She  did  his  love  return ; 
Bat  he  his  vows  has  broken, 
And  left  her  for  to  mourn. 

^  Mf  ah^)e,**  she  says,  **  was  handsome 

mj  het  was  &ir  and  clean  ; 
BmI  now  I*m  bonnie  brucket. 

And  blue  beneath  the  e'en  : 
Ht  ejrea  were  bright  and  sparkling, 

Bclnre  that  they  turn'd  blue  ; 
Bit  now  they're  duU  with  weeping, 

And  A*y  my  love,  for  you. 


^  My  penoB  it  wia  comely, 

My  shape,  they  said,  was  neat ; 
B«t  now  I  am  quite  chang'd, 

Mt  stays  they  winna  meet : 
A*  nifht  I  sleeped  soundly, 

My  mind  was  never  sad  ; 
Bnt  DOW  my  rest  is  broken, 

"WV  thinking  o*  my  lad. 

"  O  could  I  live  in  darkness, 
Or  hide  Be  in  the  sea, 


Since  my  love  U  unfaithful. 
And  has  forsaken  me  ! 

No  other  love  I  suffer'd 

Within  mv  breast  to  dwell ; 

In  noufrht  I  have  offended, 


But  loving  him  too  well. 


fi 


Iler  lover  heard  her  mourning. 

As  by  he  chancM  to  pass. 
And  pre«s'd  unto  his  bosom 

The  lovely  brucket  lass  : 
"  My  dear,"  he  said,  "  cease  grievii^, 

Since  that  voiur  love*s  sae  true, 
Mv  bonnie  brucket  la&sie 

m 

ril  faithful  prove  to  you.* 


«» 


SAE  MERRY  AS  ^VE  TWA  HA*E  BEEN. 

TiriH  sonq  is  beautiful.^ — The  chorus  in  par- 
ticular in  truly  pathetic— 1  never  could  learn 
any  thing  of  iti  author. 


.\  LASS  that  wns  laden  with  care 
Sat  heaviiv  under  von  thorn  ; 
I  li^tfn'd  awhile  for  to  hear, 

^^^len  thus  she  be^an  fi>r  to  mourn  : 
Wliciii^'ei-  my  dear  tfhepherd  was  there, 
VI u'  birds  did  melodiously  sing, 
nipping  winter  did  wear 
A  fare  tli;>t  rtNembled  the  spring. 
Siu:  mcrri/  u»  ire  twa  kae  been. 
Sat  mfrry  an  tee  twa  hae  been, 
37."  heart  it  is  like  for  to  breaks 
Mlien  I  think  on  the  dayt  we  hae 


Anil  eo'i! 


«  BaUood  Tjtlery  ii  bat  rofencd  tOi 


Our  florlvs  fL'jjjinj  clo«c  by  his  side. 

He  jrently  pi  easing  my  hand, 
I  vifw'd  the  wide  world  in  its  pride. 

And  Iau|/h'd  at  the  pomp  of  command  ! 
My  de.ir,  ho  would  oft  to  me  say, 

Whit  mako  you  hard-hearted  to  me? 
Oh  !  why  do  you  tlms  turn  away 

From  him  who  is  dying  for  thee? 
Sae  7/ierry,  ^t. 

Ijiit  n(.\v  he  is  f.ir  from  my  aight, 

I\'iha;t'»  a  deceiver  may  prove, 
V.'liii'h  M^akcs  mc  lament  day  and  nigkt, 

TIi.i'.  ever  I  granted  my  love. 
At  fve,  ulien  tl:c  rest  of  the  folk 

Were  merrily  tcated  to  spin, 
I  H-t  mvHelf  under  an  oak. 

And  heaviiv  sighed  for  him. 
Sae  merry,  §rc* 


TIIK  BUSH  ABOON  TRAQUAHL 

This  Ih  another  beautiful  aong  of  Mr.  Craw- 

fonl'M  composition.     In  the  neighboorhood  of 

Traqtuur.  tradition  atill  shews  the  old  *'  Bnih ;" 

|wUich;  nlMfn  I  SAW  it  in  the  ;mr  1797|  wm 
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eompoied  of  eight  or  nine  ragged  birclies.  The 
Earl  of  Traquair  has  planted  a  clump  uf  trees 
near  by,  which  he  calls  **  The  New  Lush.*' 

Heah  me,  yc  nymphn,  and  cvi-ry  swaio, 

IMl  tell  how  Pegj;y  grieves  ine  ; 
Tho'  thus  I  languisli  and  complaio, 

Alas  !  she  ne'er  believes  me. 
My  vuwK  and  biglis,  like  silciit  air, 

Unheeded  never  move  her  ; 
The  boonie  buith  ahoon  Traquair, 

Was  where  I  first  did  love  her. 

That  day  she  »nird  ui::l  made  me  glad, 

Ku  maid  sccUiM  ever  kinder  ; 
1  thoujjht  mvsclf  the  luckiest  lad, 

So  sweetly  tliere  tii  liutl  her. 
I  try'd  to  so(»th  my  nmVous  flume. 

In  word;!  that  I  thought  temier ; 
If  more  there  pa«sM,  Tiii  not  to  blame, 

I  meant  uot  to  oifcnd  her. 

Yet  now  she  ncornful  flees  the  )i1ain. 

The  fields  we  then  fix>quented  ; 
Tf  e*er  we  meet,  »he  shews  disdain, 

She  louks  as  iieV-r  un;ujinu-d. 
The  bonnie  bnsh  bluoniM  fair  in  I^Iay, 

Its  sweets  I'll  ay  rcuieinber  ; 
But  now  her  frowns  make  it  decay, 

It  fades  as  in  December. 

Yc  rural  pow'rs,  who  hear  my  frtrains. 

Why  thus  should  IVggy  grieve  me  ? 
Oh  !  make  her  partner  in  my  pain>, 

Then  let  her  smiles  relieve  me  : 
If  not,  my  love  will  turn  despair. 

My  passion  no  more  tender ; 
I'll  leave  the  bush  aboon  Traqnair, 

To  lonely  wilda  I'll  wooder. 


CROMLETS  LILT. 

**  In  the  latter  end  of  the  16th  century,  the 
Chisholms  were  proprietors  of  the  estate  of 
Cromlecks  (now  poeeessed  by  the  Diummonds ). 
The  eldest  son  of  that  iamily  was  very  much 
attached  to  a  daughter  of  Sterling  of  Ardocii, 
commonly  known  by  the  name  of  Fair  Hekii 
of  Ardoch. 

**  At  that  time  the  opportunities  of  meeting 
betwixt  the  sexes  were  more  rare,  consequently 
more  sought  after  than  now ;  and  the  Scottish  j 
ladies,  far  from  priding  themselves  on  extensive  | 
literature,  were  thought  sufficiently  book-learn- 
ed if  they  could  moke  out  the  Scriptures  in  their 
mother  tongue.  Writing  was  entirely  out  of 
the  line  of  female  education :  At  that  period 
the  most  of  our  young  men  of  family  sought  a 
fortune,  or  found  a  grave,  in  France.  Crom- 
lus,  when  he  went  abroad  to  the  war,  was  o- 
bliged  to  leave  the  management  of  his  corres- 
pondence with  his  uiistRit  to  a  lij  brother  of 


the  monastery  of  Duoihlain,  in  the  immediato 
neighbourhood  of  Cromleck,  and  near  Ardoch. 
This  man,  unfortunately,  was  deeply  sensible  of 
Helen's  charms.  He  artfully  pre|>os!iessed  her 
with  stories  to  the  disadvantage  of  Cromlus; 
and  by  misinterpreting  or  keeping  up  the  let* 
tcrs  and  messages  intrusted  to  his  care,  he  en- 
tirely irritated  both.  All  connection  was  broken 
off  betwixt  them  :  Helen  was  inconsolable,  and 
Cromlus  has  left  behind  him,  in  the  ballad  call- 
ed Cromlet'tf  Lilt,  a  proof  of  the  elegance  of  hii 
genius,  as  well  as  the  steadiness  of  his  love. 

**•  When  the  artful  monk  thought  time  had 
sufficiently  softened  Helen's  sorrow,  he  proposed 
himself  as  a  lover  :  Helen  was  obdurate :  but 
at  ^last,  overcome  by  the  persuasions  of  her 
brother  with  whom  she  lived,  and  who,  having 
a  family  of  thirty-one  children,  was  probabty 
ver)'  well  pleased  to  get  her  oiF  his  hands,  sImb 
submitted,  rather  thim  consented  to  the  cere- 
mony ;  hut  there  her  compliance  ended )  and* 
when  forcibly  put  into  bed,  she  started  quite 
frantic  from  it,  screaming  out,  that  after  three 
gentle  ta])8  on  the  wainscoat,  at  the  bed  head, 
she  heard  Cromlu8*s  voice,  crying,  Htlen,  He» 
len,  mind  me,*'  Cromlus  soon  after  coming 
home,  the  treachery  of  the  conlidant  was  dis- 
covered,— her  umrriagc  dismnuUed, — and  He- 
len became  lady  Cromlerk?«." 

N.  IJ.  Mar-^.  iMurniy,  mother  to  these  thirty- 
one  children,  was  dau^j^hter  to  Murray  of  Strewn* 
one  of  the  seventeen  (<ons  of  Tullybardine,  and 
whose  youngen't  son,  commonly  called  the  Tutor 
of  Ardoch,  died  in  the  year  1715,  aged  HI 
years. 

Since  all  thy  vows,  false  maidt 
Are  blown  to  air. 

And  n:y  piror  heart  betrayM 

To  sad  despair. 

Into  some  wildrrnesa, 

My  grief  I  will  express. 

And  thy  hard-heartedne«, 
O  cruel  feir. 


Have  I  not  graven  our  loves 
6n  every  tree 

In  yonder  spreading  groves, 

Tho*  false  tkoa  be: 

^\'a'<l  not  a  Aolemo  oath 

1 'lighted  betAi'ixt  us  both, 

Vhou  thy  faith,  I  my  troth. 

Constant  to  be  ? 

Some  gloomy  place  FJl  find, 

Some  dolefiil  iliade» 

Where  neither  tun  nor  wind 

E'er  entnmoe  had : 

Into  that  hoUow  cave, 

There  will  I  sigh  and  rate, 

Because  thou  dost  behave 

So  fiuthlsMljr. 


.  » 
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"Wild  fruit  ihaU  be  my  meat, 

Illdnnktht  ipriagi 

Cold  earth  ihaU  be  my  eeet : 
Por  coveni^ 

rn  bare  tbe  ttairy  iky 

Hy  bead  to  canopy. 

Until  my  soul  on  by 

Shall  ipread  its  wing. 

1*11  bare  no  funeral  fire, 

Nor  tears  for  me : 

No  grave  do  I  desire. 

Nor  obsequies : 

Tbe  courteous  HetLbretut  be 

With  leaves  will  cover  me. 

And  uog  my  elegy 

With  doleful  voice. 

And  when  a  ghost  I  am, 

m  visit  thee, 

O  thou  deceitful  dame, 

Whose  cruelty 

Haa  kilTd  the  kindest  besrt 

That  e*er  felt  Cupid's  dart, 

And  never  candoert 

From  loving  thee. 


MY  DEARIE,  IF  THOU  DIE. 
AxoTBXS.  beautiful  song  of  Crawford's. 

Lots  never  more  ahall  give  me  pain, 

My  frncy's  fiz*d  on  tibee, 
If  or  ever  maid  my  heart  shall  gain, 

My  Peggy,  if  thou  die. 
Thy  beauty  doth  auch  pleasure  give, 

Thy  love*s  so  true  to  me, 
Without  thee  I  can  never  live, 

My  dearie^  if  thou  die. 

If  fiite  ahall  teir  thee  from  my  breut. 

How  ahaU  I  lonely  stray ! 
In  dreary  dreams  the  night  1*11  waste. 

In  aigns,  the  ailent  day. 
I  ne*er  can  so  much  virtue  find. 

Nor  such  perfection  see ; 
Then  1*11  renounce  all  woman  kind, 

My  Peggy,  after  thee. 

No  new>blown  beauty  fires  my  heart. 

With  Cupid's  raving  rage ; 
But  thine,  which  can  such  sweets  impart. 

Must  all  tbe  work!  engage. 
'Twas  thii,  that  like  tbe  morning  sun. 

Gave  joy  and  life  to  me ; 
And  when  its  destin'd  day  is  don^ 

With  Peggy  let  me  die. 

Ye  powers  that  amile  on  virtuous  love, 

And  in  such  pleasure  share ; 
Yon  who  its  feithful  flames  approve^ 

Widi  pity  Tiew  the  feir  I 


Restore  mv  Peggy's  wonted  cbaraia. 
Those  auums  so  dear  tome! 

Oh !  never  rob  them  from  tfacia  armii 
Fm  kit  if  Peggy  die. 


SHE  ROSE  AND  LET  ME  IN. 

The  old  set  of  this  song,  which  is  still  to  bo 
found  in  printed  collections,  is  much  prettier 
than  this ;  but  somebody,  I  believe  it  was  Ram- 
say, took  it  into  bis  head  to  clear  it  of  sonw 
seemmg  indelieacies,  and  made  it  at  once  mon 
chaste  and  more  dulL 

The  night  her  nlent  sable  worcy 

And  gloomy  were  tbe  skies ; 
Of  glitt'ring  stars  appear*d  no  mora 

Than  those  in  Nelly's  eyes. 
When  at  her  father's  yate  I  knock'd. 

Where  I  had  often  been, 
She,  shrouded  only  with  her  smock, 

Arose  and  loot  me  in. 

Fast  lock'd  within  ber  close  embrace^ 

She  tremMiog  atood  asham'd ; 
Her  swelling  breast,  and  glowing  feoe. 

And  ev'ry  touch  inflam'd. 
My  eager  passion  I  obey'd, 

Resolv'd  tbe  fort  to  win ; 
And  her  fond  heart  was  soon  betray'd 

To  yield  and  let  me  in. 

Thru,  then,  beyond  expressing. 

Transporting  was  the  joy ; 
I  knew  no  greater  blessing. 

So  blesft'd  a  man  waa  I. 
And  the,  all  raviah'd  with  delight, 

Bid  me  oft  come  again ; 
And  kindly  vow'd,  that  ev'ry  night 

She'd  rile  and  let  me  in. 

But  ah !  at  last  she  proved  with  btin^ 

And  sighing  sat  and  dull, 
And  I  that  was  as  much  eoacermMt 

Look'd  e'en  just  like  a  ML 
Her  lovely  eyes  with  tears  nua  o'ar. 

Repenting  ber  rash  sin  : 
She  sigb*d,  and  curs'd  the  fitd  boar 

That  e'er  ahe  loot  me  in. 

But  who  eou'd  cmelly  deceive^ 

Or  from  such  beau^  part  ? 
I  lov*d  her  so,  I  oould  not  leave 

The  charmer  of  my  heart ; 
But  wedded,  and  oonoeal'd  our  crimt : 

Thus  all  was  well^gain, 
And  now  abe  tbanka  the  happy  time 

That  e'er  abe  loot  me  in. 
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GO  TO  THE  EWE-BUOHTS.  MABION. 

I  AM  aok  rare  if  Uiit  old  and  fiharming  air  be 
of  the  South,  m  is  eonunonl/  leid.  or  of  the 
North  of  SeotUnd. — ^There  ia  a  iODg  apptrenH/ 
as  ancieat  aa  Ew^B^ht*,  Manmn^  which 
nn^  to  the  aame  tone*  and  is  cridendjr  of  the 
North. — It  begina  thua  :— 

The  Lord  o*  Gordon  had  three  dochtera, 

Mary,  Marget,  and  Jean, 
They  wad  na  suy  at  bonnie  Caatle  Gordon, 

But  awa  to  Aberdeen. 


Will  ye  go  to  the  ewe-bughts,  Biarion, 

And  wear  in  the  sheep  wi*  me ; 
The  iun  shines  sweet,  my  Alarioo, 

But  nae  haff  aae  sweet  as  thee. 
O  Blarion*s  a  bonny  lass. 

And  the  biyth  bUnks  in  her  e*e ; 
And  &in  wad  I  marry  Marion, 

Gin  Marion  wad  marry  me. 

There's  gowd  in  your  gartera,  Marion, 

And  silk  on  your  white  hause-baoe ; 
Fu*  &in  wad  I  kiss  my  Marion, 

At  e*en  whoi  I  come  hame. 
There*s  braw  lads  in  Eamalaw,  Marion, 

Wha  gape,  and  glower  with  their  e*c, 
At  kirk  when  they  see  my  Marion  ; 

But  nane  of  than  lo'es  like  me. 

I*Te  nine  milk-ewea,  my  Marion, 

A  eow  and  a  brawny  qney, 
1*11  gie  them  a*  to  my  Marion, 

Juat  on  her  bridal-day : 
And  ye*a  get  a  green  aey  apron. 

And  waistooat  of  the  London  brown, 
And  wow !  bat  ye  will  be  Yap'ring, 

Whene'er  ye  gang  to  the  town. , 

Vm  yoong  and  atont^  my  Marion ; 

Nane  danee  like  me  on  the  green ; 
And  gin  ye  ftcaake  me,  Marion, 

ril  e*en  draw  up  wi'  Jean : 
8ae  pot  on  mr  pearlhw,  Marion, 

And  kyrue  of  the  eramaaie ; 
And  aoon  aa  my  chin  haa  nae  hair  on, 

I  aluJl  come  weat,  andaaaye.* 


haTo  one  of  the  eailiaal  eopiea  of  the 
it  hta  pnfizid. 

Tone  of  Tarry  Woo.— 


Of  which  tone,  a  diiEBrent  est  haa  inaenaibly 
Taried  into  a  di&rant  air.— To  a  Seota  erilicy 
the  pathos  of  the  line, 

«  Tho'  his  back  be  at  the  wa*," 

— ^muat  be  very  striking.-— It  needi  not  a  Twa 
bite  prejudice  to  be  affiKted  with  this  song.  Hw 
supposed  author  of  '* Lewu  G&rdoiC*  waa «Mr. 
Geddea,  priest,  at  Shenyal,  in  the  Aimie. 


Oh  !  send  Lewie  Gordon  hame, 

And  the  lad  I  winna  name  ; 

Tho'  his  back  be  at  the  wa*, 

Here's  to  him  that's  far  awa ! 

Oh  hon  /  mff  Highlamd  man. 
Oh,  my  bonny  HigMand  man  ; 
Weel  would  I  my  tnu-kv  ktm. 
Among  ten  thoutand  Highland 

Oh  !  to  tee  his  tartan-trews. 
Bonnet  blue,  and  lugh-heel'd  shoes ; 
Philabc^  oboon  his  knee ; 
That's  the  lad  that  I'll  gang  wi* ! 

Oh  horn,  Ire. 

The  princdy  youth  that  I  do  mean. 
Is  fitted  for  to  be  a  king : 
On  his  breaat  he  wears  a  star; 
Yon'd  tak  him  for  the  God  of  War 

Oh  hOMf  gVU 


LEWIS  GORDON.f 

Tflia  air  ia  a  proof  how  one  of  oar  Scota 
tnnca  comes  to  be  composed  oat  of  another.    I 


•  This  b  narked  in  the  3Vs3ViMrJrii0ilbiiy  as  an 
old  song  with  sddiUonsi— JW. 

t  •*  Lord  Lewis  Ckicdoo,  younger  brother  to  the 
thsD  Duke  of  Oordon,  eoaunandsd  a  dstsehswint  flor 
tlM  ChsTsUer,  sad  aaquitted  hloaaslf  with  gnat  cal- 
tabyandjiB^Mitt.   iiidiadtolTHi*     ^ -^ 


I 


Oh  to  aee  this  Princely  One, 
Seated  on  a  royal  throne ! 
Disaatera  a*  woald  disappear. 
Then  begina  the  Jab'lea  year ! 

Oh  horn,  ^ 


OH  ONO  CHRIO. 

Da.  Blacxlocc  informed  me  that  thia  aoag 
compoaed  on  the  iofiunooa  maaMcra  «f 
Glencoe. 

Oh  !  was  not  I  a  weary  wight ! 

Oh  I  ono  eku^  oA  /  ono  chri"-^ 
Maid,  wife,  and  widow,  in  one  night ! 
When  in  my  aoft  and  jrielding  arms, 
O  !  when  most  I  thought  him  free  from  hanns. 
Even  at  the  dead  time  of  the  night. 
They  broke  my  bower,  and  slew  my  knight 
^th  ae  lock  of  his  jet-black  hair, 
1*11  tie  my  heart  for  evermair ; 
Nae  aly-tongued  youth,  or  flatt'nng  awain. 
Shall  e'er  untye  d&is  knot  again ; 
Thine  still,  dear  youth,  that  heart  shall  be. 
Nor  pant  for  aught,  save  heaven  and  thee.    . 

(The  dMmp  lapaatDd  at  the  and  of  aach  UaeK 


^» 


BURNS'  WORKS. 


THE  BEDS  OF  SWEET  ROSES. 


it 


as  £ir  Of  I  know,  for  the  firtt 
•ppnn  here  in  print — When  I  was  a  boy, 
A  rer}'  popular  nong  in  Ayrahire.  I  re- 
to  have  heard  those  fiuuitics,  the  Buch- 
■iag  some  of  their  nonaensical  rhymes, 
wkiA  Alj  dignify  with  the  name  of  hymns,  to 
this  tir.^BuRNs. 

As  I  #11 «  walking 

Boming  in  3Iay, 
birds  sang  sweetly, 
Thm  ftmen  were  bloomin'  gay. 
Ok  tbwi  I  met  my  true  love, 
Al  ftidi  as  dawnia'  day, 

the  beds  of  sweet  roses. 


AH  the  old  words  tliat  ever  I  could  meet  with 
to  this  tar  were  the  following,  which  seem  to 
have  been  an  old  chorus. 

O  corn  rigs  and  rye  rigs, 

O  corn  rigs  are  bonnic ; 
And  where'er  you  meet  a  bonnie  lais, 

Preen  up  her  cockeiuoay. 


Vb'  wliits  was  her  barefoot, 

New  bathed  in  the  dew ; 
Whte  was  her  white  hand, 

Bar  ein  were  bonnie  blue ; 
Aad  kind  were  her  whispers, 

Aad  sweet  was  her  moo, 

the  beds  o*  sweet  roses. 


Bh^ftdiar  and  my  mother, 

1  wot  they  told  me  true, 
nift  I  Eked  Ul  to  thrash, 

Aad  I  like  worse  to  plough ; 
BdI  I  TOW  the  maidens  like  me, 

Fbr  I  ksnd  the  way  to  woo, 

the  beds  of  sweet  roses. 


CORN  RIGS  ARE  BONNY. 

Mr  Mis  k  a  brer  gay, 

Hb  mSad  is  never  moddy, 
Hb  bisstfi  IS  sweeter  than  new  hay, 

Bii  ftoe  is  ftir  and  mddy. 
Hb  Aiye  IS  handsome,  middle  siie ; 

HiTs  stitely  in  his  wawking ; 
lit  ridaiiy  of  his  een  surprise ; 

Tb  bscvcn  to  hear  him  tawking. 

ZmI  i^^  I  met  him  on  a  bawk, 

tfkvi  jsUow  com  was  growings 
IWe  Bioay  a  kindly  word  he  spske, 

Tkaft  set  my  heart  a-glowing. 
Hi  kin'dy  and  vaw'd  he  wad  bs  mine, 

Aai  leo'd  me  best  of  ony ; 
Thtk  giES  Bw  Uke  to  sang  ainsyne, 

O  som  rig§  art  honmy. 


cttLmOj  mind 
what  maist  they're  wintingy 
wv  Ibt  yieldii^  aie  design'dy 
Wt  shsstely  shonld  be  grantang  ; 
nsB  rn  sosaply  and  marry  Pste^ 

Aai  9fm  my  oockemony 
H^iMlBtoiideairorlate,     , 
nigs  us  beiuiy* 


WAUKIN  O*  THE  FAULD. 

There  are  two  stanzas  still  sung  to  this  tone, 
which  I  take  to  be  the  original  song  whence 
Ramsay  composed  his  beautiful  soi^  of  that 
nNiie  in  the  GetUle  Shfpherd. — It  b^ins, 

0  will  ye  speak  at  onr  town, 

As  ye  come  free  the  fiinld,  fce. 

I  regret  that,  as  in  many  of  our  old  songs,  the 
delicacy  of  this  old  fragment  is  not  equal  to  its 
wit  and  humour. 

My  Peggy  is  a  young  thing, 
Jttst  enter*d  in  her  teens. 
Fair  as  the  day,  and  sweet  as  May, 
Fair  as  the  day,  aud  always  gay. 
My  Peggy  is  a  young  thing. 

And  I*m  notiTery  anki. 
Yet  well  Hike  to  meet  her  at 
The  wanking  of  the  frold. 

My  Peggy  speaks  sae  sweetly. 
Whene'er  we  meet  alane^ 

1  wish  nae  mair  to  lay  my  ean^ 
I  wish  nae  mair  of  a'  that's  rare. 

My  P«ggy  speaks  aae  sweetly, 
To  a'  the  Isre  I'm  csnM ; 

But  shs  gars  a'  my  spirits  glow. 
At  wMiking  of  ths  halA, 

My  Peggy  smiles  sse  kindly, 
Whene'er  I  whisper  lere^ 
That  I  look  down  on  a*  the  town. 
That  I  look  down  upon  s  erown, 
My  Peggy  amiles  sse  kindly. 

It  makes  me  blythe  and  tasaU, 
And  naething  gi'cs  ms  me  dd%ht^ 
As  wanking  of  the  ftnkL 


My  Peggy  sings  sae  safUy, 

When  on  my  pipe  I  pUy ; 
By  a*  the  rest  it  is  confest. 
By  a*  the  rest,  that  she  sings  best 
My  Peggy  sings  sae  saftly. 

And  in  her  sangs  are  tald. 
With  iimooeiiesy  the  wale  ef 
At  wanking  of  the  finild. 


SONGS* 


MIL 


MAGGIE  LAUDER. 

This  old  soog,  so  pr^nant  with  Scottish 
naitiet^  and  energy,  is  much  relished  by  all 
ranks,  notwithstanding  its  broad  wit  and  pal- 
pable allusions. — Its  language  is  a  precious  mo- 
del of  imitation  :  sly,  sprightly,  and  forcibly  ex- 
pressive.— Maggie's  tongue  wags  out  the  nick- 
names of  Rob  the  Piper  with  all  the  careless 
lightsomeness  of  unrestrained  gaiety. 

"Wha  wad  na  be  in  love 

"Wi*  bonny  Maggie  Lauder  ? 

A  piper  met  her  gaun  to  Fife, 

And  8peir*d  what  was't  they  ca*d  her  ; — 

Right  scomfiiUy  she  answerM  him, 

Begone,  you  hallanshaker  ! 

Jog  on  your  gate,  you  bladderskate. 

My  name  is  Ma^e  Lauder. 

Maggie,  quo'  he,  and  by  my  bags, 
I'm  fidgin*  fain  to  see  thee  ; 
Sit  down  by  me,  my  bonny  bird, 
In  troth  I  winna  steer  thee  : 
For  I'm  a  piper  to  my  trade, 
My  name  is  Rob  the  Ranter ; 
The  lasses  loup  as  they  were  daft, 
When  I  blaw  up  my  chanter. 

Piper,  quo*  Meg,  hac  ye  your  bags  ? 

Or  is  your  drone  in  order  ? 

If  ye  be  Rob,  I've  heard  o*  you, 

Live  you  upo*  the  border  ? 

The  lasses  a*,  baith  far  and  near. 

Have  heard  o'  Rob  the  Ranter  ; 

1*11  shake  my  foot  wi'  right  gude  will, 

Gif  you'll  blaw  up  your  chanter. 

4 

Then  to  his  bags  he  flew  wi*  speed. 

About  the  drone  he  twisted  ; 

Meg  up  and  wallop'd  o'er  the  green. 

For  brawly  could  she  frisk  it. 

Weel  done  !  quo*  he — ^play  up !  quo*  she  ; 

Weel  bobb'd  !  quo*  Rob  the  Ranter ; 

*Tis  worth  my  while  to  play  indeed. 

When  I  hae  sic  a  dancer. 

Weel  hae  ye  play'd  your  part,  quo'  Meg, 
Your  cheeks  are  like  the  crimson  ; 
There's  nane  in  Scotland  plays  sae  weel, 
Since  we  lost  Uabbie  Simpson. 
I've  liv'd  in  Fife,  baith  maid  and  wife, 
These  ten  years  and  a  quarter  ; 
Gin'  ye  should  come  to  Enster  Fair, 
Speir  ye  for  Maggie  Lauder. 


.« 


TRANENT  MUIR. 
Tune^*'  KnUerankie." 

"  TaANENT-MoiR*'  was  composed  by  a  Mr. 
SQcirvin,  a  very  worthy  respectable  &nner,  near 
Haddington.     I  hare  heard  the  anecdote  oAen, 


that  Lieutenant  Smith,  whom  he  mfiatioos  ai 
the  ninth  stanza,  came  to  Haddington  after  tiie 
publication  of  the  song,  fod  sent  a  challenge  te 
Skirvin  to  meet  him  at  Haddin^n,  and  an- 
swer for  the  unworthy  manner  in  which  he  had 
noticed  him  in  his  song.  *'  Gang  awa  baokt"* 
said  the  honest  firmer,  *'  and  tell  Mr.  Smitlk 
that  I  hae  na  leisure  to  come  to  Haddii^^ton  ; 
but  tell  him  to  come  here  ;  and  1*11  tak  a  look 
o'  him  ;  and  if  I  think  I'm  fit  to  fecht  him,  I'll 
fecht  him  ;  and  if  no — I'll  do  as  he  didj  -JTD 
rin  awa.** — 


The  Chevalier,  being  void  of  fear, 

]!)id  march  up  Birsle  brae,  man. 
And  thro'  Tranent,  e'er  he  did  stent, 

As  fast  as  he  could  gae,  man : 
While  General  Cope  did  taunt  and  mock, 

Wi*  mony  a  loud  huzza,  man  ; 
But  e'er  next  mom  proclaim'd  the  cock, 

We  heard  another  craw,  man. 

The  brave  Lochiel,  as  I  heard  tell, 

Led  Camcrons  on  in  clouds,  man ; 
The  morning  fair,  and  clear  the  air, 

They  loos'd  with  devilish  thuds,  man  : 
Down  guns  they  threw,  and  swords  they  drew« 

And  soon  did  chace  them  aff,  man ; 
On  Seaton-Crafls  they  buft  their  chofts. 

And  gart  them  rin  like  daft,  man. 

The  bluff  dragoons  swore  blood  and  'oonsy 

They'd  make  the  rebels  run,  man  ; 
And  yet  they  flee  when  them  they  see, 

And  winna  fire  a  gun,  man  : 
They  tum'd  their  back,  the  foot  they  brake, 

Such  terror  ieis'd  them  a',  man ; 
Some  wet  their  cheeks,  some  fyl'd  their 

And  some  for  fear  did  £a',  mac. 

The  volunteers  prick'd  up  their  ears, 

And  vow  gin  they  were  crouae,  man  ; 
But  when  the  bairns  saw't  turn  to  eam'at. 

They  were  not  worth  a  louse,  man  ; 
Maist  teck  gade  hame  ;   O  fy  far  shame  ! 

They'd  better  stay'd  awa',  man. 
Than  wi'  cockade  to  make  parade, 

And  do  nae  good  at  a*,  man. 

Menteith  the  great,*  when  heraell  ah— t, 

Un'wares  did  ding  him  o'er,  man  ; 
Yet  wad  nae  stand  to  bear  a  hand, 

But  aff  fou  fast  did  scour,  man  ; 
O'er  Soutra  hill,  e'er  he  stood  still. 

Before  he  tasted  meat,  man  : 
Troth  he  may  brag  of  his  swift  nag, 

That  bare  him  aff  sae  fleet,  man. 


•  The  minister  of  Longformaeui,  a  volunteer ;    , 

happening  to  come  the  mght  before  the  batUa,  upoa  • 
Highland  gdding,  easing  nature  at  Prestoo*  tbiw  r  * 
ov«r,  aadeaziied  hii  gun  aaa  trophy  to  Cog^§{ 
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'AwI  Simpton  *  keen,  to  dot  the  MD 

Ofrcbcl.  &riD«ruig.  mu. 
Did  UTir  ttrivB  wi'  pbtdi  fin. 

But  fi3]<rp'i  with  ih)  Ihruf,  mis : 
Ba  turn'd  hi<  buk,  ind  ia  ■  cnck 

Wu  dsnly  nut  of  light,  nun  ; 
And  ihoaght  it  b»t ;  il  iru  ui  jst 

Wi'  HighUiidcn  (0  fight,  mu. 

VlBftlt  ('  lh«  png  puc  bide  the  bug 

But  Iva,  mul  (ne  nru  tine,  nun  ; 
Tar  Campbell  railc,  hut  Myiief  itiid. 


Hii  rceking-htl  nd  pin,  in 
■I  Oard'iMr  I  bn*t  did  itill 


That  Mill  dnplKd  Bight,  nun ; 
For  king  and  ]un,  and  country'!  cauM, 

In  himoar*a  bed  be  lay,  man  j 
Hii  lift,  but  not  bit  tninge,  Bed, 

Wbile  ht  had  bratb  to  dn»,  mu. 

Aad  Hijor  Bovle,  that  worthy  hoI, 

Waa  bnnghc  down  to  Ihe  gnnind,  mu ; 
Hii  kocie  heug  ibot,  it  wu  hii  lot 

Lintenant  Smith,  of  Irith  birth, 
Fn«  whfun  he  calL'J  tor  aid,  rqaD, 

Beng  full  of  dread,  lap  o'er  hii  he^, 
Aod  wadna  be  gainiaid,  man. 

Ha  nude  nc  hiite,  aae  ipur'd  hu  beot, 

'TwBt  little  then  he  aaw,  nun  i 
To  Berwick  nde,  and  aaTely  uid, 

The  Scot!  wen  rebeli  a',  nun  ; 
Bat  let  that  end,  for  welt  'tit  kend 

Hia  nae  and  wont  to  lie,  man ; 
The  Teafue  ia  naugbt,  lie  nerer  &oght, 

Wlwn  be  had  n»m  to  flee,  nun. 


BITBH8'  WOEKS. 


dbCflf  hb  pMob:  hatlna,  f«  that  purpoae,  two  ii 

Ua  pockra,  Im  hi  M>  bglani,  and  gn  H  fall  bA. 

t  Mr.  llyrlawMaBud«ilsf|itaT>ic,(nDiJaiiHlcii 


TMa  ■fBUanuB'i  maducl,  bowertr  eelabnud,  dna 
IMC  T  (D  hiT*  rnmfdcd  lo  mudi  turn  tha  pne- 


tnop,  he  vBiKlllMbjr  ■HighlaadcTiivlUiaLochabL-r 

Cntoocl  Gmrdinef  havSnc.  when  a  lay  TotiOf  man. 
Il  Plrlt.  nwlii  an  uiipiailDa  wlUi  ■  Ut,  ni,  la  tir 
pntandad,  not  onljr  detcml  Item  ka*^  hit  an. 

gatiiliei to Ittun, D) an appailtUo.    SnUiUAbr 


And  Cadddl  dnit,  tmtag  the  ttal. 

With  gun  and  good  claymon,  MM^ 
On  Relding  frey  he  rode  that  way, 

With  pijtoli  aet  befbn,  man  i 
The  FiuK  WBi  good,  he'd  ■pend  hia  blood, 

IkfoiT  ihat  he  would  yidd,  man  ; 
Bui  the  c^ifbt  bdbn  be  left  the  tut, 

Aiiii  never  bcM  tha  field,  Diaa. 


At  paiui  of  death,  wi'  hia  laat  bmib. 

(Snoie  alaadiitt  round  in  ring,  man), 
Ou'i  hHrk  lying  Sxt,  ha  war'd  hia  hat. 

And  cryd,  God  aan  tbi  iing,  mio. 


my  pocket!  ban,  OMM ; 


SIREPHOPJ  AND  LYDIA.' 
f— -'  The  Goiikn'i  hM  Ibe  rniidb«  (ft.* 
fnllowing  acaunt  of  thu  1019  I  bad 


The 

S.«ph™  and  lydi.  mentioned  in  tb. 

■ongw 

en  perUpa  the  loveliett  couple  of  their 

lime. 

The  gentlemio  wu  commooty  known 

b/*e 

nime  of  B«u  Gibaon.     The  lady  ww 

1.^  a 

•Ulr  Jan,  alebnted  lomewhete  io  Mr. 

H^milt 

t.  of  Buigout'.  poemi._Ha»Log  fte- 

liicn.!; 

1.1.1  It  public  place*,  they  hid  hinnad 

<K;d    ituchnicnt.    which  their  fticad* 

houBh 

diogeroui,  aa  their  mourcei  wn*  hf 

To  elude  tha  bad  canaqBOKM  of  mA  a 


SONGS. 


IIS 


commiteioni  and  perched  ia  Admiral  Vernoo's 
apcditkm  to  Carthagena. 

The  author  of  the  soog  was  William  Wallace, 
Esq.  of  Cairnhill,  in  Ayrshire. — Buens. 

All  lorelf  on  the  soltry  beach, 

Ezpirinf  Strephon  lay, 
No  hand  the  cordial  draught  to  reach, 

Nor  chear  the  gloomy  way. 
IlUfiited  youth  !  no  parent  nigh. 

To  catch  thy  fleeting  breath. 
No  bride,  to  fix  thy  swimming  eye. 

Or  smooth  the  face  of  death. 

Far  distant  from  the  mournful  tcene. 

Thy  parents  sit  at  ease. 
Thy  Lydia  rifles  all  the  plain, 

And  all  the  spring  to  please. 
Ul.fated  youth !  by  £iult  of  friend. 

Not  force  of  foe  depress*d« 
Thou  faU*st,  alas !  thyself,  thy  kind, 

Thy  country,  unredressed ! 


I'M  O'ER  YOUNG  TO  MARRY  YET. 

The  choms  of  this  song  is  old. — The  rest  of 
it,  such  as  it  is,  is  mine. — Buans. 

Fm  o'er  young,  Fm  o*er  young, 
Fm  o*er  young  to  marry  yet ; 
I*m  o*er  young,  *twad  be  a  sin 
To  take  me  frae  my  mammy  yet. 

There  is, a  stray,  chaneteristic  verse,  which 
onght  to  be  restored* 

My  minnie  eott  me  a  new  gown. 
The  kirk  maun  bae  the  gracing  o*t ; 

Ware  I  to  lie  wi*  you,  kind  Sir, 
Fm  itarad  ye'd  qwil  the  lacing  o*t 
i*fli  0*er  yotat^f  kc 


MY  JO,  JANET. 

JoRVtoir,  the  publisher,  with  a  foolish  deli- 
cacy, refused  to  uaert  the  last  stama  of  this 
bumoroua  ballad. — ^Buiiva. 

SwisT  Sir,  for  your  eonrtesie, 

WhfB  ye  oone  by  the  .Bosa  then, 
For  the  Iut*  ye  bear  to  me. 

Buy  me  a  keeking-glass,  then.-.- 
Xuk  into  tk€  dnao-wiU, 

Janet,  Janet ; 
And  tkgn  ff'U  tee  ymtr  bomny  eeH, 
My  Jo,  Janet. 

Keeking  in  the  draw-well  clear, 
WhalifIihoiiUfit*ia, 


Syne  a*  my  kin  will  say  and  swear, 

I  diown*d  m)'Bell  for  sin.— 
Hand  t/te  better  he  the  bratf 

Janet,  Janet, 
Haud  the  better  be  the  brae. 

My  Jo,  Janet 

Good  Sir,  for  your  courtesies 

Coming  through  Aberdeen,  then, 
For  the  luve  ye  bear  to  me. 

Buy  me  a  pair  of  sheen,  thcn^.^ 
Clout  the  auld,  the  new  are  dear, 

Janet,  Janet ; 
Ae  pair  may  fgin  ye  ha* fa  year. 
My  Jo,  Janet. 

But  what  if  dancing  on  the  green. 

And  skipping  like  a  manUn, 
If  they  ohould  pet  my  clouted  shooo. 

Of  me  they  will  be  taukin*^.^ 
Dunce  ay  laiyh,  and  late  at  e*en, 

Janet,  Janet ; 
Syite  a*  their  faute  will  no  be  eeem. 
My  Jo,  Janet 

Kind  Sir,  for  your  courtesie. 

When  ye  gae  to  the  CroM,  then. 
For  the  luve  ye  bear  to  me. 

Buy  me  a  pacing-horse,  then.— > 
Pace  yyo*  your  epinniny-wheel, 
Jsnet,  Janet ; 
Pace  tf/w*  your  epinning^wheel. 
My  Jo,  Janet 

Aly  spinning-wheel  is  auld  and  stifl^ 

The  reck  o*t  winna  stand.  Sir, 
To  keep  the  temper-pin  in  tiff. 

Employs  right  aft  my  hand.  Sir.— 
Mah  the  beet  o't  that  ye  can, 

Janet,  Janet ; 
But  Uhe  it  never  wale  a  man. 

My  Jo,  Janat 


GUDE  YILL  COMES.  AND  GUDE 
YILL  GOES. 

Tun  song  sings  to  the  tone  called  The  heim 
torn,  of  the  punch  bowl,  at  which  a  rery  gati 
copy  may  be  found  in  M  Gibbon* eCoOeetktu^t 

BUEMS. 

TViM—i *«  The  Happy  Fanner.* 

O  yude  yitt  eomee,  and  yude  yiU  goee, 
Gude  yiU  yore  me  sc/Z  my  hote. 
Sell  my  hoK,  and  pawn  my  ehoon. 
For  gude  yiU  heepe  my  heart  aboon, 

I  BAD  sax  owsen  in  a  plengh. 
And  they  drew  teugh  and  weel  eoeogh  ; 
I  drank  them  a*  ane  by  ane. 
For  gude  yill  keeps  my  heart  aboon. 
Gude  yill,  ^. 

I  had  forty  shillin  in  a  clout, 
Gttde  yill  gart  me  pyke  them  out  j 


m 


BURNS'  WORKS. 


Thil  fiar  diould  inmile  I  tfioai^t  t  no, 
Oadt  yin  fcvpi  my  beirt  aboon. 
Outk  yill,  $v. 

Th»  mtSkk  pot  upon  mj  back, 
UatD  dM  ]riU-boute  I  did  pack  ; 
It  ndlid  a'  wi'  the  heat  o'  the  moun, 
Tin  keeps  my  heart  aboon. 


yiU  haada  me  bare  and  bus>', 
Oan  BM  moop  wi*  the  e«rvant  hizzic, 
BmA  in  die  kirk  when  I  hae  done, 
Gadt  yiO  fcvpa  my  heart  abo(jM«* 
Gtuie  fi%  frc. 


I  wiah  their  &*  may  be  a  gaUowt, 
Yfiaaik  git  gnde  yiU  to  gude  fellowf, 
Jkal  kaqpi «  ioap  'till  the  afternoon, 
Gadt  jiU  fcvpa  my  heart  aboon. 

O  fmk  M  eomn,  and  guda  yiU  goes, 
Qmi§fmgan  meadltmy  hose, 
SMmghim^aMdpawnmjf  ahoom, 
GMb  jffll  iknpt  my  heart  aboon» 


WEBB  NA  MY  HEART  LIGHT  I  WAD 

DIE. 

LoED  HAiLKa,  in  the  notes  to  his  collection  of 
fieots  poems,  lays  that  this  song  was  the 
of  a  Lady  Grissel  Baillie,  daughter 
of  the  ilrst  Earl  of  Marchmont,  and  wife  of 
George  Baillie,  of  Jerviswood. — Bukks. 

Tbbiie  was  anes  a  May,  and  she  loo*d  na  men, 
Stat  b%git  her  bonny  bow'r  down  in  yon  glen  ; 
Bot  BOW  she  cries  dool !  and  a  welUa-day ! 
Coint  down  the  green  gate,  and  come  here  away. 
Sut  now  she  cries,  ^e. 

When  boooy  youog  Johny  came  o*cr  the  sea, 
Ht  Biid  he  saw  naithing  sae  lovdy  as  me ; 
He  hacht  me  baith  rings  and  mony  braw  things ; 
And  were  na  my  heart  light  I  wad  die. 
Ma  AteA/  me,  ^, 

Ht  had  t  wee  titty  that  Ioo*d  na  me. 

Because  I  was  twice  as  bonny  as  Mhc  ; 

She  nu8*d  such  a  pother  'twixt  him  and  his  mo- 
ther, 

That  wm  na  my  heart  light,  I  wad  die. 
£A<  r€ns*df  ^. 


The  day  it  was  set,  and  the  bridal  to  be^ 
The  wnb  took  a  dwam,  and  Uy  down  to  die ; 
Sht  maia'd  and  she  grain*d  out  of  dolour  and 

pain. 
Til  1m  towM  he  never  wad  see  me  again. 

8k$  main'd  ^. 


llMlstaad 


His  kia  waa  IbriBt  of  A 
Said,  What  had  ht  to  do  inth  thtlikt  of  ne  ? 
Albeit  I  was  bonny,  I  waa  na  for  Johny : 
And  were  na  my  heart  lights  I  wad  die. 
Albeit  twos,  ^. 

They  said,  I  had  neither  cow  nor  cafl^ 
Nor  dribbles  of  drink  rini  throw  the  draf^ 
Nor  pickles  of  meal  rins  throw  the  mill-te ; 
And  were  na  my  heart  light,  I  wad  die* 
Nor  pickles  of,  ^ 

His  titty  she  was  baith  wylie  and  slee^ 
She  spy*d  me  as  I  came  o'er  the  lee; 
And  then  she  ran  in  and  made  a  loud  din, 
Believe  your  ain  een,  an  ye  trow  na  me. 
And  then  she,  8fv. 

IIi«  bonnet  stood  ay  fou  round  on  his  brow ; 
His  auld  aiie  looks  ay  as  well  as  some's  new : 
But  now  he  lets't  wear  ony  gate  it  will  hing, 
And  casts  himself  dowie  upon  the  oom-hing. 
Hvt  now  he,  |fc. 

And  now  he  gacx  *  dauderiog'  about  the  dykes. 
And  a'  he  dow  du  \h  to  hund  the  tvket : 
The  live-lang  night  he  ne'er  stceks  hit  ee, 
And  were  na  my  heart  light,  I  wad  die. 
The  live-laug,  &x. 

Were  I  young  for  t'lce,  iis  I  hae  been. 
We  shou'd  hoe  been  galloping  down  on  yon  green, 
And  linking  it  on  the  lily-white  lee  ; 
And  wow  gin  I  were  but  young  for  thee ! 
And  linking  Sfc, 


of  Bums  is  visible  here. 

ariy  tie  the  ociginal  ooei. 


MARY  SCOTT,  THE  FLOWER  OF 
YARROW. 

Mr.  RoBKRTaoy,  in  his  itatistical  aeoount  of 
the  ])aii!ih  of  Selkirk,  says,  thatBfary  Scott,  tht 
Flower  of  Yarrow,  was  descended  from  the  Dry 
hope,  and  married  into  the  Harden  fimily.  Her 
daughter  wa-»  murrieti  to  a  predeceMor  of  tht 
prcM'nt  Sir  Francis  Elliot  of  Stobbs,  and  of  tht 
late  Lord  Heathticld. 

There  is  a  circumstance  in  their  contract  of 
marriage  that  merits  attention,  aa  it  atraagly 
marks  the  predatory  spiiic  of  the  timfia  The 
father-iu-la\v  agreed  to  keep  his  danghlar,  fat 
sume  time  uiter  the  marriage ;  for  which  the 
Mn-in-law  liinds  himself  to  give  him  tht  piafili 
of  the  fin»t  MichaeUnas-moun. — ^Buava. 

HArrv's  the  love  which  meets  return, 
When  in  soft  flames  souls  equal  bura  ; 
But  words  ore  wanting  to  discover 
Tlie  torments  uf  a  hopeless  lover. 
Ye  registers  of  lieav'n,  relate, 
If  looking  o'er  the  lolb  of  fate, 
Did  you  there  nee  me  markM  to  mairow 
Mary  Scott  the  flower  of  Yarrow  l 


SONGS. 


IfS 


AK  no !  Iier  form's  too  bctVnly  fiur, 
Her  love  the  gods  above  must  thare  ; 
While  mortals  trith  despair  explore  lier, 
And  at  distance  doe  adore  her. 
O  lovely  maid  !  my  doabts  b^[uile, 
Revive  and  bless  me  with  a  smile  : 
Alas  !  if  not,  you'll  soon  debar  a 
Sighing  swain  the  banks  of  Yarrow. 

Be  hu9h,  ye  fears,  I'll  not  despair ; 
My  Mary's  tender  as  she's  fair ; 
Then  I'll  go  tell  her  all  mine  anguish, 
She  is  too  good  to  let  me  languish  : 
With  success  crown'd,  I'll  not  envy 
The  folks  who  dwell  above  the  sky  ; 
When  Mary  Scott's  become  my  marrow, 
We'll  make  a  paradise  in  Yarrow. 


THE  HIGHLAND  QUEEN. 

The  Highland  Queen,  music  and  poetry,  was 
composed  by  a  Mr.  M*Vicar,  purser  of  the  Sol- 
bay  man  of  war. — This  I  h:i(l  from  Dr.  iilaek- 
lock. — BuRifa. 

Tun^^"  The  Highland  Queen.* , 

No  more  my  song  shall  4>e,  ye  swnius, 
Of  purling  streams  or  flowrie  plaijiK  : 
More  pleasing  beauties  now  inspire. 
And  Phoebus  deigns  the  wnrhlin^  lyre. 

Divinely  aided,  thuH  I  mean 
To  celebrate,  to  celehrali-, 

To  celebrate  my  Highldud  Quern. 

In  her  sweet  innocence  you'll  fi:ul 
With  freedom,  truth  and  virtue  joiuM  : 
Strict  honour  fills  her  spotless  wul. 
And  gives  a  lustre  to  the  wholo. 

A  matchless  shape  and  lovely  niein 
All  centre  in,  all  centre  iu. 

All  centre  in  my  Higlilaud  Queen. 

No  sordid  wish  or  trifling  joy 
Her  settled  calm  of  mind  destroy  : 
From  pride  and  affectation  free. 
Alike  she  smiles  on  you  and  me. 

The  brightest  nymph  that  trips  the  green 
I  do  pronounce,  I  do  pronounce, 

I  do  pronounce  my  Highland  Queen. 

How  blest  the  youth,  whose  geutle  fate 
Has  destined  to  so  fair  a  mate. 
With  all  those  wondrous  gifts  in  storey 
To  which  each  coming  day  brings  more. 

No  man  more  happy  can  be  seen 
Possessing  thee,  possessing  thee. 

Possessing  Uiee,  my  Highland  Queen. 


THE  MUCKnr  C  QEORDIE*S  BYBB. 

The  chorus  of  this  song  is  old. — The  rest  b 
the  work  of  Balloon  Tytler.* — Burns. 

I     Tmu-"**  The  Muckin*  &  Geonfic^  Byra." 

The  muckin*  o*  Geordie*s  byre, 

And  the  shool  an*  the  graip  sae  clean, 
Has  gar'd  me  weet  my  cheeks. 
And  greet  wi'  baith  my  een. 
It  wag  n£tr  tny  father' $  will. 
Nor  yet  my  nutker*M  detire. 
That  e'er  lehouldfyU  myjingen 
WC  muckin*  o*  Geoniie'e  byre. 

The  mouse  is  a  merry  beasts 

The  moudiwort  wants  the  een. 
But  the  wirld  shall  ne'er  get  wit, 
Sae  merr)'  as  we  hae  been. 
It  teas  ne'er  my  father* e  mill. 
Nor  yet  my  mither^edeeire. 
That  e'er  I  ahouldfyle  my  Jitters 
Wi*  muckin*  o'  Ceordie'e  hyre. 


MACPHERSON'S  FAREWELL ; 

ALSO  KNOWN  AS 

MACPHERSOVS  RANT. 

Hr  was  a  daring  robber  in  the  b^inning  of 
this  (eighteenth)  centur\' — ^was  condemned  to 
be  hanged  at  Inverne.<».  He  is  said,  when  vn* 
dcr  sentence  of  death,  to  have  ciraiposed  thk 
tune,  which  he  called  his  own  Lament,  or  Fare- 
well. 

Gow  has  published  a  variation  of  this  flot 
tune,  as  his  own  comiKMition,  which  he  CftUt 
**  The  Plince^s  Augusta.'* — Burns. 

TvE  spent  my  time  in  rioting, 

Debauch'd  my  health  and  strength  : 
I've  pillaged,  plundered,  murdered, 

But  now,  alas  !  at  length 
Tm  brought  to  punishment  direct : 

Pale  death  draws  near  to  me ; 
This  end  I  never  did  project 

To  hang  upon  a  tree. 

To  hang  upon  a  tree,  a  treif. 

That  cursed  unhappy  death  ; 
Like  to  u  wolf  to  worried  be. 

And  choaked  iu  the  breath  : 
My  very  heart  would  surely  break 

When  this  I  think  upon, 
Did  not  my  courage  singular 

Bid  pensive  thoughts  begone. 


•  A  singularly  learned  but  unhappy  person.  %$ 
lived  at  too  esrlv  a  stage  of  the  world:  Defors  ibttm 
was  toleration  in  Britain,  which  be  was  obliged  to  qidl 
(1795)  because  of  his  dcmocrationi  writings  i  wbe»  km 
took  reiyge  at  Salem  as  a  newspaper  ciUtor.  Heaha 
lived  beftte  there  were  Tenpcnmce  Sodetki  m^ 
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Ho  Ma  M  mHIw  tnat  IrMNib  brwO, 

Man  coomg*  luid  Uuui  I : 
I  iuti  Bjr  iM  mnto  thiir  htB§, 

And  wmU  Ml  from  them  fljr. 
TUi  gmfar  Hoat,  I  did  keep  oa^ 

Lik»  Heelsry  nanfully : 

Wb  wwMfar  OM  like  mc  to  etout 

Shwli  kug  vpoB  a  tree. 

TW  EfTptfaa  btod  I  did  command, 

Win  cmmg*  nort  by  fiu-, 
TiMUi  «vir  did  a  general 

Hii  iolditn  is  the  war.  4 

Bof  tend  bf  an,  both  great  and  tmaU, 

lfir*dnoM>7fiinie: 
Oh*  cvw  «poa  Oia  fate  o*  mine, 
T«  bang  «poa  a  tree. 

jLMktWBflShJ  do  not  care, 

ff  jntki  wmld  take  platx, 
And  bring  nj  Mow-plunderen 

UBli  l£a  MM  diq^raoe : 
Bat  Frtv  BravB,  that  notour  Uiob, 

BNipid  lad  waa  made  free  i 
Ok,  tmtm  ifOB  thie  fate  o*  mine, 

T«  baag  mm  a  tree. 


Bo«k  kar  and  Jvtice  buried  are. 

And  frMd  and  guile  succeed  ; 
The  gnStjr  paai  nnpuniihed, 

If  moMV  inttfoede. 
The  Laiid  o*  Gnnnt,  that  Highhuul  Stunt, 

Hia  nigblj  mqettie. 
Ha  plndi  tba  canw  of  PMcr  Brown, 

Aad  !■!•  Maephenon  die. 

Tba  dv^oy  af  aiy  life  contriTed, 

By  thoia  whom  I  obliged, 
BOTwdtd  at  maah  ill  for  good. 

And  kft  at  M  refuge : 
B«t  BnM  JhMt  in  rage  enough, 

Ha  §nft  hid  handt  on  me ; 
And  if  that  death  would  not  prerent, 

A?— gad  wwUd  I  be. 

Aa  ftr  ny  Uft»  it  !•  but  thort, 

Whml  ihall  be  no  more ; 
T»  fart  wiA  lift,  I  am  content, 

Aa  aay  bantofore. 
Th»rfw%  food  people  all,  take  heed, 

TUa  wiraiag  take  by  me— 
Awnrding  totSt  liret  yon  lead, 

Bamled  yon  ihall  be.* 


m  Cf  THE  MORNING  EARLY, 
of  this  is  old;  the  two 


i;i>  in  lAff  MiMl(^«  M  ybr  W|p 
Up  tn  ihe  morning  earfy ; 

Whm^th§kUlianeomf'dwC 
Tm  ff«re  Wt  winta- faiHjf. 


Cold  blawt  the  wind  frae  cart  to  wcrt, 
The  drift  is  driring  sairly  ; 

Sae  lond  and  shrill's  I  hear  the  Uaal, 
Tm  sure  it's  winter  frirly. 

Burks. 


UP  IN  THE  MORNINQ  EARLY 

BT  JOBX  HAMILTOV. 

Cauld  bUws  the  wind  free  Mrth  to  sonth, 

The  drift  is  driving  sairly, 
The  sheep  are  ooorin*  in  the  haoch : 

O,  sirs,  iu  winter  fairly. 
Now  np  in  the  momin*s  no  tor  wait. 

Up  in  the  momin*  early ; 
Fd  rather  gae  supperkss  to  my  bed 

Than  rise  in  the  momin*  early. 

Lond  roars  the  blast  amang  the  woods. 

And  tirls  the  branches  barely  ; 
On  hill  and  house  hear  how  it  thiid% 

The  frost  is  nippiojg  sairly. 
Now  up  in  the  momin*s  no  for  ane, 

ITp  in  the  momin*  early ; 
To  sit  a*  nicht  wad  better  agree 

Than  rise  in  the  momin'  eaiJy. 

The  sun  peeps  ower  yon  southland  hilh 

Like  ony  timorous  carlie, 
Jui>t  liIinkH  a  wee,  thm  sinks  again. 

And  that  we  find  severely. 
Nuw  up  in  the  moroin's  no  for  mcj, 

Up  in  in  the  momin*  early ; 
When  snaw  blaws  in  at  the  chimly  chadu 

Wha*d  rise  in  the  momin*  early. 

Nae  Unties  lilt  on  hedge  or  bush ; 

Poor  things  they  suAsr  sairly. 
In  cauldrife  quarters  a*  the  night, 

A*  day  they  feed  but  sparely. 
Now  up  in  the  moroin's  no  finr  me, 

Up  in  the  mornin*  early ; 
A  pennyless  purse  I  wad  rather  dree 

Thau  rise  in  the  momin*  early. 

A  c<nie  house  and  canty  wife. 

Aye  keep  a  body  cheerly ; 
And  pantries  stou*d  wi*  meat  and  drink* 

They  answer  nnco  rarely. 
But  up  in  the  momin*a  no  for  me, 

Up  in  the  momin*  early  ; 
The  gowan  maun  glint  on  bank  aad  bni^ 

When  I  rise  in  the  momiA*  eariy 


asm  sst  of  the  Lament,  appssis  llker  the 
of  the  bigh**plrited  crUniaal,  than 
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GALA.WATER. 

1  Mat!  heard  a  eonduding  Tene  tniig  to 
word»— it  Uf 


Ax*  Kf  aha  com  at  c'enio  &*, 

Amaog  the  yeUoir  broom,  aae  eerie, 

To  leek  the  anood  o'  ailk  aha  tint  ;— 
She  fan  na  it,  but  gat  her  dearie. — Burks. 

The  original  song  of  Gala^witer  was  thua  re- 
cited by  a  retidcDt  ia  that  very  pastoral  district. 

Bonnie  lasa  of  Gda-water  ; 

Braw,  braw  hua  of  Gala-water ! 
I  would  wade  the  stmm  sae  deep, 

For  yon  braw  lasa  of  Qala^water. 

Braw,  braw  lada  of  GaU-water ; 

O,  braw  lada  of  Gala^water ! 
ril  kilt  my  coat  aboon  my  kaee. 

And  IbUow  my  lore  thro*  the  water. 

Sae  fiur  her  hair,  aae  brent  her  brow» 
Sae  boanie  bine  her  een,  my  dearie ; 

Sae  white  her  teeth,  aae  aweet  her  mou*, 
I  often  kiss  her  till  Fm  wearie. 


0*er  yon  bank,  and  o*er  yon  brae. 
O'er  yon  moas  amang  the  heather  ; 

m  kilt  my  coat  aboon  my  knee, 
And  foUow  my  love  thro'  the  water. 

Down  amang  the  broom,  the  broom, 
Down  amang  the  broom,  my  dearie ; 

Thelaasie  lost  her  ailken  anood. 

That  girt  her  greet  till  aha  was  wearie. 


DUMBARTON  DRUMS. 

Thxi  is  the  hut  of  the  West  Highland  airs ; 
and  firam  it,  orer  the  whole  tract  d[  country  to 
the  mnftnes  of  Tweedaidc^  there  is  hardly  a 
tune  or  aong  that  one  can  say  has  taken  ita  ori- 
gin from  anyjpbee  or  tranaaction  in  that  part  of 
Scotland. — ^Tbe  oldeat  Ayrshire  reel,  is  Stew- 
arton  ZasteMf  which  was  made  by  the  father  of 
the  present  Sir  Walter  Montgomery  Cunning- 
ham, alias  Lord  Lyie ;  since  which  period  there 
haa  indeed  been  local  mnsie  in  that  country  in 
great  plenty.— J'bAiite  Fda  ia  the  only  old  long 
which  I  could  ever  trace  as  belonging  to  the  ex- 
tensire  connty  of  Ayr.^BuRKs. 

The  poat  haa  hXkn  under  a  mistake  here  : — 
the  drums  here  oelebntod  were  not  those  of  the 
town,  or  garriaon  of  Dumbarton ;  but  of  the 
regiment  commanded  by  Lord  Dumbarton— a 
cavalier  of  the  honae  of  Douglas— who  aignaliaed 
himself  on  the  Jacobite  aide  in  16S5.— The  old 
aong  waa  aa  follows :— 

DuMBAKTOn'i  dnuBf  bait  bonny.  O, 
When  tbcj  p)M  09  «f  injr  dew /<ihQi^  9. 


How  happy  am  I, 

When  my  soldier  is  by, 
While  be  kisses  and  blesses  hia  Annie,  O ! 
*Tis  a  aoUier  alone  can  delight  me,  O, 
For  hia  graceful  kioks  do  invite  iM,  O : 

While  guarded  in  hb  arm% 

I'll  fcar  no  war'a  alarms. 
Neither  danger  nor  death  ahall  e'er  fright  m^  <X 

My  love  is  a  handsome  laddie^  O, 
Genteel,  but  ne'er  foppish  nor  grady,  O : 

Tho*  oommisrions  are  dear, 

Yet  I'll  buy  him  one  this  year  ; 
For  he  shall  serve  no  longer  a  cadic,  O. 
A  soldier  has  honour  and  bravery,  O, 
Unacquainted  with  rogues  and  their  knavery,  Ol 

He  minds  no  other  thing 

But  the  ladies  or  the  kii^ ; 
For  ey*ry  other  care  is  but  slavery,  O. 

Then  I'll  be  the  captain's  lady,  O  ;  • 

Farewell  all  my  friends  and  my  daddy,  O : 

I'll  wait  no  more  at  home. 

But  I'll  follow  with  the  drum, 
And  whene'er  that  beats.  111  bt  randy,  O. 
Dumbarton's  drums  sound  bonny,  O^ 
They  are  sprightly  like  my  dear  Johnie,  O : 

How  happy  shall  I  be. 

When  on  my  soldier's  knce^ 
And  he  kisses  and  blesses  his  Anaic^  O ! 


FOR  LACK  OF  GOLD. 

The  country  g&rls  in  Ayrshire^  instead  ef  dM 
line 


•*y. 


She  me  forsook  for  a  gnat  dak% 
For  Aihola'i  duka  aba  me  fbnook ; 


which  I  take  to  be  the  original  reading. 

These  words  were  composed  by  tha  lata  Dir* 
Austin,  physician  at  Edinburgh.-  Ha  hnd 
courted  a  lady,*  to  whom  ha  waa  ahortfytn 
have  been  married :  but  the  Dnka  of  AoMln 
having  seen  her,  became  ao  mndi  in  kva  with 
her,  that  he  made  propoaala  of  marriam»  wkkh 
were  accepted  of,  and  she  jilted  tho  DoeM 

BUBNS. 

nn.  Ausnif. 

raMe-««  For  Lock  of  GoU."^ 

Fon  lack  of  gold  she  haa  laft  ma,  O ; 
And  of  an  tlut's  dear  she's  \mdt  ma^  O; 
She  me  forsook  iae  Athole'a  dnke^ 
And  to  endless  wo  ^  haa  left  me^  O. 
A  star  and  garter  have  more  art 
Than  youdi,  a  tma  nd  foidifol  baart ; 
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Vdt  empty  titks  wt'moit  part ; 

Vor  gUttniag  ihow  the  btt  left  me,  O. 

Ko  cnitl  fiur  ■haU  ever  more 
My  injurM  lietrt  tgain  to  lore  ; 
Thro*  dittant  dimatci  I  must  rove, 
fliaet  Jeany  the  has  left  me,  O. 
Te  powers  above,  I  to  your  care 
Resign  my  fiuthleis  lovely  hir ; 
Your  ehouMst  Uessings  be  her  share, 
Tho'  she  has  trer  left  me,  O ! 


WLL,  BOLL  O. 

Tbs  or^pnal,  or  at  least  a  song  evidently 
prior  to  Ramsay's,  is  still  extant. — ^It  runs  thus  : 

Th§mMn,mmO,tMdihekia,kmO, 
And  Me  eoggin  o*  Peffpjf*§  wked  O, 

Tk§  $aek  and  tketievtf  and  a*  she  did  leave. 
And  dan9*d  ike  miUer^e  reel  O. 

Aa^  I  cam  down  yon  waterside. 

And  by  yon  shellin-hill  O, 
There  I  spied  a  bonnie  bonnie  lass. 

And  a  la«  that  I  lov*d  right  weel  O.— <* 


. — ^BuftNS. 


MILL,  MILL  O. 

BimtATR  a  green  shade  I  fiind  a  &ir  maid 

Was  sleeping  sound  aod  still-O, 
A'  lowing  wi'  love,  my  fancy  did  rove, 

Around  her  with  good  wilUO  : 
Her  bosom  I  prees'd,  but,  sunk  in  her  rest, 

She  stir'd  na  my  joy  to  spill-O ; 
While  kindly  she  slept,  cIof«  to  her  I  crept, 

And  ktss*d,  and  kiss'd  her  my  fill-O. 

OWg^d  by  eommand  in  Flandura  to  land, 

T^eoiploy  my  courage  and  ekill-O, 
Vine  *«r  quietly  I  staw,  hoist'd  sails  and  awa, 

Vlar  wind  blew  fair  on  the  hiU-0. 
Twaytafa  brought  me  hame,  where  loud-frasing 
fiane 

Tald  me  with  a  voice  right  Hhril]-0, 
My  lass,  like  a  fool,  had  mounted  the  stool, 

Nor  kem*d  wha*d  done  her  the  iU-O. 


fond  of  her  eharms,  with  my  son  in  her 
arms, 
A  ferlying  speer'd  how  ahe  felUO ; 
Wi'  the  tear  in  her  eye,  quoth  she,  let  me  die, 
Sweet  Sir,  gin  I  can  tell-0. 


.  »  THa  remaining  two  wsnsss,  tfiowgh  pretty  enough, 
Mitslii  rather  too  much  of  the  rude  simpUgl^  of  the 

HIHdn  ttiBcr  to  be  admittad  lMi«.«-jStf . 


Love  gae  the  command,  I  took  her  by  the  hand. 

And  bad  her  a'  fean*  cxpol-0. 
And  nae  mair  look  wan,  f  »r  I  was  the  man 

Wha  had  done  her  the  (le<.*d  roys<'ll-0. 

My  bonnie  sweet  lass,  on  the  gofWiny  grass. 

Beneath  the  «hill:nj^-hiiI-0, 
If  I  did  offenct*.  I'se  mnkf  yv  amend«. 

Before  I  leave  Pojrgy's  iMill-(_>. 
O  !  the  mill.  uiill-O,' and  the  kill,  kill-O, 

And  the  cogging  of  tlu-  wlavl-O, 
The  sack  and  the  sieve,  ii'  thac  yo  man  leave, 

And  round  with  a  sourer  reel-O. 


WALY,  WALY. 

In  the  west  country  1  have  hoard  a  different 
edition  of  the  second  stanca. — Instead  of  the 
four  lines,  beginniag  with,  *'  When  c^U" 
MheUay"  9fv,  the  other  way  ran  thus  : — 

O  WHBKEFORI  need  I  busk  my  head, 
Or  wherefore  need  I  kame  my  hair, 

Sin  my  fouse  luve  has  me  forsook. 
And  says  he*Il  never  luve  me  mair — 

Buays. 


0  WALT  waly  np  the  bank. 
And  waly  waly  down  the  brae, 

And  waly  waly  by  yon  burn-side, 

Where  I  and  my  love  were  wont  to  g^. 

1  leant  my  back  unto  an  aik, 

I  thought  it  was  a  trustie  trie ; 
But  first  it  bow'd,  and  syne  it  brake. 
And  sae  my  true  love  did  lyghtlie  me. 

O  waly  waly  gin  love  be  bonnie 

A  Uttle  time  while  it  is  new ; 
But  when  its  auld  it  wazeth  cauld. 

And  fades  awa*  like  morning-dew. 
O  wherefore  shu'd  I  busk  my  head  ? 

Or  wherefore  shu'd  I  kame  my  hair  ? 
For  my  true  love  has  me  forsook. 

And  says  he'll  never  loe  me  mair. 

Now  Arthur-seat  shall  be  my  bed. 

The  sheitii  shall  neir  be  fyl'd  by  me  : 
Saint  Anton's  well  sail  be  my  driok. 

Since  my  true  love  has  forsaken  me. 
Marti'iASS  wind,  whan  wilt  thou  blaw, 

And  shake  the  green  leaves  aff  the  trie  ? 
O  gentle  death,  whan  wilt  thou  cum  ? 

For  of  my  life  I  am  wearie. 


*Tis  not  the  frost  that  freezes  foil. 
Nor  blawing  snaw*s  inclemencie ; 

'Tis  not  sic  cauld  that  makes  me  cry. 
But  my  love's  heart  grown  cauld  to 

Whan  we  came  in  by  Glasgowe  towi^ 
Wewere  a  comely  eight  to  aat; 
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lf]r  love  wai  cUd  i*  ik*  blick  rdret, 
And  I  mysell  in  cramMie. 

But  had  I  wist  before  I  ktast, 

That  love  h^  been  soe  ill  to  win, 
I  had  lod^t  ^  heart  in  a  case  of  gowd, 

And  pinn'd  it  wi'  a  siller  pin. 
Oh,  oh  !  if  my  young  babe  were  borne. 

And  set  upon  the  nurse's  knee. 
And  I  mysell  were  dead  and  gone. 

For  a  maid  again  He  never  be ! 


TODLEN  HAME. 

This  is,  perhaps,  the  first  bottle  song  that 
ever  was  composed. — ^Burns. 

When  I've  a  saxpence  under  my  thumb. 

Then  1*11  get  credit  in  ilka  town  : 

But  ay  when  Vm  poor  they  bid  mc  gae  by ; 

O !  poverty  parts  good  coropany. 
Todlen  hame,  todlen  hamCt 
Coudna  my  hove  come  todlen  hame  9 

Fair-fa*  the  goodwife,  and  send  her  good  sale. 
She  gi*es  us  white  bannocks  to  driilk  her  ale, 
83rne  if  her  tippony  chance  to  be  sma'. 
We'll  tak  a  good  scour  o't,  and  ca't  awa*. 

Todlen  Aoane,  todlen  hame, 

Am  round  a»  a  neep,  come  todlen  home. 

My  kimmer  and  I  lay  down  to  sleep. 

And  twa  pintstoups  at  our  bed-feet ; 

And  ay  when  we  waken'd,  we  drank  them  dry : 

What  think  ye  of  my  wee  kimmer  and  I  f 

Todlen  hut,  and  todlen  hen, 

Sae  round  aa  my  hove  comes  todlen  hame. 


me  on  l]q[uor,  my  todlen  dow, 
Ye're  ay  sae  good  hnmour'd  when  weeting  your 

moa; 
When  sober  sae  sour,  yell  fight  wi'  a  flee, 
That  'tis  a  biyth  sight  to  the  bairns  and  me. 
When  todlen  hame,  todlen  hame, 
Whem  round  a»  a  neep  ye  come  todlen  home. 


CAUID  KAIL  IN  ABERDEEN. 

Thu  f  ong  is  by  the  Dnke  of  Gordon.— This 
old  verses  are, 

Tuerk's  cauid  kail  in  Aberdeen, 

And  castocks  in  Stratx^e  ; 
When  ilka  lad  maun  hae  his  lass, 

Then  fye,  gie  me  my  cogie. 
2dy  cogie.  Sire,  my  cogie,  Sirt, 

I  cannot  want  my  cogie  .* 
J  uHtdna  gie  my  three-girr*d  tto^ 

For  a*  the  ^enef  on  Bogie^ 


There's  Johnie  Saudi  litf  got  A  will 
That  scrimps  him  o'  hit  oogie* 

If  she  were  mine,  npon  my  lin 
I'd  douk  her  in  a  bogie. 

My  cogie,  Sire,  {fc.-— BoKVa. 


CAULD  KAIL  IN  ABERDEEN. 

Thikx's  canid  kail  in  Aberdeen, 
And  castocks  in  Stra'bogie ; 
Gin  I  but  hae  a  bonny  lass, 
Ye're  welcome  to  your  cc^ie : 
And  ye  may  sit  up  a'  the  night, 
And  drink  till  it  be  braid  day-light ; 
Gie  me  a  lass  baith  clean  and  tight. 
To  dance  the  Reel  of  Bogie. 

In  cotillons  the  French  excel ; 

John  Bull  loves  countra-danoes  ; 

The  Spaniards  dance  fandangos  well; 

Mynheer  an  allemande  pranoea : 

In  foursome  reels  the  Scotch  ddiflity 

The  threesome  maist  dance  wond  root  ]ig^t| 

But  twasome's  ding  a'  out  o'  sight, 

Danc*d  to  the  Reel  of  Bogie. 

Come,  lads,  and  view  your  ptftani  wcDy 
Wale  each  a  biythsome  rogie ; 
I'll  tak  this  lassie  to  mysel. 
She  seems  sae  keen  and  vogie ! 
Now  piper  lad  bang  up  the  fpriag  ; 
The  countra  fashion  is  the  thing. 
To  prie  their  mou's  e'er  we  bepn 
To  dance  the  Reel  of  Bogie. 

Now  ilka  lad  has  got  a  lass, 
Save  yon  auld  doited  fbgie ; 
And  ta'en  a  fling  upo*  the  %ntn, 
As  they  do  in  Stra'bogie  : 
But  a'  the  lasses  look  sae  fiun. 
We  canna  think  oursel's  to  hain. 
For  they  maun  hae  their  ceme  igaia 
To  dance  thu  Reel  of  Bogie. 

Now  a*  the  lads  hae  done  thdr  bdl^ 
Like  true  men  of  Stra'bogia ; 
Well  stop  awhile  and  tak  a  mM^ 
And  tipfie  out  a  eogje  t 
Come  now,  my  lads,  and  tik  jov 
And  try  ilk  o&ua  to  iorpaM^ 
In  wishing  health  to  every  kHi 
To  dance  the  Reel  of  Bo^ 


WE  BAN  AND  THEY  RAN: 

Tbx  author  of  Fanni  emd^eyrtmf  ol 
they  ran  and  w  roMf  Jre.  wia  tiM  lali  Bcr 
Murdoch  M*LniiaD»  miaiitar  al  QaAk%  Jk^ 
iidei— BuEMfc 
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Then*!  lome  uj  tliAt  we  van. 

Some  Mjr  that  they  wan, 
Some  say  that  nane  wan  at  a*,  man ; 

But  one  thing  Fm  tare. 

That  at  Sheriff  Mair  • 
A  hattle  there  was,  which  I  mw,  man  t 

And  we  roHf  and  they  ran,  and  ikep  ran, 
and  we  ran,  and  we  ran,  and  they  ran  awa\ 
man. 

Brave  Argyle  f  and  Belhaven,  | 

Not  like  frighted  Leven,  § 
Which  Rothen  ||  and  Haddington  5  sa*,  man ; 

For  they  all  with  Wightman  •* 

Advan<^  on  the  right,  man, 
While  others  took  flight,  bein^  n.\  man. 
And  we  ran,  and  they  ran,  S^c, 

Lord  Rozbui^h  f  f  was  there> 

In  order  to  share 
With  Douglas,  ^  who  stood  not  in  awe,  man, 

Volunteerly  to  ramble 

With  lord  Loudon  Campbell,  ||  || 
Brave  Ilay  §§  did  suffer  for  a',  man. 
And  we  ran,  and  they  ran,  ^t. 

Sir  John  Schaw,  ^^  that  great  knight, 

Wi*  broad-sword  most  bright, 
On  horseback  he  briskly  did  charge,  man  ; 

An  hero  that*s  bold, 

None  could  him  with-hold, 
He  stoutly  encounter'd  the  targemen. 
And  tee  ran,  and  they  ran,  Sec, 

For  the  rowardlv  Whittim,  *•• 

For  fear  tluy  should  cut  him. 
Seeing  glitterinj^  broad-swords  wl*  a  pa',  mas. 

And  that  in  8uch  thranp, 

Made  Baird  edicanp,  f  f  f 
And  from  the  brave  clans  rah  awa',  man. 
yind  we  raiiy  and  they  ran,  (jr. 


•  The  battle  of  Dumblain  or  Sheriir-muir  was  fought 
the  13th  of  November  1713,  between  the  Earl  of  Mar, 
for  the  ChevaliiT,  and  the  Duke  of  Ar(f>-le  for  the  go- 
vernment. HoUi  side*  daimotl  the  victory,  the  left 
wing  of  either  army  beinj:  routwl.  The  'canture  of 
Preston,  it  is  very  remarkable,  happened  on  tnc  same 
«kiy. 

t  John  (ramj)bell)  I'd  Duke  of  Argyle,  commander- 
in-chief  of  the  Rovemrncnt  forees ;  u  nobleman  of  great 
talentx  and  integrity,  much  respected  by  all  parties : 
died  1743. 

t  John  (Hamilton)  Lord  Belhavcn;  served  as  a  vo- 
lunteer ;  and  had  the  command  of  a  troop  of  horse 
raijicd  by  the  county  of  Haddington :  perished  at  sea» 

§  David  (Lesly)  Earl  of  Leven;  for  the  government. 
(l  John  (Lc«W)  Earl  of  Rotlies;  for  the  government. 

I  Thomas  (llaroiltou)  Earl  of  Haddington;  for  the 
government. 

••  Major-General  Joseph  Wightman. 

tf  John  ^Kcr)  first  Duke  of  Roxburgh;  for  thfe  go- 
ment 

±t  Archibald  (Douglas)  Duke  of  Douglas. 

ijll  Hugh  (Campbell)  Eail  of  Loudon. 

\S  Archibald  Earl  of  Ilay.  brother  to  the  Duke  of 
Anyle.    He  was  dangerously  wounded. 

II  An  o£Boer  in  the  troop  of  gentleman  voluotceis. 


Mi^or-general  Thomas  Whitham, 


Brave  Biar  *  And  Panrnvi*  f 

Were  firm  I  am  tore, 
The  latter  waa  kidnapt  awa*,  maiif 

^th  brisk  men  about. 

Brave  Harry  ^  retook  ^ 

His  brother,  and  langht  at  them  ?,  mio* 
And  we  ran,  and  they  ran^  fv. 

Grave  MarthaU  ]  and  Lithgow,  § 

And  Glengary'i^  pith  too, 
Assisted  by  brave  Loggie-a-man,  ** 

And  Gordons  the  bright 

So  boldly  did  fight, 
The  redcoats  took  flight  and  awa*,  man. 
And  we  ran,  and  they  ran^  ^c. 

Strathmoreff  and  Clanronald|f 
Cry'd  still,  advance,  Donald  ! 

Till  both  these  heroes  did  &*,  man ;  I ) 
For  there  was  such  hashing. 
And  broad-swords  a  dashing, 

Brave  Forfar  §§  himself  got  a  cla*,  man. 
And  we  ran,  and  they  ran,  ^c. 


*  John  (Ersklne)  Earl  of  Mar,  commander. in-chlaf 
of  the  Chevalier'it  army ;  a  nobleman  of  great  rairit, 
honour,  and  abilities.  He  died  at  Aix.|*<^ptllW  ia 
1755. 

t  James  (Maule)  Earl  of  Panmure;  died  at  Pariiw 
17i3. 

^  Honourable  Harry  Maule,  brother  to  the  EaxL 
The  circumstance  here  alluded  to  is  thus  rriated  la  tt» 
Earl  of  Mar's  printed  account  of  the  engagemcot :— < 
"  The  priaoners  taken  by  us  were  very  eivilly  used, 
and  none  of  them  stript.  Some  were  alMw'd  to  return 
to  Stirling  upon  their  parole,  &c.  .  .  Hie  few  prisoa. 
crs  taken  by  the  enemy  on  out  left  weie  most  or  thtm 
stript  and  wounded  aher  taken.  The  Earl  of  Pan- 
mure  being  first  of  the  prisoners  wounded  after  takMU 
I'hey  having  refiiscd  hi«  parole,  he  was  left  in  a  vil- 
lage, and  bv  the  hasty  retreat  of  the  enemy,  upon  tiM 
approach  of  our  army,  was  rescu'd  by  his  bcoUicr  and 
hjs  servanli." 

jl  Gcorce  (Ke'ith)  Earl  Marischall,  then  a  youth  at 
eollege.  He  died  at  his  govemmeDt  of  Ncuraiatel  in 
1 77 1 .  H  i^  brother,  the  celebrated  MardiaU  Kdth,  was 
with  him  in  this  battle. 

^  James  (Livingston)  Earl  of  Calendar  and  Lialith. 
gow :  attainted. 

%  Alexander  M 'Donald  of  Glengary,  laird  of  a  dan} 
a  brave  and  spiriteil  chief :  attainted. 

*•  Thomas  Drummond  of  Logic* Afanaod  t  cool* 
manded  the  two  battalions  of  Drummooda.  He  was 
wounded. 

ft  John  (Lynn)  Earl  of  Strathmore;  *'a  nan  of 
good  parts,  of  a  most  amiable  disposition  and  diane* 
ter." 

i±  Ranald  M' Donald,   Captain  of  Ckm  RanaM. 
N.  B.  The  ('aptain  of  h  clan  was  one  who,  being  scat 
or  near  in  bloo«l  to  the  Chief,  headed  them  in  hismfta 
cy  or  absence. 

II II  ••  We  have  lost  to  our  regret,  the  Earl  of  Stratb- 
more  and  the  Captain  of  Clan  Ranald."  Eail  of  Mai^ 
Letter  to  the  Governor  of  Perth.  Aaaia,  printed  •»• 
count :— "  We  cann't  find  above  60  ci  our  men  ia  all 
kilfd,  among  whom  were  the  Earl  of  Strathmore  huKll 
the  Captain  of  Clan  RanaM,  both  much  lunemed.* 
The  latter,  '<  for  his  good  puts  and  gentle  aeooaspttsh- 
ments,  was  look'd  upon  as  the  most  gallant  and  liaer. 
ous  young  gefltlcman  among  the  elani.  .  .  .  He  waa 
lamented  by  both  parties  that  knew  him."  , 

His  servant,  who  lay  on  the  fidd  watching  his  dead 
body,  being  asked  next  day  who  that  was,  anawersd. 
He  was  a  man  yesterday.— .BonreiTs  Jemmtg  to  the  Me* 
brides,  p.  359. 

H  Archibakl  (Douglas)  Earl  of  Fodhr,  whoeom- 
mandcd  a  regiment  in  the  Dulte's  army.  Helsaakllo 
have  been  Aot  in  the  knee,  and  to  have  had  lea  or 
twelve  cuts  in  his  head  ftom  the  liraad-fWOi#*  Ht 
died  a  few  dayi  vtkt  gf  hii  FWKi<i 
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Lord  PertK  *  itood  tlia  itorm, ' 

Seaforth  f  but  lukewarm, 
Kilsyth  \  and  Strathallan  |  not  da',  man  ; 

And  Hamilton  $  pled 

The  mea  were  not  bred. 
For  he  had  no  fiuncy  to  fit*,  man. 
And  we  ran,  and  they  ran,  (^ 

Brave  gefierout  Sontheik,  f 

Tilebaim  **  wae  brisk. 
Whose  fiither  indeed  would  not  dra*,  man, 

Into  the  same  yoke, 

Which  senrM  for  a  doak. 
To  keep  the  estate  *twizt  them  twa,  man. 
And  tte  ran,  and  they  ran,  jfc. 

Lord  Rollo  ff  not  fear*d, 

Kintore  \\  and  his  beard, 
Pitilifo  II  ll  and  Ogilvie  §§  a*,  man. 

And  brothers  Balfours,  ^^ 

They  stood  the  first  show'rs, 
Clackmannan  and  Burleigh  *'*  did  cla*,  man. 
And  we  ran,  and  they  ran,  ^. 

But  Cleppanfff  acted  pretty, 

And  Strowan  the  witty,  ^\\ 
A  poet  that  pleases  us  a*,  man ; 

For  mine  is  but  rhime> 

In  respect  of  what's  fine, 
Or  what  he  is  able  to  dra*,  man. 
And  we  ran,  and  they  ran,  |re. 


•  Jama  Marqiiii  of  Dnuumood,  son  of  Jamet 
(Drumroood)  Duke  of  Perth,  was  Ueutensnt-frmeml 
of  hone,  and  **  behaved  with  great  gallantry.*'  rie 
was  attainted,  but  etcaped  to  France,  where  he  soon 
after  died. 

t  WillUm  (Maekensie)  Earl  of  Seaforth.  He  was 
atUinted,  and  died  in  1740. 

t  William  (Livingston)  Viscount  Kilsyth :  attainted. 

II  William  (Drummood)  Viscount  Strathallan ; 
whose  sense  of  loyalty  could  scarcely  equal  the  spirit 
and  activity  he  manifested  in  the  cause.  Ho  was  ta- 
ken prisoner  in  this  battle,  which  he  surrlTcd  to  per- 
ish in  the  still  more  flital  one  of  (!ulloden.muir. 

I  Lieutenant-general  George  HamllUn,  command- 
Inc  under  the  Karl  of  Mar. 

^  James  (Carnegie)  Earl  of  Southesk :  was  attaint- 
ed,  and,  escaping  to  France,  died  there  in  1729. 

••  William  (Murray)  Matquisof  Tullibardin,  eldest 
son  to  the  Duke  of  Athole.  Havinc  been  attainted, 
he  was  taken  at  sea  in  174(>,  and  died  soon  after,  of  a 
flux,  in  the  Tower. 

tt  Hobert  (iloUo)  Lord  RoHo ;  "  a  man  of  singular 
merit  and  great  integrity  i"  died  In  1758. 

^  William  (Keith)  Earl  of  Kintore. 

nil  Alexander  (Forbes)  L^rd  PltslJgo :  **  aman  of  good 
parts,  great  honour  and  spirit,  and  univcnally  beloved 
and  esteemed.**  He  was  enoged  again  in  the  afBdr  of 
1745,  for  which  he  was  attainted,  and  died  at  an  ad- 
vaaoed  age  in  176S. 

4  S  Jamet  Lord  Ogilvie,  eldest  son  of  David  (Ogil- 
vie) Earl  of  Airly.  He  was  attainted,  but  afterwards 
pndoned.  His  ntber,  not  drying  Uito  the  mmeyoke, 
t  aved  the  tatatfi 

II  Some  relations  it  is  supposed  of  the  Laid  Bur- 
leieh. 

•M  Robert  (BalfiniT)  Lord  BurMgh.  He  was  at- 
tainted, and  died  in  1757* 

ttt  Ma)or  William  Clephane,  adjutant  gsnsrsl  to 
the  Marquis  of  Drummono. 

XtX  Alexander  Robertson  of  Struan;  who,  having 
cxnerienesd  every  vicissitude  of  life,  with  a  stoioal 
flnnness,  died  in  psaes  1749.  He  was  an  tsodkot 
^  and  iMi  lift  d^«illiT«CTitattM,      - 


For  Huntley  •  and  Sinclair,  f 

They  both  play'd  the  tinclair, 
With  consciences  black  like  a  era*,  man. 

Some  Angus  and  Fiferoen 

They  ran  for  their  life,  man. 
And  ne*er  a  Lot*it  wife  there  at  a*,  man. 
And  u-e  ran,  and  they  ran,  ^. 

Jhen  Laurie  the  traytor. 

Who  betray'd  his  master. 
His  king  and  his  country  and  a*,  man, 

Preteodinfif  Mar  might 

Give  order  to  fight, 
To  the  right  of  the  army  awa*,  man. 
And  we  ran,  and  they  ran,  t^ 

Then  Laurie,  for  iear 

Of  what  he  might  hear, 
Took  Dnimmond's  best  horse  and  awa*,  mll^' 

Instead  o*  going  to  Perth, 

He  cTOSKd  the  Firth, 
Alongtt  Stirling-bridge  and  awa*f  man. 
And  we  ran,  and  they  ran,  ^pc. 

To  London  he  press'd. 

And  there  he  address*d, 
That  he  behay*d  best  o*  them  a*,  man ; 

And  there  without  strife 

Got  settled  for  life. 
An  hundred  a  year  to  his  fit*,  man. 
And  we  ran,  and  they  ran,  jfc. 

In  Burrnn'stonnness 

He  rc»ide9  wi*  disgrace. 
Till  hif  neck  stand  in  need  of  a  dra'f  ma^ 

And  then  in  a  tether 

He*ll  swing  frte  a  ladder, 
[And]  go  aff  the  stage  with  a  pa*,  man. 
And  wc  ran,  and  they  ran,  ^ 

Rob  Roy  fitood  watch 

On  a  hill  fur  to  catch 
The  booty  for  ought  that  I  ta',  man, 

Fur  he  ne*cr  advanc'd 

From  the  place  he  was  stanc*d. 
Till  nae  mair  to  do  there  at  a*,  man. 
And  we  ran,  and  they  ran,  ^ 

So  we  a*  took  th^  flight. 

And  Moubray  the  wright ; 
But  Lctham  the  smith  was  a  bra*  mtii« 

For  he  took  the  gout. 

Which  truly  was  wit, 
By  judging  it  time  to  withdra*,  man. 
And  we  ran,  and  they  ran,  ^ 

And  trumpet  ]kI*Lean, 
Whose  breeks  were  not  cleaoy 


•  Alexander  (Gotdoo)  llarquls  of  Huntley.  eUsril 
son  to  the  Duke  of  Gordon,  who,  aooording  lo  tte 
usual  policy  of  his  eountry,  (of  which  we  hers  assat 
with  several  other  iastaness),  remained  neutral 

t  John  Shudair,  Esq.  oommooly  called  Maatv  of 
Sinclair,  ekiest  son  of  Henry  Lord  Sinelatrt  was  al> 
tolntMi,  but  afterwards  panlaned,  tfiA^klAUl  ITMV 

Tte  trttte  WM  pciMma  gCfOHiMi 
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Tlvo*  nutfertune  he  hAppen^d  to  fk',  man, 

Bjr  MTing  bis  neck 

ffii  trumpet  did  bretk. 
Gum  iff  witliout  mutick  at  a*,  man.* 
And  we  ran,  and  they  ran,  ^. 

80  tihere  tocli  a  race  was, 

Aa  ne'er  in  that  pkoe  xra% 
And  aa  little  chase  was  at  a*,  man ;  ^ 

FkM  ither  they  *  run* 

Withoat  touk  o*  dram ; 
Thm  did  m>t  make  use  of  a  pa*»  man. 

Amd  we  ran,  and  they  nui,  and  they  ra^t 
mtd  w€  ran^  emd  we  rany  and  they  ran  awa*, 


BIDE  YE  YET. 

fncEi  k  A  beiutifnl  song  to  thii  tune,  be- 
liaBtn;, 

Alaa,  my  son,  yoa  little  know— 

wkidi  ia  the  oompoaition  of  a  Miss  Jenny 
Qnham  of  Dumfries. — ^Bokks. 

Ala»  !  my  son*  you  little  know 
Tht  iorrows  that  from  wedlock  flow  : 
Fluvwell  to  erery  day  of  ease. 
When  yon  have  gotten  a  wifie  to  please. 
Siu  bide  you  yet,  and  bide  you  yet,* 
Ye  little  hen  what* a  to  betide  you  yet  ; 
The  half  of  that  will  gone  you  yet, 
If  a  wayward  wife  obtain  you  yet, 

Yoor  experience  is  hot  small, 
Aa  yet  you've  met  with  little  thrall ; 
Tht  black  cow  on  your  foot  ne'er  trod, 
"Which  gars  you  sing  alang  the  road. 

Sae  bide  you  yet,  ^« 

Sonetimes  the  rock,  sometimes  the  reel, 
Or  aome  piece  of  the  spinniog-wheel, 
She  will  drive  at  you  wi*  good  will. 
And  then  she'll  send  you  to  the  de'il. 

atu  bid^yuu  yet,  §'c. 


*  The  particulan  of  this  nnoctlotc  no  whrro  iqnioAr. 
TIm  hero  is  tuppoied  to  be  the  «aTn«.'  .Jyhn  .Vf^ntn, 
trumpet,  who  wu  trat  fmm  iMni  Mar,  thuii  at  Perth, 
with  a  letter  to  the  Duke  of  Argxk-,  nt  stiriiUK  cainp. 
em  the  30th  of  October,  m  iTit^inn/  ratters  m). 
Two  oopie«,  however,  firintcd  not  Unig  after  1715, 
nad,  '*  And  trumpet  Marinr." 

In  1782  the  ion  of  thin  Trnmnettr  Htnrlne  told  the 
■vl  or  Haddington  (thm  Ixtrd  Hinnini*)  that  the  fir«t 
etamtt  he  ever  attended,  as  one  of  his  Majesty's  house- 
hoUmmpeten,  was  the  Northern,  in  the  \ear  1716'.a. 
loQf  with  oJd  Lord  Minto.  That  the  reason  of  his  goins 
than  was,  that  the  circuit  immediately  preceding,  hU 
fhllMr  had  been  so  harassed  In  every  town  he  went 
ttttaofh,  by  the  people  sincing  his  verse,  '*  And  trvm- 
pH  Marine,  wkoee  brtekt,  &c.  of  this  tooff,  that  he 
wmmu  ha  would  never  go  again  \  and  actualhr  resigned 
kis  dtaatlon  in  favour  of  oil  woa^^^amabeiee  UUtory 
^ftHtryinSnUamU 


tHien  I  like  you  was  young  and  free, 
f  valued  not  the  proudest  she  ; 
Like  yon  I  vainly  boasted  then, 
That  men  alone  were  bom  to  reign. 

Sae  bide  you  yet,  fft, 

Gmt  Hercnles  and  Sampson  too, 
Were  stronger  men  than  I  or  you ; 
Yet  they  were  baffled  by  their  dean, 
And  felt  the  distaff  and  the  sheen. 

S€u  bide  you  yet,  ^. 

Stout  gates  of  brass,  and  weU-built  walls. 
Are  proof  *gainst  swords  and  cannon-balls ; 
But  nought  is  found  by  sea  or  land. 
That  can  a  wayward  wife  withatand. 

Sae  bide  you  yet,  ^, 


BIDE  YE  YET. 
OLD  an. 

Gin  I  had  a  wee  house  and  a  canty  wee  fire, 
A  bonny  wee  wifie  to  praiae  and  admire 
A  bonny  wee  yardie  aude  a  wee  bum ; 
Fareweel  to  the  bodies  that  yammer  and  moonw 
Sae  bide  ye  yet,  and  6uf<  ye  jref. 
Ye  little  hen  what  may  betide  ye  yet. 
Some  bonny  wee  body  may  be  my  lot. 
And  rU  be  canty  wC  thimkiny  o*t. 

When  I  gang  afield,  and  come  home  at  e*ea, 
1*11  get  my  wee  wifie  fdu  neat  and  foa  clean ; 
And  a  bonny  wee  baime  upon  her  kne^ 
That  will  cry,  papa,  or  daddy,  to  me. 

Sae  bide  ye  yet,  ^. 

And  if  there  happen  ever  to  he 
A  diff  *rence  atween  my  wee  wifie  and  me. 
In  hearty  good  humour,  ahhough  she  be  ttaad^ 
I'll  kisa  her  and  clap  her  until  aha  be  pleaa'd. 

Sae  bide  ye  yet,  jne. 


THE  ROCK  AND  THE  WEE  PIGXU 

TOW. 

BT  ALtZAXDn  EOaS. 

Thf.re  was  an  auld  wife  an*  a  wee  pickle  toVf 

An*  she  wad  gae  try  the  spinning  o*t, 

She  louted  her  down,  an*  her  rock  took  a  I01W9 

And  that  was  a  bad  b^inning  o't : 

She  sat  an*  she  grat,  an'  ahe  flet  and  ahe  flang. 

An*  slic  threw  an*  ^e  blew,  an*  she  wrigl'd  an* 

wrang. 
An*  she  choked,  an*  boaked,  an*  cry'd  lika  to 

mang, 
Alaa !  for  the  dreary  spinning  o*t. 

Tve  wanted  a  aark  fin-  theae  eight  yetn  Mi*  t«^ 
An*  thii  WM  to  be  the  Ugiaiu»g  t 'I9 


SONGS. 


ISS 


But  I  vow  I  vhill  want  it  for  ai  I&ng  again, 

Or  ever  I  try  the  spinning  o*t ; 

For  never  nnce  ever  they  ca*d  me  as  they  ca* 

me. 
Did  sic  a  mishap  an*  misanter  bcfa*  me, 
But  ye  shall  hae  leave  baith  to  hang  me  an* 

draw  me. 
The  neist  time  I  try  the  ipinuing  o't. 

I  hae  keeped  my  house  for  these  three  score  o* 

years, 
An*  ay  I  kept  free  o*  the  spinning  o*t. 
But  how  I  was  sarked  foul  fa*  them  that  speers, 
For  it  minds  me  upo*  the  beginning  o*t. 
But  our  women  are  now  a  dajrs  grown  sae  bra*, 
That  ilka  an  maun  hae  a  sark  an*  some  hae  twa, 
The  warlds  were  better  when  ne*er  an  awa* 
Had  a  r::;g  but  ane  at  the  beginning  o't. 

Foul  fa*  her  that  ever  advis*d  me  to  spin, 
That  had  been  so  lang  a  beginning  o*t, 
I  might  well  have  ended  as  I  did  b^u. 
Nor  have  got  sick  a  skair  with  the  spinning  o't. 
But  they*]]  say,  8he*8  a  wysc  wife  that  kens  her 

ain  wecrd, 
I  thought  on  A  day,  it  should  never  be  Rpeer*d, 
How  loot  ye  the  low  take  your  rock  be  the 

beaid, 
When  ye  yeed  to  try  the  spinning  o*t  ? 

The  spinning,  the  spinning  it  gars  my  heart  sob, 

When  I  think  upo*  the  beginning  o't, 

I  thought  ere  I  died  to  have  anes  made  a  web. 

But  still  I  had  weers  o*  the  spinning  o*t. 

But  had  I  nine  dathers,  as  I  hae  but  three, 

The  safest  and  soundest  advice  I  cud  gee. 

Is  that  they  frae  ipinuing  wad  keep  their  hinds 

free. 
For  fear  of  a  bad  b^inning  o*t. 

Yet  in  spite  of  my  counsel  if  they  will  needs  nm 
The  drearysome  risk  of  the  spinning  o't. 
Let  them  seek  out  a  lythe  in  the  heat  of  the  sun. 
And  there  Tentnre  o*  the  beginning  o't : 
But  to  do  as  I  did,  alas,  and  awow  ! 
To  busk  up  a  rock  at  the  cheek  of  the  low. 
Says,  that  I  had  but  little  wit  in  my  pow. 
And  as  little  ado  with  the  spinning  o*t. 

But  yet  after  a*,  there  is  ae  thing  that  grieves 
My  heart  to  thbk  o*  the  beginning  o't. 
Had  I  won  the  length  but  of  ae  pair  o*  deevea. 
Then  there  had  been  word  o'  the  spinning  o't ; 
This  I  wad  ha*  wasben  an*  bleech'd  like  the  anaw, 
And  o'  my  twa  gardies  like  moggans  wad  draw. 
An'  then  fbuk  ind  aay,  that  auld  Girxy  was  bra*, 
An'  a*  was  upon  her  ain  spinning  o't. 

But  gin  I  wad  shog  about  till  a  new  spring, 
I  should  yet  hae  a  bout  of  the  spinning  o't, 
A  mutchkin  of  linseed  I*d  i'  the  yerd  flin^f. 
For  a'  the  wan  chansie  beginning  o*t. 
I'll  gar  my  ain  Tammie  gae  down  to  the  how. 
An*  cut  me  a  rock  of  a  widdenhinet  grow. 


Of  good  ranty-tree  ibr  to  carry  my  tow, 

An*  a  spindle  of  the  same  for  the  twining  o*t; 


For  now  when  I  mip^  i;-' .     c«t  Maggy  Orin 
This  morning  just  a.    cm  bc^inamg  o't. 
She  was  never  ca*d  '.s^ocy,  Srjt  canny  an*  sluBa 
An*  sae  it  has  fair*d  ;;   my  spinning  o*t : 
But  an*  my  new  rock  wen  anes  cutted  an*  dfji 
I'll  a*  Alaggies  can  an*  her  cantrape  defy, 
An*  but  onie  sussie  the  spinning  1*11  try, 
An*  ye's  a*  hear  o*  the  b^inning  o*t. 

Quo*  Tibby,  her  dather,  tak  tent  fat  ye  uy, 
The  never  a  ragg  we'll  be  seeking  o*t, 
Gin  yc  anes  begin,  ye'U  tarveal's  night  an*  dtfy 
Sae  it's  vain  ony  mair  to  be  speaking  o*t. 
Since  lambas  I'm  now  gaing  thirty  an*  twa, 
An*  never  a  dud  sark  had  I  yet  g^  or  ama', 
An*  what  war  am  I  ?    I'm  as  warm  an'  as  bfi,*| 
As  thrummy  taird  JiUg  that*8  a  spinner  o*t. 

To  labor  the  lint-land,  an*  then  buy  the  ieed« 
An'  then  to  yoke  me  to  the  harrowing  o't. 
An'  syn  loll  amon*t  an'  pike  out  ilka  weed. 
Like  swine  in  a  sty  at  the  farrowing  o*t ; 
Syn  powing  and  ripling  an*  steeping,  an*  then 
To  gar*s  gae  an*  spread  it  upo'  the  cauld  plai% 
An*  then  after  a*  may  be  labor  in  vain. 
When  the  wind  and  the  weet  gets  the  fuaioa  o't* 

But  tho*  it  should  anter  the  weather  to  byd^ 
Wi'  beetles  we're  set  to  the  drubbing  o*t, 
An'  then  frae  our  fingers  to  gnidge  adF  the  hid% 
With  the  wearisome  wark  o*  the  robbing  o*t. 
An*  syn  ilka  tait  maun  be  heckl*d  oat  throvy 
The  lint  putten  ae  gate,  anither  the  tow, 
Syn  on  a  rock  wi't,  an*  it  taks  a  low. 
The  back  o*  my  hand  to  the  spinning  o't. 

Quo'  Jenny,  I  think  *oman  ye*re  i*  the  righ^ 
Set  your  feet  ay  a  spar  to  the  spinning  o*t. 
We  mav  tak  our  advice  frae  our  ain  mithar't 

iright 
That  she  gat  when  she  try*d  the  b^nniitf  o't. 
But  they'll  say  that  auld  fouk  are  twice  Mini 

indeed. 
An*  sae  she  has  kythed  it,  but  there*s  nae  need 
To  sickan  an  amshack  that  we  drive  oar  heodt 
As  langs  we* re  sae  skair'd  ira  the  spinnii^  o*C 

Quo'   Nanny  the  youngest,   Fye  now  hMid 

you  a*. 
An*  dowie*s  your  doom  o*  the  yinniny  o*t» 
Gin  ye,  fan  tho  cowa  flings  the  cog  oaat  awi'* 
•Ye  may  see  where  ye*ll  lick  up  yoor  wiani^f 

o't. 
But  I  see  that  bat  spinning  Til  nsrer  bt  fara** 
But  gae  by  the  name  of  a  dilp  or  a  da, 
Sae  lack  where  ye  like  I  shall  anes  ahak  •  h\ 
Afore  I  be  dung  with  the  ipiiuiiag  o't. 


For  well  I  can  mind  me  when  blade  Willit 
Had  Tibbie  there  just  at  the  winning  o*t^ 
What  blew  up  the  bargain,  she  keoa  well  bmil^ 
Was  the  want  of  the  knack  of  tho  ^nnwy  o*^ 
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Ab*  bow,  poor  'Oman,  for  oogbt  tluit  I  ken, 
She  nuy  nerer  get  tic  an  ofSa  again. 
Bat  pine  away  bit  an*  bit,  like  Jenkin*8  ben, 
Ab*  naething  to  wyte  but  tbe  ■pinning  o*t.  ^ 

Bat  were  it  for  naething,  bnt  juat  tbis  aUncb 
I  ahaU  yet  bae  about  o*  tbe  ipinniog  o*t, 
Tbey  may  caat  me  for  ca*ing  me  bUck  at  tbe 

bean. 
Bat  nae  cause  I  ibnnM  tbe  beginning  o*t. 
Bat,  be  tbat  ae  it  bappens,  I  care  not  a  strae. 
Bat  nana  of  tbe  lads  nhall  hae  it  to  My, 
When  tbey  come  till  woo,  the  kens  naetbiog 

arae, 
Xfor  bas  onie  ken  o*  the  spinning  o*t. 

Ib  tbe  days  tbey  ca*d  yore,  gin  auld  foukt  bad 

but  won, 
To  a  inrkoat  bougb  side  for  the  winning  o*t. 
Of  coat  raipa  well  cut  by  the  coat  u*  tlieir  bun, 
They  never  sought  mair  o'  the  ypinnin^  o't. 
A  pair  of  grey  baggers  well  clinked  benew, 
OfnMB  other  lit  but  the  hue  of  the  cw, 
With  a  pair  of  rough  rullions  to  scuff  thro*  the 

dew, 
Was  the  foe  they  sought  at  the  beginning  o*t. 

Bat  we  maun  bae  linen,  an*  that  maun  hae  we, 
Ab*  bow  get  we  that,  but  tbe  spinning  o*t  ? 
How  can  we  hae  face  for  to  seek  a  gryt  fee, 
Bioept  we  can  bdp  at  the  winning  o't  ? 
Ab*  we  maun  hae  pearlins  and  mabbies  an* 

cocks, 
An*  some  other  thing  that  the  ladies  ca*  sraoks, 
Ab*  bow  get  we  that,  gin  we  tak  na  our  rocks, 
Aad  pow  what  we  can  at  the  spinning  o't  ? 

'Tis  needless  for  us  for  to  tak  our  remarks 
Frae  our  mither*s  miscooking  the  spinning  o*t. 
She  nerer  kend  ought  o*  the  gueed  of  the  sarks, 
Frae  tbis  aback  to  the  beginning  o*t. 
Twa  three  ell  of  plaiden  was  a*  that  was  sought 
By  oar  auld  warld  bodies,  an*  tbat  boot  be 

bought, 
For  in  ilka  town  aickan  tbin^  was  nae  wrought 
60  little  tbey  kend  o*  the  spinning  o*t. 


HOOLY  AND  FAIRLY. 

It  is  remark-worthy  that  tbe  song  of  Mooly 
n»d  Fturfyt  in  all  tbe  (M  editions  of  it,  is  cal- 
•ad  SnU  Drmnkem  Wifi  o'  GaUowmy,  which 
oealiiea  it  to  that  ooantry.-^BuEys. 

tbb  nRumnv  wirx  o*  aiLLowar.  .- 

Ob  !  what  bad  I  to  do  for  to  marry? 

Mf  wifo  she  drinks  naetbing  but  sack  and  C^ 

nary, 
I  to  her  frieada  complain*d  right  early, 
O  i  gim  mg  wifa  wad  drink  koefy  andfairfy, 

Moofy  amdfairfy,  hcofy  amdfairljf, 
O  /  ^  nf  wifi  wad  diink  hoohf 


First  she  drank  enmmie,  lad  qrot  aha  drank 

Now  she  has  drokea  my  bonny  grey  narie, 
That  carried  ma  thro*  a*  the  duba  aad  the  larie 

O I  pin,  (fc. 

She  has  dmken  her  stockins,  aa  baa  ake  bar 

sboon, 
And  sbe  bas  druken  her  bonny  new  gown  ; 
Her  wee  bit  dud  sark  tbat  co*erd  her  fu*  rarely, 

0  !  ^n,  ^. 

If  she*d  drink  hot  btr  ain  things  I  wad  aa  much 

care. 
But  »he  drinks  my  claiths  I  canna  wed  spare, 
When  I*m  wi*  my  gossips,  it  angers  me  sairly» 

0 1  giny  §T. 

My  Sunday's  coat  she's  laid  it  a  wad. 
The  lit>^t  blue  bonnet  e*er  was  on  my  head ; 
At  kirk  and  at  market  I'm  eorer'd  hot  bartly» 

01  gin,{^. 

The  verra  gray  mittens  tbat  gaed  on  my  ban*S| 
To  her  neebor  wifo  she  bas  lakl  them  in  pawns  { 
My  bane-beaded  staff  tbat  I  lo'ed  sae  dearly, 

O I  gin,  jrc 

If  there's  ony  siller,  she  maun  keep  the  purse  ; 
If  I  seek  but  a  baubce  she'll  scanld  and  ahe'Il 

curse. 
She  gangs  like  a  queen-— I  scrimped  and  ^ardyi 

O  f  gin,  ^ 

I  never  wss  given  to  wrai^ling  nor  atrife, 
Nor  e'er  did  rrfose  her  tbe  comforts  of  lifo  ; 
Ere  it  oome  to  a  war  I'm  ay  for  a  parley. 

O  I  gin,  (^ 

A  pint  wi'  her  cummers  I  wad  her  allow. 
But  when  she  sits  down  she  fills  herself  foa ; 
And  whan  she  is  fou  she's  uneo  eamstariai 

0  !  gin,  |(«l 

When  she  comes  to  the  street  aha  ran  and 

she  rants. 
Has  Bae  ftar  o'  her  aeebors^  nor  auada  iStm 

house  wants; 
She  rants  np  some  fool-aang,  lika  "  Up  |r*ar 

htart,  Charlie,** 

0 1  gin,  ^, 

And  when  she  eomca  hama  she  liqrs  ob  tht  ladi^ 
She  ca's  the  lasses  baith  limmers  and  jadi^ 
And  I,  my  ain  sell,  an  anld  cockoU  carlia^ 
O I  gin  mg  wifi  wad  drink  koolg  mtdfidr^ 

Hoolg  andfiurlg,  koolg  tmdfidrtg, 
O  /  gin  mg  wife  wad  dHnk  koolg  mtdfldrlg* 
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THE  OU)  BfAirs  SONG. 

pr  TBS  »BT.  1,  IKIXim. 
*'  DunbHtoB  Dnunit* 


O !  WHY  ihmild  old  agv  w  mneh  wound  ua  !* 
Than  it  nothing  in  it  all  to  confound  ui : 

For  how  bappy  now  am  I, 

With  my  old  wife  titting  by, 
And  our  bairat  and  our  oyi  f  all  around  us ; 

For  how  happf  now  am  /,  jfc. 

We  began  in  the  warld  wi*  naething, 
And  weVe  jogg'd  on,  and  toil*d  for  the  ae  thing ; 
We  made  uae  of  what  we  had, 
And  our  thankful  hearts  were  glad  ; 
When  we  got  the  bit  meat  and  the  claithing, 
TFe  made  mm  ofwikai  we  had,  (^. 

We  haye  lir'd  all  our  life-time  contented. 
Since  the  day  we  became  first  acquainted : 

It's  true  we're  been  but  poor, 

And  we  are  so  to  this  hour ; 
But  we  never  yet  repin'd  or  lamented. 

Ji*t  true  we've  been  ImtpoM,  ^. 

When  we  had  any  stock,  we  ne'er  rauntit, 
Nor  did  we  hing  our  heads  when  we  wantit ; 

But  we  always  gave  a  share 

Of  the  little  we  con*d  spare, 
When  it  pleas*d  a  kind  Heaven  to  grant  it. 

But  we  aiwaye  gave  a  thare,  ^ 

We  never  laid  a  scheme  to  be  wealthy. 
By  means  that  were  cunning  or  stealthy ; 
But  we  always  had  the  bliss, 
(And  what  further  could  we  wise). 
To  be  pleas*d  with  oursdves,  and  be  healthy. 
Bnt  we  always  had  the  blitt,  ^. 

What  tho*  we  cannot  boast  of  our  guineas, 
We  have  plenty  of  Jockies  and  Jeanies ; 

And  these,  I'm  certain,  are 

More  desirable  by  far 
Than  a  bag  full  of  poor  yellow  sleenies. 

And  tkete,  Tm  certain,  are,  ^. 

We  have  seen  many  wonder  and  ferly. 
Of  changes  that  almost  are  yearly, 

Among  rich  folks  up  and  down. 

Both  in  country  and  in  town. 
Who  now  live  but  scrimply  and  barely. 

Among  richfoike  up  and  down,  ^. 

Then  why  should  people  brag  of  prosperit)-  ? 

A  stralten'd  life  we  see  is  no  rarity ; 
Indeed  we've  been  in  want. 
And  our  living's  been  but  scant. 

Yet  we  never  were  reduced  to  need  charity. 
Indeed  we've  been  in  want,  ^*c. 


•  This  tune  requires  O  to  be  added  at  the  end  of 
•aeh  of  the  loof  lines,  but  In  reading  the  umg  the  O 
Is  better  omltteo. 


In  this  hone  W«  fini  etma  togethtf, 
Where  we've  k»g  been  a  &ther  and  mither  s. 

And  tho'  not  of  stone  and  lime^ 

It  will  last  us  all  our  time ; 
And,  I  hope,  we  shall  ne'er  need  anither. 

And  tho*  not  of  stone  and  Hwte,  t^       ^  * 

And  when  we  leave  this  poor  habitation. 
We'll  depart  with  a  good  commendation  ; 
We'll  go  hand  in  hand,  I  wiss. 
To  a  better  house  than  this, 
To  make  room  for  the  next  generation. 

TTien  why  hhould  old  age  §o  muek  wound  ti% 
TAere  is  nothing  in  it  aU  to  confound  us  t 
For  how  happy  now  am  I, 
With  my  old  wife  sitting  by. 
And  our  bairns  and  our  ays  all  around  ng* 


TAK  YOUR  AULD  CLOAK  ABOUT  YB. 

A  FABT  of  this  old  song,  according  to  die 
English  set  of  it,  is  quoted  in  Shakspeare.*-^ 
Burns. 

In  winter  when  the  rain  rain'd  cauld. 

And  frost  and  snaw  on  ilka  hill. 
And  Boreas,  with  his  blasts  aae  bauld. 

Was  threat'ning  a*  our  ky  to  kill : 
Then  Bell  my  wife,  wha  loves  na  strife. 

She  said  to  me  right  hastily. 
Get  up,  goodmon,  save  Cromy's  life. 

And  tak  your  auld  cloak  about  ye. 

My  Cromie  is  an  useful  cow, 

And  she  is  come  of  a  good  kyne ; 
Aft  has  she  wet  the  bairns'  mou. 

And  I  am  laith  that  she  shou'd  tyne.  ^ 

Get  up,  goodman,  it  is  fou  time. 

The  sun  shines  in  the  lift  sae  hie ; 
Sloth  never  made  a  gracious  end. 

Go  tak  your  auld  cloak  about  ye. 

My  cloak  was  anes  a  good  grey  cloak,  . , 

When  it  was  fitting  for  my  wear ; 
But  now  it's  scantly  worth  a  groat,  v 

For  I  have  wom't  this  thirty  year ;  .  , 

Let's  spend  the  gear  that  we  have  won. 

We  little  ken  the  day  we'll  die  : 
Then  I'll  be  proud,  sinoe  I  have  sworn 

To  have  a  new  cloak  about  me. 


•  In  the  drinking  scene  in  Othello:  lago  sings,— 

King  Stephen  was  a  worthy  peer. 

His  lireeches  coa  him  but  a  crown  t 
He  held  them  sixpence  all  too  dear. 

With  that  he  called  the  taitor  lown. 
He  was  a  wight  of  high  renown. 

And  thou  art  but  of  low  degree ; 
rrit  pride  that  pulls  the  country  down. 

Then  take  thme  auld  cloak  aoout  thee. 

The  oM  song  from  which  these  stansas  were  taken 
was  recovered  by  Dr.  Percy,  and  presenrcd  by  him  tai 
his  BeUqus  ^Anelent  Podr^f. 
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Ib  dayi  wlien  our  king  Robtrt  rang. 

Hit  trewi  they  ent  bat  haff  a  crown ; 
He  iaid  they  were  a  groat  o*er  dear. 

And  call*d  the  taylor  thief  and  loun. 
He  wai  the  king  that  wore  a  crown, 

And  thou  the  man  of  laigh  d^^ree, 
*Ti8  pride  puts  a'  the  country  down, 

Sm  tak  thy  auld  cloak  about  thee. 

Every  land  haa  its  ain  laugh, 

Uk  kind  of  com  it  haa  ita  hool, 
I  think  the  warld  ii  a*  run  wrang, 

When  ilka  wife  her  man  wad  rule  ; 
Do  ye  not  aee  Rob,  Jock,  and  Hab, 

Am  they  are  girded  gallantly, 
While  I  lit  hurklen  in  the  aae ; 

m  hare  a  new  cloak  about  me. 

Goodman,  I  wate  *tis  thirty  years, 

Since  we  did  ane  anither  ken  ; 
And  we  have  had  between  us  twa. 

Of  lads  and  bonny  lasses  ten  : 
Now  they  are  women  grown  and  men, 

I  wish  and  pray  well  may  they  be ; 
And  if  you  prove  a  good  husband, 

E'en  tak  your  auld  cloak  about  ye. 

Bell  my  wife,  she  loves  na  strife  ; 

But  she  wad  guide  me,  if  she  can. 
And  to  maintain  an  easy  life, 

I  aft  maun  yield,  tho*  I'm  goo4man  ; 
Nought's  to  be  won  at  woman's  hand, 

Unless  ye  give  her  a*  the  plea ; 
Then  Fll  leave  aff  where  I  began. 

And  tak  my  auld  cloak  about  me. 


JOHNY  FAA,  OR  THE  GYPSIE 
LADDIE. 

Thx  people  in  Ayrshire  begin  this  song — 

The  gypaiea  cam  to  my  Lord  Caasilis*  yett 

Th^  have  a  great  many  more  stanzas  in  this 
ioi^  uan  I  ever  yet  saw  in  any  printed  copy. 
The  castle  ia  atiU  remaining  at  Maybole,  where 
his  lordship  abut  up  his  wayward  spouse,  and 
kept  her  fiir  life. — BuRNsi. 

Tbk  gypaiea  came  to  our  good  lord's  gate. 
And  wow  but  they  sang  sweetly  ; 

They  sang  sae  sweet,  and  soe  very  complete, 
That  down  came  the  fair  Iodic. 

Aod  she  came  tripping  down  the  stair. 

And  a*  her  maids  before  her ; 
As  soon  as  they  saw  her  weelfar'd  iooe, 

They  coost  the  glamer  o'er  her. 


'*  Gar  tak  fra  me  this  gay  mantilc. 
And  bring  to  roe  a  plaid  ie ; 

Fur  if  kith  and  kin  and  a*  had  sworn, 
1*11  fi»llow  the  gypsie  laddies 


I  lay  in  a  well-made  bed, 
And  my  good  lord  beside  me  ; 
This  night  1*11  ly  in  a  tenant's  barb. 
Whatever  shall  betide  me." 

Come  to  your  bed,  says  Johny  Fan, 
Oh  !  come  to  your  bed,  my  de^ry  ; 

For  I  vow  and  swear  by  the  hilt  of  my  sword, 
That  your  lord  shall  nae  mair  come  near  ye. 

"  1*11  go  to  bed  to  my  Johny  Faa, 

And  I'll  go  to  bed  to  my  deary ; 
For  I  vow  and  swear  by  what  pa<)t  yestreen. 

That  my  lord  shall  nae  mair  come  near  me* 

**  rU  mak  a  hap  to  my  Johny  Faa, 
And  I'll  mak  a  hap  to  my  deary  ; 

And  he*s  get  a'  the  coat  gaes  round. 

And  my  lord  shall  nae  mair  come  near  me. 

And  when  our  lord  came  home  at  e*en. 

And  speirM  for  his  &ir  lady. 
The  tane  she  cry'd,  and  the  other  reply'd, 

She's  away  wi'  the  gypsie  laddie. 

''  Gae  saddle  to  me  the  black,  black  steed, 

Gae  saddle  and  mak  him  ready ; 
Before  that  I  either  eat  or  sleep, 

I'll  gae  aeek  my  £ur  lady.** 

And  we  were  fifteen  well-made  men, 

Altho*  we  were  nae  bonny ; 
And  we  were  a*  pnt  down  far  ine, 

A  £ur  young  wanton  lady. 


TO  DAUNTON  ME. 

Thk  two  following  old  atanas  to  thia  tnao 
have  some  merit : — Burks. 

To  daunton  me,  to  dannton  me, 

0  ken  yc  what  it  is  that'll  daunton  me  ?— 
There's  eighty  eight  and  eighty  nine, 
And  a'  that  I  hae  born  sinsyne. 

There's  cess  und  press  and  Presbytrie, 

1  think  it  will  do  meikle  for  to  daunton  me. 

But  to  wanton  me,  to  wanton  me^ 

0  ken  ye  what  it  is  that  wad  wanton  me?-^ 
To  see  gude  corn  upon  the  rigs. 

And  banishment  amang  the  Whigs, 
And  right  restored  where  right  sud  be, 

1  think  it  would  do  meikle  for  to  wanton 


TO  DAUNTON  ME. 

There  is  an  old  set  of  the  song :   not  politic 
cal,  but  very  independent     It  runs  thus  : 

The  blude  red  rose  at  Yule  may  blaw, 
The  simmer  lilies  blume  in  snaw. 
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The  firoit  m&y  freeze  the  deepest  tet^ 
But  an  anld  man  shall  nerer  daanton  me. 
To  daunton  me,  and  me  sae  youngs 
Wi*  hu  fiiuse  heart  and  flatterin*  tongue. 
That  is  the  thing  ye  ne'er  shall  see» 
For  an  auld  man  &hall  never  daunton  me. 

For  a*  his  meal,  for  a*  his  maut. 
For  a*  his  fresh  beef,  and  his  saut, 
For  a*  his  gowd  and  white  monie, 
An  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me. 
To  daunton  me,  &c 

His  gear  may  buy  him  kye  and  yowes. 
His  gear  may  buy  him  gleus  and  knowes, 
But  me  he  shall  not  buy  nor  fee. 
For  an  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me. 
To  daunton  me,  &c. 

He  hirples  twa  fau'd  as  he  dow. 

Wi'  his  teethlest  gab,  and  his  bald  pow, 

And  the  rheum  rins  down  frae  his  red  blue  e*e, 

But  an  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me. 


THE  BONNIE  LASS  MADE  THE  BED 

TO  ME. 

"  The  Bonnie  Lass  made  the  Bed  to  me," 
was  composed  on  an  amour  of  Charles  IL  when 
skulking  in  the  North,  about  Aberdeen,  in  the 
time  of  the  usurpation.  He  formed  une  petite 
affaire  with  a  daughter  of  the  House  of  Port- 
letham,  who  was  the  la$»  that  made  the  bed  to 
him  .--—two  verses  of  it  are, 

I  kiss'd  her  lipe  sae  rosy  red, 

While  the  tear  stood  blinkin  in  her  e*e ; 
I  said  my  laaie  dinna  cry, 

For  ye  ay  shall  mak  the  bed  to  me. 

She  took  her  mither*s  winding  sheet, 

And  o*t  she  made  a  sark  to  me  ; 
Bl]rt]ie  and  merry  may  she  be. 

The  laM  that  made  the  bed  to  me. 

BuElfS. 


I  HAD  A  HORSE  AND  I  HAD  NAE 
MAIR. 

This  story  was  founded  on  £ict.  A  John 
Hunter,  ancestor  to  a  very  respectable  farming 
family  who  live  in  a  place  in  this  parish,  I  think, 
of  GalstoD,  called  Barr-mill,  was  the  luckless 
hero  that  had  a  horte  and  had  nae  maar.— For 
some  little  youthful  follies  he  found  it  necessary 
to  make  a  retreat  to  the  West-Highlands,  where 
hefud  himeelf  to  a  Highland  Laird^  for  that 
is  the  expression  of  all  the  oral  editions  of  the 
song  I  ever  heard.-— The  present  Mr.  Hunter, 
who  told  me  the  anecdote,  is  the  great-fmi- 
child  to  our  hero.—- BuAiia. 


I  Hao  A  hone»  and  I  bad  dm  mairy 

I  gat  him  frae  my  daddy ; 
My  purse  was  light,  and  my  batft  vsi  nira 

But  my  wit  it  was  In*  ready. 
And  sae  I  thought  me  on  a  tune^ 

Outwittens  of  my  dadtiy. 
To  fee  mysel  to  a  lawland  laird» 

Wha  had  a  bonnie  lady. 

I  wrote  a  letter,  and  thus  began, 

"  Madam,  be  not  offimded* 
Fm  o*er  the  lugs  in  love  wi*  yo«t 

And  care  not  tho*  ye  kend  it : 
For  I  get  little  frae  the  laird. 

And  far  less  frae  my  daddy. 
And  I  would  blythely  be  the  man 

Would  strive  to  please  my  lady.** 

She  read  my  letter,  and  she  leogh, 

'<  Ye  ne^lna  been  sae  blate,  man ; 
Yon  might  hae  come  to  me  yoiinal» 

And  tauld  me  o'  your  state,  maa  I 
Ye  might  hae  come  to  me  yoanel» 

Outwittens  o*  ony  body. 
And  made  John  GowhMiom  of  tht  laird, 

And  kiaa*d  his  bonnie  lady.' 


t» 


Then  she  pat  siller  in  my  purse. 

We  drank  wine  in  a  coggie ; 
She  feed  a  man  to  rub  mynorse, 

And  wow  !  but  I  was  vogie. 
Bat  I  gat  ne'er  sa  sair  a  fleg. 

Since  I  came  frae  my  daddy. 
The  laird  came,  rap  rap,  to  the  yett. 

When  I  was  wi*  his  lady. 

Then  she  pat  me  below  a  chair, 

And  happ'd  me  wi*  a  plaidie ; 
But  I  was  like  to  swarf  wi'  fiear. 

And  wish*d  me  wi*  my  daddy. 
The  laird  went  out,  he  saw  na  me, 

I  went  when  I  was  ready : 
I  promis'd,  but  I  ne'er  gade  back 

To  loss  his  bonnie  lady. 


AULD  ROBIN  GRAY. 

Tku  air  was  formerly  called  Tk*  3rid0» 
groom  gretti  wkg»  th€  nm  gaa^  down,  Tkt 
words  are  by  Ladj  Ann  Lindsay^— Beam. 


When  the  sheep  are  in  the  fonld,  and  tlit  k]^  ii 
hame, 

And  a'  the  warld  to  sleep  are  gaae ; 
The  waes  of  my  heart  fo*  in  show'rs  frae  myei^ 

When  my  gudeman  lyes  sound  by 


Yonng  Jamie  ]oo*d  me  wed,  and  he  sought  mt 
for  his  bride. 
But  saving  a  crown  he  had  naething  beside  a 
To  make  that  crofrn  •  pound,  my  Jamie  gaai 
to  sea. 
And  the  crown  and  At  pooad  wm  bailk  ftf 
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Ht  liad  BM  btoi  Awa  a  wttk  bat  only  twa. 
When  my  moHher  ibe  ftU  nek,  and  the  oow 
waa  ttomi  awa ; 

My&Atrhrakhuann,aiidmy  Jamieat  the  tea. 
And  auld  Robin  Gny  eame  a  ecmrtin^  me. 

My  fiither  eoodna  work,  and  my  mother  eondna 
spin, 
I  toU*d  day  and  night,  but  their  bread  I  oond- 
na  win; 
Anld  Rob  maintain'd  them  baith,  and  wi*  tears 
in  hitce. 
Said,  **  Jenny,  fw  tktir  takti,  O  mtrry  me.** 

My  heart  it  laid  nay,  I  look'd  for  Jamie  back. 
Bat  the  wind  it  blew  high,  and  the  ship  it 
wae  a  wrack; 

The  ihip  it  wai  a  wnck,  why  didna  Jenny  die, 
And  why  do  I  lire  to  aay,  waet  me  ? 

My  iather  aigoed  lair,  tho*  my  mither  didna 
speak. 
She  look'd  ia  my  fiiee  till  my  heart  was  like 
to  break; 
Bo  they  gi*cd  him  my  hand,  tho*  my  heart  was 
in  theaea, 
And  auld  Robin  Gray  ia  godeman  to  me. 

I  hadna  been  a  wife  a  week  but  only  four, 
When  sitting  sae  mournfully  at  the  door, 

I  saw  my  Jamie*s  wraith,  for  I  coudna  think  it  he, 
'Till  he  said,  '*  I*m  come  back  for  to  marry 
thee.'* 

0  sair  did  we  greet,  and  mickle  did  we  say. 
We  took  but  ae  kiss,  and  we  tore  ounelvea 

away, 

1  wish  I  were  dead  !  but  I'm  no  like  to  die, 

And  why  do  I  live  to  say,  waea  me  ! 

I  gang  like  a  ghaist,  and  I  carena  to  spin, 
I  dama  think  on  Jamie,  Ibr  that  wad  be  a  aio  ; 

But  ril  do  my  best  a  gudewife  to  be. 
For  auld  Robin  Gray  ia  kind  unto  me. 


UP  AND  WARN  A*  WILLIE. 

Thk  expression,  **  Up  and  umm  a*  Tf70ie,*' 
alludes  to  the  Grantara,  or  warning  of  a  High- 
land Clan  to  arms.  Not  understanding  this, 
the  Lowlanders  in  the  west  and  aouth  aay,  "  Up 
mmd  waur  them  a*,  Im^  This  edition  of  the 
aong  I  got  from  Tom  Niel,*  of  fteetioos  lame, 
in  Edinburgh. 

Upandu>ama\  WHUe^ 

Warn,  warn  a* ; 
To  hear  my  canty  Highland  mng, 
lUlaUthethinglmw,  WiUUi-^Bvwn. 


^  Tom  Nkl  was  a  carpenter  in  Edinba 
•Uefly '         •  •         -  •—  -- 


Clsrk. 


m  Nkl  was  a  carpenter  in  Idinbandi,  and  lived 
liy  makios  eollm.  He  «via  also  neeentor,  or 
In  one  of  the  ehnrehei.  He  had  a  good  strooc 
and  wai  craatir  diatliMuiihad  bv  h&iHMN«7} 


SeottialiliaOadfc 


lw»|raaUyditthyiWied  by  hfipowwsci 
andMs  hnmoroui  nuHper  or  riBfiaf  the  oM 


Wbxv  wt  gied  to  the  braei  o*  Bfar, 

And  to  the  wapon-shaw,  Willie, 
Wi*  true  design  to  serve  the  kii^ 
And  banish  whigs  awa,  Willie. 
Up  and  warn  a*,  Willie^ 
Warn,  warn  a* ; 
For  lorda  and  lairda  came  there  bedeen. 
And  won  but  they  were  Iwaw,  Willie. 

But  when  the  standard  was  set  up. 

Right  fierce  the  wind  did  blaw,  Willie ; 
The  royal  nit  upon  the  tap 

Down  to  the  ground  did  fit',  Willie. 
Up  and  warn  a',  Willie, 
Warn,  warn  a' ; 
Then  second-sighted  Sandy  aaid. 
We'd  do  nae  gude  at  a',  Willie. 

But  when  the  army  join'd  at  Perth, 

The  bravest  e'er  ye  saw,  Willie, 
We  didna  doubt  the  roguea  to  rou^ 
Restore  our  king  and  a*,  Willie. 
Up  and  warn  a*,  WUUe, 
Warn,  warn  a' ; 
The  pipera  play*d  frae  right  to  left, 
O  whirry  whigs  awa,  Willie. 

But  when  we  march'd  to  Sherra-muir, 

And  there  the  rebela  aaw,  Willie, 
Brave  Argyle  attaek'd  our  right, 
Our  flank  and  front  and  a*,  Willia. 
Up  and  warn  a*,  Willie^ 
Warn,  warn  a* ; 
Traitor  Huntly  aoon  gave  way, 
Seoforth,  St.  Clair  and  a*,  Willie. 

But  brave  Glengary  cm  oar  r%ht, 

The  rebels'  left  did  daw,  WiUie ; 
He  there  tlie  greatest  slauf^ter  made 
That  ever  Donald  aaw,  Willie. 
Up  and  warn  a*  Willie, 
Warn,  warn  a* ; 
And  Whittam  s— t  hie  breeka  fiv  lear» 
And  ftst  did  rin  awa*  Willie. 

For  he  ca'd  us  a  Highland  mob. 

And  soon  he'd  slay  ua  a*  Willie, 
But  we  chas'd  him  back  to  Stirling  brigi 
Dragoona  and  foot  and  a',  WiUie. 
Up  and  warn  a*,  Willie, 
Warn,  warn  a' ; 
At  length  we  rallied  on  a  hill. 
And  briakly  up  did  draw,  Willie. 

But  when  Argyle  did  riew  oar  line, 

And  them  in  order  aaw,  Willie^ 
He  atreight  gaed  to  Damblane  again, 
And  back  hia  left  did  draw,  Willie. 
Up  and  warn  a',  WiOk,  « 

Wam^  warn  a* ; 
Then  we  to  Auchteraider  march'd, 
To  wait  a  better  &',  Wilhe. 

Now  if  ya  apcar  wha  wan  the  day, 
rvf  tdi'd  jM  wlHl  I  wir,  Wfflk^ 
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Wt  bdth  dM  figlit  and  biiik  lUa  beat, 
And  btith  did  ria  awa,  Willie. 
Up  and  warn  a*,  Willi^    , 
Warn,  warn  a* ; 
For  aeeood-tightad  Saadk  aaid, 
We'd  do  naa  gnde  at  a*,  Willie. 


THE  BLYTHSOME  BRIDAL. 

I  rnro  tlie  Blythtonu  Bridal  in  James  Wat- 
ton's  Collection  of  Scots  Poems,  printed  at 
Edinburgh  in  1706. 

This  song  has  hnmonr  and  a  felicity  of  ex- 
pression worthy  of  Ramsay,  with  even  more 
than  his  wonted  broadness  and  sprightly  lan- 
guage. The  Witty  Catalogue  of  Names,  with 
their  Historical  Epithets,  are  done  in  the  true 
Lowland  Scottish  taste  of  an  age  ago.  when 
every  householder  was  nicknamed  either  from 
some  prominent  part  of  his  character,  person, 
or  lands  and  housen,  which  he  rented.  Thui* — 
«  Shaj»-JiUed  Rob.*  *<  Thrawn-nunCd  Rah 
o*  the  Dubg,*'  *<  Roann  Jock  C  the  Swair,'* 
'<  SUwerin'  Simmie  o'  Todehaw/*  »  Souple 
Kate  0*  J^ronffray/*  &e.  &c« — Burns. 


Ft  let  us  all  to  the  bridal, 

For  there  will  be  lilting  there ; 
For  Jockie*s  to  be  married  to  Maggie, 

The  lass  wi*  the  ganden  hair. 
And  there  will  be  lang-kail  and  pottage. 

And  bannocks  of  barley-meal, 
And  there  will  be  good  sawt  herring. 
To  relish  a  cog  of  good  ale. 
Fy  let  nt  all  to  the  bridal. 

For  there  will  be  lilting  there. 
For  Jockie*M  to  be  marry'd  to  Maggie, 
The  laee  with  the  garden  hair. 

And  there  will  be  Sandie  the  sutor. 

And  <  Will'  with  the  meikle  mow ; 
And  there  will  be  Tam  the  *  Unter,* 

With  Andrew  the  tinkler,  I  trow. 
Aod  there  will  be  bow-legged  Robbie^ 

With  thumUess  Katie's  goodman ; 
Aod  there  will  be  Une-chedEed  Dowbie, 

And  Lawrie  the  laird  of  the  land. 
FgUiusally^ 

And  there  will  be  sow-libber  Patie, 

And  plouckie-fiic'd  Wat  i*  the  mill, 
Capper-nos'd  Frande^  and  Gibbie, 

That  wons  in  the  how  of  the  hill ; 
And  there  wiU  be  Alaster  Sibbie, 

Wha  in  with  Uadc  Bcsy  did  mool. 
With  sneevling  Lillie^  and  Tibbie, 

The  lass  that  stands  aft  on  the  stool. 
F^  Ut  ut  ally  ^e. 

And  Madge  that  waa  bockled  to  Steenie, 
And  coft  him  [grayl  breeks  to  his  arse, 

*  Wha  after  was' nangit  for  stealings 
Great  bmnj  it  h^ptatd  M  want  t 


And  there  will  be  ^laed  GeordSe  Jaaann, 
And  Kirsh  wi*  the  lUv-whita  kg, 

Wha  <  gade*  to  the  soath  tor  mannsn, 
And  bang*d  up  her  wame  in  Moos  Meg. 
F^  kt  u$  all,  (fc. 

And  there  will  be  Judan  Bfadawrie, 

And  blinkin  daft  Barbra  <  Madeg.' 
Wi*  flae-lugged,  8hamy*iac'd  Lawrie* 

And  shaugy-mou*d  halueket  Meg. 
And  there  will  be  happer-ars'd  Nansy, 

And  fiury-fiu'd  Flowrie  be  name. 
Muck  Madie,  and  £it-hipped  Lisie* 

The  loss  with  the  gauden  wame 
Fg  let  ut  aU,  &c 

And  there  will  be  girn-again  Gibbie, 

With  hu  glakit  wife  Jennie  Bell, 
And  Misle^shinn'd  Muogo  Macapie, 

The  lad  that  was  skipper  himiieL 
There  lads  and  lasses  in  pearlings 

Will  feast  in  the  heart  of  the  ha*,- 
On  sybows,  and  ryfarts,  and  carlings. 

That  are  baith  sodden  and  raw. 
FgletruaU,^ 

And  there  will  be  fadges  and  braeben. 

With  fuuth  of  good  g8pp<^  of  skale, 
Pow-sodie,  and  drammock,  and  erowdie. 

And  caliour  nout-feet  in  a  plate ; 
And  there  will  be  partans  and  bnckiasb 

Speldens  and  whjrtens  enew, 
And  tinged  sheep-heads,  and  a  haggiie* 

And  scadlips  to  sup  till  ye  spew. 
FyUtnsall,  ^. 

And  there  will  be  lapper*d-milk  kebbuek^ 

And  sowens,  and  fiirlee,  and  b^N* 
With  swats,  and  well-scraped  paunches, 

And  brandy  in  stoops  and  in  caps : 
And  there  will  be  meal-kail  and  **fmiwkf^ 

With  skink  to  sup  till  ye  rive ; 
And  rosts  to  rost  on  a  brander. 

Of  flouks  that  were  taken  aUve. 
FyktntoB,^ 

Scrapt  haddodcs,  wilks,  dilse,  and  taiiglaa» 

And  a  mill  of  good  snishing  to  prie ; 
When  weary  with  eating  and  drialdBg, 
We*ll  rise  up  and  daiMe  till  we  die. 
Then /yhtiu€dl  to  the  bridal. 

For  there  wtff  be  tOtmg  there  ; 
For  Joekie*$  to  be  marrfd  to  Maggy, 
The  la89  with  the  gmiden  hair. 


O  CAN  YE  LABOUR  LEA,  YOUNG 
MAN. 

Trii  aong  haa  U»g  been  known  among  thii 
inhabitanta  of  Nithsdalo  and  GaDoway,  wbcra 
it  ia  a  great  finronrite.  The  first  tana  dwaU 
be  raatwid  to  Hi  or%iail  ilila* 
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BURNS'  WORKS. 


I  fwan  t  lad  at  Boodwnait, 

Wi*  nllar  penniaf  three ; 
Whan  be  camehoBieat  Martunnaay 

He  eonld  naa  labour  ka. 

0  canna  ye  labour  lea,  young  lad, 
O  canna  ye  labour  lea  ? 

ludt^d,  quo'  be,  nay  band's  out—    • 
An*  up  bia  graitb  packed  he. 

Tbi»  old  way  is  the  truest,  for  the  tenm, 
Unoflmau  is  the  hiring  £tir,  and  HaUowmatM 
Hiejirst  of  the  half  year. — ^Bukns. 

1  FEED  a  man  at  Martinmass, 

Wi'  arle-pennies  three ; 
But  a*  the  faute  I  had  to  hiin, 

He  could  nae  labour  lea. 
O  can  ye  labour  Ita^  ynuntf  man^ 

O  can  ye  labour  Uaf 
Gae  back  the  gate  ye  canie  ugainf 
Ytie  never  neurn  me, 

O  clapp'in*s  guile  in  Febarn-ar, 

An*  kisi|in«  nweet  in  May  ; 
But  what  signifies  a  young  nian*s  lore 

An*t  dinna  la»t  for  ay. 
O  can  ye,  Sfc. 

O  kissin  is  the  key  of  luve. 

An  clappin  is  the  lock, 
An'  roakin-ofs  the  best  thing 

That  e'er  a  young  thing  got. 
O  can  ye,  ^ 


IN  THE  GARB  OF  OLD  GAUL. 

This  tune  was  the  composition  of  General 
Reid.  and  called  by  him  TAe  Highland,  or  I2d 
JiepimeHt*8  2darch,  The  words  are  by  Sir 
Harry  Erskine..— Bdkns. 

In  the  garb  of  old  Gaul,  wi*  the  fire  of  old 

Rome, 
From  the  beath-oover*d  mountains  of  Scotia  we 

come. 
Where  the  Romans  endeavour'd  our  country  to 

gain. 
But  our  aooestora  fought,  and  they  fought  not 
in  vain. 
Such  our  lam  ofUberty,  our  country,  and 

ourktwi, 
Thai  like  our  aneuion  of  old,  we  ttand 

by  Frttdam*9  caute  ; 
We'll  bravely  fight  like  heroei  bold,  for 

honour  and  applause. 
And  defy  the  Frtnek,  with  aB  their  art, 
to  edter  our  laws, 

Vo  eflbminate  eustoma  our  aincwt  unbrace, 

No  luxurious  tables  enenrate  our  race. 

Our  loud-soandinf  pipe  bean  the  true  martial 

ittaiiif 
$•  do  Wf  the  old  Scottish  TaloorvitauL 


We're  tail  at  the  oak  on  the  mount  of  the  vale, 
As  swift  as  the  roe  which  the  hound  doth  assailt 
As  the  fiiU-moon  in  autumn  «ur  shields  do  ap- 
pear, 
Bfinerra  would  dread  to  encounter  our  spear. 

Suck  our  love,  8rc, 

As  a  storm  in  the  ocean  when  Boreas  blows. 
So  are  we  enrag'd  when  we  rush  on  our  foes  ; 
We  sons  of  the  mountains,  tremendous  as  rocks. 
Dash  the  force  of  our  foes  with  our  thundering 
strokes. 

Such  our  love,  jfc. 

Quebec  and  Cape  Breton,  the  pride  of  old 
France, 

In  their  troops  fondly  boasted  till  we  did  ad- 
vance; 

But  when  our  daymorcs  they  saw  us  produce, 

Their  courage  did  foil,  and  they  sued  for  a  truce. 

Suck  our  love,  jpc. 


In  our  realm  may  the  fury  of  foction  long 
May  our,  councils  be  wise,  and  our  conuneroe 

increase; 
And  in  Scotia's  cold  climate  may  each  of  us  find. 
That  our  friends  still  prove  true,  and  our  beau- 
ties prove  kind. 
JTun  we*U  defend  our  liberty,  our  country, 

and  our  laws. 
And  teack  our  late  powttrity  to  fight  m 

FreedoaCe  eaute, 
TTkat  tkey  like  our  anceetore  bold,  ^c 


WOO*D  AND  MABRI£D  AND  A*. 

Woo*d  and  married  tand  a\ 
Woo*d  and  nutrried  and  a*. 

Was  she  not  very  weel  aff. 

Was  u:oo*d  and  married  and  a*  / 

The  bride  came  out  o*  the  byn^ 

And  O  as  she  dighted  her  cheeks, 
"  Sirs,  I'm  to  be  married  the  night. 

And  bos  nouther  blanket  nor  aheeti ; 
Has  nouther  blankets  nor  sheets 

Nor  scarce  a  coverlet  too ; 
The  bride  that  has  a*  to  borrow. 

Has  e'en  right  meikle  ado." 

Who'd  and  married,  ffc. 

Out  spake  the  bride's  fother, 

As  he  came  in  firae  the  pleugh, 
*<  O  had  yere  tongue,  my  daughter, 

And  yese  get  gear  enough ; 
The  stirk  that  standa  i*  the  tether. 

And  our  bra'  baain'd  yade. 
Will  carry  ye  hame  yere  com ; 

What  wad  ye  be  at  ye  jade  ?" 

iVoo*d  aid  married,  jre* 

Outspake  the  bride's  mither, 
«  What  d«l  need!  ft*  thii  frido  ? 


^     ■» 
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I  IumI  Bfts  a  plack  in  my  pooch 

TKtt  night  I  was  a  bride ; 
My  gown  was  linsy-wooJsy, 

And  ne*er  a  sark  avo, 
And  ye  hae  ribbons  and  buakint 

Mair  than  ane  or  twa.*' 

Wood  and  married^  tfc, 

"  What's  the  matter  ?**  quo'  Willie, 

**  Tho*  we  be  scant  o*  claiths. 
We'll  creep  the  nearer  thegither, 

And  we'll  smoor  a*  the  fleas  ; 
Simmer  is  coming  on, 

And  we'll  get  teats  o'  woo ; 
And  we'll  get  a  lass  o'  our  ain, 

And  she'll  spin  claiths  anew." 

Woo'd  and  marriedf  jpc 

Outspake  the  bride's  brither. 

As  he  came  in  wi'  the  kye, 
"  Puir  WUlie  had  ne'er  hae  U'en  ye, 

Had  he  kent  ye  as  weel  as  I ; 
For  you're  baith  proud  and  saucy. 

And  no  for  a  puir  man's  wife. 
Gin  I  canna  get  a  better, 

I'se  never  take  ane  i*  my  life.' 

Woo*d  and  marriedf  Jrc. 

Outspake  the  bride's  sister, 

As  she  came  in  frae  the  byre, 
"  O  gin  I  were  but  married. 

It's  a'  that  I  desire ; 
But  we  puir  fulk  maun  live  »iugle, 

Aud  do  the  best  we  can  ; 
I  dinna  care  what  I  should  want. 
If  I  could  but  get  a  man." 
Woo'd  and  married  and  a*, 

Woo*d  and  married  and  a', 
Was  $he  not  very  weel  aff, 

Was  woo'd  and  married  and  a*. 


%t 


THE  FL#WERS  OF  THE  F#REST. 

A  succESsruL  imitation  of  an  old  song  is 
really  attended  with  len  difficulty  than  to  con- 
vince a  blockhead  that  one  of  these  jeK  cTespriU 
is  a  forgery.  This  fine  ballad  is  even  a  more 
palpable  imitation  than  Hardiknute,  The 
manners  indeed  arc  old,  but  the  language  is  of 
yesterday.  Its  author  must  very  soon  be  dis- 
covered.— Bur  k  s. 

BT  JAKE  ELMOT. 

I've  heard  a  lilting 
At  the  ewes  milking. 
Lasses  a*  lilting  before  the  break  o*  day, 
But  now  I  hear  moaning 
On  ilka  green  loaning. 
Since  our  brave  forresters  are  a*  wed  swty. 

At  bochts  in  the  morning 
^M  Uythc  ladi  aif 


The  lasses  are  Umdy,  dmrlt  aal  WU : 

Nae  daffin,  nae  gabbing, 

But  sighing  and  sabbiog, 

Ilk  ane  lifts  her  leglin,  and  hica  htr  KWaf, 

At  e'en  in  the  gloming 
Nae  swankies  are  roaming, 
'Mang  stacks  with  the  lasws  at  bogla  to  pl^  | 
For  ilk  ane  sits  drearie. 
Lamenting  her  dearie. 
The  flow'rs  o*  the  forest  wh'  are  a'  wad'awiy. 

In  har'st  at  the  shearing 
Nae  blythe  lads  are  jeering. 
The  Bansters  are  lyart,  and  runkltd,  and  frty  i 
At  fairs  nor  at  preaching, 
Nae  wooing,  nae  fleeching. 
Since  our  bra  foresters  are  a'  wed  away. 

O  dule  for  the  order  ! 
Sent  our  bds  to  tlie  border  ! 
The  English  for  anes,  by  guile  wan  the  day  : 
The  flow'rs  of  the  forest 
Wha  aye  shone  tlie  foremost. 
The  prime  of  the  land  lie  canld  in  the  clay. 


THE  FLOWERS  OP  THE  FOREST. 

BY  31HK.  COCKBUEK. 

I've  seen  the  smiling  of  fortune  begoilingy 
I've  tasted  her  favours,  and  felt  her  daeqr  | 

Sweet  is  her  blessing,  and  kind  her  ririaiing. 
But  soon  it  is  fled — it  is  fled  far  away. 

I've  seen  the  forest  adorned  of  the  foremoat. 
With  flowers  of  the  fairmtf  both  pleasant  and 
gay: 
Full  sweet  was  their  blooming,  their  acent  the 
air  perfuming. 
But  now  they  are  wither'd,  and  a*  wede  awM. 

I've  seen  the  morning,  with  gold  the  hiUs  »• 
doming. 
And  the  red  storm  roaring,  be&lrt  the  partiaf 
day; 
I've  seen  Tweed's  silver  streams,  glittering  in 
the  sunny  beams, 
Turn  drumly  and  dark,  as  they  rolled  on  their 
way. 

O  fickle  fortune  i  why  this  cmel  sporting  ? 
Why  thus  perplex  us  poor  eona  of  a  day  ? 
Thy  frowns  cannot  fear  ane,  thy  milii  onaot 
cheer  me, 
Sinee  the  flowers  of  the  fbmt  lit  «'  widt 
awae. 


in 


BURNS*  WORKS. 


TIBBIE  DUNBAR. 

-"JohBDyM'OUL'* 


This  taut  it  ttid  to  be  the  composition  of 
Ukn  M'OOI,  ftddler,  in  Oinran.  He  called  it 
after  kit  own  name. — Bceks. 

O,  WttJt  ihoa  pi  wi*  me,  tweet  Tibbie  Dunbar  ; 

O,  wilt  thott  go  wi*  me,  tweet  Tibbie  Dan- 
bar; 
Wilt  ihoa  ridt  on  a  horte,  or  be  drawn  in  a  car, 

Or  walk  by  my  aide,  O  t%veet  Tibbie  Dunbar  ? 

I  carena  tby  daddie,  hit  landt  and  hit  money, 
I  eartnt  thy  kin,  tae  high  and  lae  lordly  : 

Bat  tay  thon  wilt  hae  me  fur  better  for  w'aur, 
And  eome  in  thy  ooatie,  sweet  Tibbie  Dun- 
bar! 


,  THIS  IS  NO  MINE  AIN  HOUSE. 

Ths  firtt  half  ttanza  is  old,  the  re^t  is  Ram- 
Ity'i.    The  old  wordt  are : — Burns. 

O  TKifl  it  no  mine  kin  houtc, 

My  ain  house,  my  ain  house ; 
Tkit  it  no  mine  ain  house, 

I  ken  by  the  biggin  o't. 

There's  bread  and  cheese  are  my  door-cheeks. 
Are  my  door-cheekt,  are  my  door-cheeks  ; 

There't  bread  and  chene  are  my  door -cheeks ; 
And  pan-caket  the  riggin  o't. 

Thia  it  no  my  ain  wean. 

My  ain  wean,  my  ain  wean ; 
ThSt  it  DO  my  ain  wean, 

I  ken  by  the  greetie  o*t. 

m  tak  the  curchie  aff  my  head, 

Aff  my  head,  aff  my  head ; 
m  tak  the  curchie  aff  my  head. 

And  row't  about  the  feetie  o't. 

The  tone  it  an  old  Highland  air,  called  Shuan 
ItmM  wUUghan, 


\  THE  OABERLUNZIE-MAN. 

Ths  Oaberlunxie-Man  is  supposed  to  com- 
memorate an  intrigue  of  James  the  Fifth.  Mr. 
Callander  of  Craigforth,  publii*hed  some  years 
ago,  an  edition  of  Christ*s  Kirk  on  the  Green, 
and  the  Gaherlunzie-Man,  with  notes  critical 
and  historical.  James  the  Fifth  is  said  to  have 
been  food  of  Gosford,  in  Abcrlady  Parish,  and 
that  it  was  suspected  by  his  cotemporaries,  that 
in  his  frequent  excursions  to  that  part  of  the 
country  he  had  other  purposes  in  view  betides 
|«lftng  and  archery.     Three  fiiYOuritc  tediet. 


Sandilandt,  Weir,  aAd  Oliphant,  (one  of  than 
resided  at  Gosford,  and  the  othen  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood), were  occasionally  visited  by  dMir 
royal  and  gallant  admirer,  which  gave  rise  to 
the  following  satirical  advice  to  his  Majesty, 
from  Sir  David  Lindsay,  of  the  Mount,  Lord 
Lyon. 

Sow  not  your  seed  on  Sandykmdg, 
Spend  not  your  strenf^th  in  Wdr, 
And  ride  not  on  an  ElephanU 
For  spoiling  o*  your  gear.— Buairt. 


TiiK  pawk)'  auld  carle  came  oVr  the  lee, 
Wi*  roaoy  good  e'ens  and  rial's  to  me. 
Saying,  Goodwife,  fur  your  courtesie, 

Will  ye  lodge  a  silly  poor  man  ! 
The  night  was  c^uld,  the  carle  was  wat. 
And  down  ayont  the  ingle  he  sat  ; 
My  daughter's  shoulders  he  *gan  to  clap» 

And  codgily  ranted  and  sang. 

O  wow  !  quo*  he,  were  I  as  irret 
As  first  when  I  saw  this  country. 
How  blyth  and  merry  wad  I  be  ! 

And  I  wad  never  think  lang. 
He  grew  canty,  and  she  grew  fain ; 
But  little  did  her  auld  minnv  ken 
What  thir  slee  twa  togither  were  tay*n. 

When  wooing  they  were  sae  thrang. 

And  O !  quo*  he»  ann  ye  were  as  black 
As  e'er  the  crown  of  my  dady*s  hat, 
*Tis  I  wad  lay  thee  by  my  back. 

And  awa'  wi*  me  thou  shou'd  gang. 
And  O  !  quo*  she,  ann  I  were  as  white^ 
As  e'er  the  snaw  lay  on  the  dike, 
rd  dead  me  braw,  and  lady  like, 

And  awa'  with  thee  I'd  gang. 

Between  the  twa  was  made  a  plot ; 
They  raise  awee  before  the  cock. 
And  wilily  they  shot  the  lock. 

And  fast  to  the  bent  are  they  gana. 
Up  the  mom  the  auld  wife  raise, 
And  at  her  leisure  put  on  her  claitt ; 
Syne  to  the  servant's  bed  she  gaes. 

To  speer  for  the  silly  poor  man.^ 

She  gaed  to  the  bed  where  the  b^gar  lay. 
The  strae  w^as  cauld,  he  was  away, 
She  clapt  her  hand,  cry'd  Waladay, 

For  some  of  our  gear  will  be  gane. 
Some  ran  to  coffers,  and  some  to  kistt. 
But  nought  was  stown  that  cou'd  be  miat. 
She  danc'd  her  lane,  cry'd.  Praise  ba  bleat, 

I  have  lodg*d  a  leal  poor  man. 

Since  nathing's  awa*,  at  we  can  leam. 
The  kirn's  to  kirn,  uid  milk  to  earn, 
Grae  butt  the  house,  last,  and  wakea  my  bftirflf 
Afid  bid  her  conoe  quickly  ben* 
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^t\»  wnraat  ^u  wbere  die  dangliter  Uj, 
The  sheetn  was  cauld,  the  was  airay, 
And  £ut  to  her  (root! wife  gun  tay. 
She's  aff  with  the  Gabcffluoiie-inaii. 

O  fy  gar  ride,  aorl  f)*  gtr  rin. 

And  haste  ye  find  these  tray  ton  again ; 

For  she*s  be  burnt,  and  he*s  be  slain, 

The  wcarifu'  Gaberlansie-nian. 
8ome  rade  upo*  hone,  some  ran  a  fit. 
The  wife  was  wood,  and  out  o*  her  wit : 
She  cou'd  na  fang,  nor  yet  &>u*d  she  sit, 

But  ay  she  cunM  and  she  ban*d. 

Mean  time  for  hind  out  o*cr  the  K^s, 

Fu'  snug  in  a  glen,  where  nane  couM  •et, 

The  twa,  with  kindly  sport  and  glee, 

Cut  frae  a  new  cheese  a  whang  :    < 
The  priving  was  good,  it  pleas'd  them  baith, 
To  lo'e  her  for  ay,  he  gae  her  his  aith ; 
Quo*  she,  to  leave  thee  I  will  be  kith. 

My  winsome  Gaberlnnsie-man. 

O  kend  my  minny  I  were  wi*  yon, 
lllsardly  wad  she  crook  her  mou. 
Sic  a  poor  man  she*d  never  trow, 

Afiter  the  Gaberlunsie-man. 
My  dear,  quo*  he,  ye*re  yet  o*er  young. 
And  ha'  nae  lear*d  the  beggar's  tongue. 
To  CbUow  me  frae  town  to  town, 

And  carry  the  Gaberlumie  on. 

Wi*  eank  and  keel  1*11  win  your  bread. 
And  apbdles  and  whorles  for  them  whii  need, 
Whilk  is  a  gentle  trade  indeed, 

To  carry  the  Gaberlnntie — O. 
rU  bow  my  leg,  and  crook  my  knee, 
And  draw  a  black  clout  o'er  my  eye, 
A  cripple  or  blind  they  will  ca*  me, 

While  we  shall  be  merry  and  aing. 


JONNIE  COUP. 

ThU  Mtirieal  Mmg  wis  compoaed  to  eomroe- 
morate  General  Cope's  defeat  at  Preston-Pant, 
ia  1746,  when  he  tqarched  against  the  clans. 

The  air  was  the  tune  of  an  oM  song,  of  which 
I  have  beard  some  verses^  but  now  only  remem- 
ber the  title,  which  was, 

Will  ye  go  to  the  coals  in  the  morning. 

BuKMf. 


Cour  tent  a  letter  frae  Dnnbar, 

Charlie,  meet  me  an  ye  dare. 

And  ni  learn  you  the  art  of  war. 

If  yonll  meet  wi'  me  in  the  morning. 

JSTcy  Jamnk  Coupf  art  ye  waking  p§i  f 
Or  an  pomr  dnmu  ojleaHnff  p§if 
Jff'yt  wtrt  waMmg  Iwm*d  waU 

To^m$t9  th$  99Qk  i*  lA«  immttfi 


When  Charlie  lodk'd  the  letter  upoo* 
He  drew  his  sword  the  scabbard  from,    ' 
Come  follow  me,  my  merry  merry  men. 
And  we*il  meet  wi'  Coup  i'  the  morning. 
JBey  Jonnie  Coup,  jpe. 

Now,  Jonnie,  be  aa  good  aa  your  word. 
Come  let  us  try  both  fire  and  aword. 
And  dinna  rin  awa*  like  a  frighted  binU 
That's  chas'd  frae  it's  nest  in  the  momiBf  • 
Hey  JonmU  Ompf  fre. 

When  Jonnie  Coup  he  heard  of  this. 
He  thought  it  wadna  be  amiss 
To  hae  a  horse  in  readiness. 
To  flie  awa*  i*  the  morning. 

Hty  Jontdt  Catip,  |n& 

Fy  now  Jonnie  get  up  and  rin, 
The  HighUnd  bagpipes  makea  a  din. 
It's  best  to  sleep  in  a  hale  skin. 
For  'twill  be  a  bluddie  momiag. 

Hey  JonmU  (Hup,  |n& 

When  Jonnie  Coup  to  Berwick  caac^ 
They  spear'd  at  him,  where'a  a*  your  moy 
The  deil  confound  me  gin  I  ken» 
For  I  left  them  a*  i*  tlw  morning. 

£t«y  JcmmU  CoSpf  |n& 

Now,  Jonnie,  trouth  ye  waa  ba  blati^ 
To  come  wi'  the  news  o*  your  aia  djfcrti' 
And  leave  your  men  in  aic  a  atrait, 
So  early  In  the  morning. 

Hey  Jomme  Cot^  fv. 

Ah !  faith,  eo*  Jonnie^  1  got  a  flag. 
With  their  claymores  and  phihbega* 
If  I  free  them  again,  deil  break  my  kg% 
So  I  wish  you  a  good  momiiw. 

Hey  Jonnie  &t^,  fre. 


A  WAUKRIFE  MINNIE. 


I  ncxiD  up  thia  old  tong  and 
country  girl  in  Nithsdale.--I 
elsewhere  in  Scotland. — ^Buaira. 


WirAEt  are  you  gaoa,  my  bonnia  laM^ 
Where  are  jrou  gaaoy  my  hi«««f^ 

She  answer*d  me  right  aaudlia^ 
An  errand  for  my  mi  »■*!■- 

O  where  live  ye,  my  bonnia  hm, 
O  where  live  ye,  my  hinnieb 

By  yon  bum-side,  gin  ye  nuua  Ibh^ 
la  a  wee  house  wi*  my 


A 


But  I  foor  up  the  ^  at  am, 
To  aea  my  bonnia  Ihm  ) 

And  laag  before  the  gngr 
ShoWMMbMfiii 
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O  wetry  fa*  the  wtnlcrlfe  eoeic, 
And  the  fomnurt  lay  hit  erawia  ! 

He  waukaa'd  the  anld  wifr  frae  her  ilMp, 
A  WW  blink  or  the  dawin. 

An  angry  wifie  I  wat  the  raise. 
And  o*er  the  bed  the  bronght  her ; 

And  wi'  a  mickle  hasle  rung 

She  made  her  a  weel  pay  d  dochter. 

O  f<&re  thee  weel,  my  bonnie  Um  ! 

O  fiue  thee  wed,  my  hinnie  ! 
Thoa  art  a  gay  and  a  bonnie  liei. 

But  thon  hast  a  waukrife  minnie.* 


TULLOCHGORUM. 

Tbii,  firtt  of  ioi^  in  the  matter-pieoe  of 
my  old  friend  Skinner.  He  was  passing  the  dty 
at  the  town  of  Ellon,  I  think  it  wo*,  in  a  friend*s 
boose  whose  name  was  Montgomery. — ^Mrs. 
Montgomery  observing,  en  poMsant,  that  the 
beantifnl  reel  of  Tuttochfforum  wanted  words, 
she  begged  them  of  Mr.  Skinner,  who  gratified 
her  wishes,  and  the  wishes  of  every  lover  of 
Scottith  eong,  in  this  most  excellent  ballad. 

These  particolars  1  had  from  the  author's 
son,  Bishc^  Skinner,  at  Aberdeen. — Burns. 

Come  gie*s  a  sang,  Montgomery  cry'd, 
And  lay  your  disputes  all  aside. 
What  siraifies't  for  folks  to  chide 

For  what  was  done  before  them  : 
Let  Whig  and  Tory  all  agree, 

Whig  and  Tory,  Whig  and  Tory, 
Whig  and  Tory  all  agree, 

Tu  drop  their  Whig-mig-morum. 
Let  Whig  and  Tory  all  agree 
To  vpend  the  night  wi*  mirth  and  glee. 
And  cheerful  sing  alang  wi'  me. 

The  Reel  o*  TuUochgorum. 

O,  Tullochgorum*s  my  delight, 
It  gars  us  a*  in  ane  unite. 
And  ony  sumph  that  keeps  up  spite, 
In  conscience  I  abhor  him  : 
For  blythe  and  cheerie  we'll  be  a*, 

Biythe  and  cheerie,  blythe  and  cheerie, 
Blythe  and  cheerie  we'll  be  a*. 
And  make  a  happy  quorum. 
Fur  blythe  and  cheerie  we'll  be  a*. 
As  lang  as  we  hae  breath  to  draw. 
And  dance  till  we  be  like  to  fa* 

The  Reel  o*  TuUochgorum. 


e  The  peasantry  have  a  vene  superior  to  sorne  of 
those  recovered  by  Burns,  whidi  U  worthy  of  notice. 

"  O  though  thy  hair  wu  gowden  weft. 

An'  thy  lips  o'  drapplng  hhmie. 
Thou  hak  gotten  the  dog  that  winna  ding 

for  If  you're  waukrife  ninnk.'* 


What  needs  there  be  Me  great  a  £raiffl« 
Wi'  dringing  dnll  Italian  lays, 
I  wadna  gie  our  ain  Strathspeys 

For  half  a  bunder  score  o*  them* 
They're  dowf  and  dowie  at  the  best, 
Dowf  and  dowie,  dowf  and  dowie, 
Dowf  and  dowie  at  the  best, 

Wi'  a*  their  variorum ; 
They're  dowf  and  dowie  at  the  best. 
Their  allegroa  and  a'  the  rest. 
They  caniui  please  a  Scotch  taste, 

Compar'd  wi'  Tullochgomm. 

Let  warldly  worms  their  minds  opprea 
Wi'  fears  o'  want  and  double  cess. 
And  sullen  sots  themsells  distress 
Wi'  keeping  up  decorum : 
Shall  we  sae  sour  and  sulky  sit. 

Sour  and  sulky,  sour  and  sulky. 
Sour  and  sulky  shall  we  sit 
Like  old  philosophorum ! 
Shall  we  sae  sour  and  sulky  sit, 
Wi'  neither  sense,  nor  mirth,  nor  wit. 
Nor  ever  try  to  shake  a  fit 

To  the  Reel  o'  Tullochgomm  ? 

May  choicest  blessings  ay  attend 
Each  honest,  open-hearted  friend, 
And  calm  and  quiet  be  his  end. 

And  a'  that's  good  watch  o'er  him ; 
May  peace  and  plenty  be  his  lot. 

Peace  and  plenty,  peace  and  plenty. 
Peace  and  plenty  be  his  lot. 

And  dainties  a  great  store  o*  them ; 
May  peace  and  plenty  be  his  lot, 
Un»tain*d  by  any  vicious  spot. 
And  may  he  never  want  a  groat. 

That's  fond  o'  Tullochgomm ! 

But  for  the  sullen  frumpish  fool. 
That  loves  to  be  oppresuion's  tool. 
May  envy  gnaw  his  rotten  soul, 

Aud  discontent  devour  him ; 
May  dool  and  sorrow  be  his  chance, 
Dool  and  sorrow,  dool  and  sorrow, 
Dool  and  sorrow  be  his  chance. 

And  nane  say,  wae's  me  for  him  ! 
May  dool  and  sorrow  be  his  chance, 
Wi'  a'  the  ilb  that  come  frae  Franee, 
Wha  e'er  he  be  that  winna  dance 

The  Reel  o*  Tullochgomm. 


JOHN  O'  BADENYON. 

This  excellent  song  is  also  the  compotitioa 
of  my  worthy  friend,  old  Skinner,  at  Linahartt 
— Burns. 

Whkn  first  I  cam  to  be  a  man 

Of  twenty  years  or  so, 
I  thought  myself  a  handsome  yontfaf 
And  £un  the  workl  wooU  know  | 


^ 
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la  b«t  altira  I  ttepl  abroad, 

With  spirits  bri«k  and  gay, 
And  hera  and  than  and  eTcry  whart 

Waa  like  a  mom  in  May ; 
>'o  care  I  had  oor  fear  of  wan^ 

But  rambled  up  and  down, 
And  for  a  beau  I  might  havt  paat 

In  country  or  in  town  ; 
I  still  waa  pleas'd  where'er  I  want* 

And  when  I  was  alou^ 
I  tun'd  my  pipe  and  pleoa'd  myaelf 

Wi*  John  o'  Badenyon. 

Now  in  the  daya  of  yonthful  prime 

A  mistress  I  must  find, 
For  love^  I  heard,  gave  one  an  air, 

And  ev'n  improved  the  mind  : 
On  Phillis  fair  above  the  rest 

Kind  fortune  fixt  my  eyes, 
Her  piercing  baauty  atmck  my  heart, 

And  she  became  my  choice ; 
To  Cupid  now  with  hearty  prayer 

I  offi;r*d  many  a  vow ; 
And  danc*d  and  sang,  and  sigh*d,  and 

As  other  k>vera  do ; 
But,  when  at  last  I  breath*d  my  flama^ 

I  found  her  cold  as  stone  ; 
I  left  the  girl,  and  tua*d  my  pipo 

To  John  o'  Badenvon. 


'\\'hcn  love  had  thus  my  heart  beguiled 

With  foolish  hopes  and  vain ; 
TofriencUhip*g  port  I  steerM  my  ooune^ 

And  hugh'd  at  lovers*  paiu  ; 
A  friend  I  got  by  lucky  chance, 

'Tu'as  something  like  diviue, 
An  honest  friend'^  u  precious  gif^ 

And  such  a  gift  was  mine  ; 
And  now  whatever  might  betide, 

A  happy  man  was  I, 
Jn  any  strait  I  knew  to  whom 

I  freely  might  apply ; 
A  strait  soon  came  :   :ny  friend  I  try*d ; 

He  hoard,  and  spurn'd  my  moan ; 
I  hy'd  me  home,  and  tun*d  my  pipe 

To  John  o'  Badenvon. 

Methought  I  should  be  wiser  next, 

And  would  a  patriot  turn, 
Began  to  doat  on  Johnny  Wilkes, 

And  cry  up  Panton  Ilorne.* 
Their  manly  spirit  I  adniir'd. 

And  praia*d  their  noble  leal, 
Who  had  with  flaming  tongue  and  pen 

Maintain'd  the  public  weal ; 
But  e*er  a  month  or  two  had  past» 

I  fonnd  myself  betray *d, 
*Twaa  self  wad  parti/  after  all» 

For  a*  the  stir  they  made ; 
At  last  I  saw  th*.-  factious  knaves 

Insult  the  very  throne, 
I  cuni*d  them  a',  and  tua*d  my  pipe 

To  John  0*  Badenyon. 


What  next  to  do  I  mnt'd  a  wkSk, 

Still  hoping  to  succeed, 
I  pitch*d  on  booka  for  compenyy 

And  gravely  try*d  to  reaid : 
I  bought  and  borrow*d  every  whei^ 

And  study*d  night  and  day, 
Nor  miss*d  what  dean  or  doctor  wrote 

That  happened  in  my  way : 
Philosophy  I  now  esteem'd 

The  ornament  of  youth. 
And  carefully  through  many  a  pafe 

I  hunted  after  truth. 
A  thousand  various  schemes  I  try'd* 

And  yet  vtm  pleas'd  with  none, 
I  threw  them  by,  and  tun'd  my  pipe 

To  John  o'  Budvnyou. 

And  now  ye  youngsters  every  where. 

That  wibh  to  mike  a  show. 
Take  heed  in  time,  nor  fondly  hope 

For  happiness  below ; 
What  you  may  fancy  pleasure  here. 

Is  but  an  empty  name. 
And  girU,  wadfriendM,  and  hooki,  and  M^ 

You'll  find  them  all  the  same ; 
Then  be  advised  and  warning  take 

From  such  a  man  as  me ; 
Fm  neither  Pope  nor  Cardinal, 

Nor  one  of  high  degree ; 
You*ll  meet  displeasure  every  when  ^ 

Then  do  as  I  have  done, 
£*en  tune  your  pipe  and  pleaae  youiidra 

With  John  o'  Badenyon. 


THE  LAIRD  OF  COCKPEN. 

Herk  is  a  verse  of  this  lively  old  long  that 
used  to  be  sung  after  thete  printed 

BUEVS. 


O,  WHA  has  lien  wi*  our  Lord  yeatreen  ? 
O,  wha  has  lien  wi*  our  Lord  yestreen  ? 
In  his  soft  down  bed,  O,  twa  fowk  were  the 
An*  where  lay  the  chamber  maid, 
treen? 


•  This  sooc  was  composed  when  WUka^  Home, 
1^  wen  maUDg  a  noiie  akeac  lltarty. 


COCKPEN. 

O,  WREir  she  came  ben  ahe  bobbed  Ai*  laWf 
O,  when  she  came  ben  she  bobbed  fu*  law. 
And  when  she  came  ben  she  kiaa*d  Cockpo^ 
And  syne  deny*d  she  did  it  at  a*. 

And  was  na  Cockpen  right  aancie  with  a'» 
And  was  na  Cockpen  right  aaucie  with  a*» 
In  leaving  the  daughter  of  a  Lord, 
And  kissin  a  collier  laaaiot  an*  a*  ? 


O  never  look  down  my  Uaaie,  at  a  » 
O  never  look  down  my  Uano,  at  a'» 
Thy  lipe  are  aa  aweet,  and  thy  figon 
At  the  fioMi  dame  In  caatia  or  M*« 
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no*  tlum  Im  Bit  •&  tad  koOnd  im  uda*, 
Tho*  thou  htt  nae  nlk  and  hoOand  ne  nui*, 
Thf  ooit  and  thy  nric  an  thy  ain  handj-wirky 
And  Lady  Jean  waa  nerer  lae  braw ! 


CA*  THB  SWEi  TO  TflE  XKOWK& 


Tbu  beiBti&d  aoi«  ia  ia  iIm  trat  all  Saaldi 
taate,  y«t  I  do  Bot  kaoir  tiiat  aitte  air  • 
in  print  bcfiire.— Bunira. , 


TBf  fellowiag  wt  of  Ukit  aong  ia  noir  ▼ay 
common.  It  it  aacribad  to  the  authoraa  of  tha 
Bovd  of  *<  Marriage : 


.»» 


THE  LAIRD  OF  COCKPEN. 


The  Laird  of  Cockpca* 

Ths  Laird  o*  Cockpen,  he  it  proud  an*  he*i 

great; 
Hia  mind  it  ta'en  up  wi*  the  diingt  c^the  state : 
Ha  wanted  a  wife  hit  braw  home  to  keep  ; 
Bat  fiivoar  wi*  wooin*  was  fiishiout  to  seek. 

Down  by  the  dyke-aide  a  Uidy  did  dwell ; 
At  hia  table'head  he  thought  ehe'd  look  well ; 
]f  *Leiih'a  ae  daughter  o*  Clarene-ha'  Lee, 
A  pennyleaa  Um  wi*  a  lang  pedigree. 

Hia  wig  waa  wed  pouther'd,  as  guid  as  when 

newy 
Hia  waistcoat  waa  white,  his  coat  it  waa  bloa ; 
He  put  on  a  ring, — a  sword,— «nd  cock*d  hat, 
And  wha'  could  refuse  the  Laird  wi*  a*  that? 

He  took  the  grey  mare  and  rade  cannalie ; 
And  rapp*d  at  the  yett  o*  Claverse-ha*  Lee : 
Oae  tell  MntreM  Jean  to  come  speedily  ben : 
She's  wanted  to  speak  wi*  the  Laird  o*  Cockpen. 

Mistress  Jean  ahe  waa  makin*  the  elder-flower 

wine: 
"  And  what  brings  the  Laird  at  sic  a  like  time  ?*' 
She  put  aff  her  apron,  and  on  her  silk  gown, 
Her  mutch  wi*  red  ribbons,   and  gaed  awa' 

do\m. 

And  when  she  cam*  ben,  he  booed  fn*  low ; 
And  what  was  hia  errand  he  soon  let  her  know ; 
Amased  was  the  Laird,  when  the  lady  said  Na*, 
And  wi*  a  laigh  curtaie  she  turned  awa*. 

Dambfonnder*d  he  waa,  bnt  nae  sigh  did  he  gie ; 
He  mounted  his  mare^'  and  rade  cannilie : 
And  aften  he  thought,  as  he  gaed  thro*  the  glen. 
She's  daft  to  refuse  the  Laird  o*  Co^pcn. 

And  now  that  the  Laird  his  exit  had  made, 
Mistress  Jean  she  reflected  on  what  she  had  said : 
Oh  for  ane  1*11  get  better,  it*s  waur  1*11  get  ten, 
I  was  daft  to  refuse  the  Laird  o*  Cockpen. 

Ifeist  time  that  the  Laird  and  the  lady  were  aeen, 
They  were  gaun  arm  in  arm  to  the  kirk  on  the 
^         green; 

How  she  sits  in  the  Ha*  like  a  wael-tappit  hen ; 
Bil  w  yet  there*a  naa  chkkcna  apMtnd  at 
Cockpen,  '^'^ 


Ca*  ffte  eipct  to  ffte  AnoiNa, 
Ca'  thgM  wkan  lAc  AoofAir 

Ca*  thmm  whan  ffte  hmmk 
Mp  bomMm  dearit. 

As  I  gaed  down  the  wat»«da^ 
There  I  met  my  abepherd  lad. 

He  row'd  me  aweellf  in  hia  pUd* 
An'  he  ca*d  me  his  dearie. 
Ca'  ih§  €wet,  ^ 


Will  ye  gang  down  the  watw  Bid% 
And  see  the  wares  aae  awaethr  1^10% 

Beneath  the  heads  spnadiflf  wida^ 
The  mono  it  ahinea  fa'  c&ariy. 
Gb*  ffte  ciMS^  fre. 

I  waa  bred  np  at  nae  aie  idiool. 
My  shepherd  hui,  to  pifey  the  IboI 

And  a*  the  day  to  ait  in  doiol, 
And  naebody  to  see  vaa, 
%xk  Me  ciMS,  ff^ 


Ye  sail  get  gowna  and  ribbona 
Canf-leather  ahoon  upon  your  ImI» 

And  in  my  arms  ya*sa  be  and  daap^ 
And  ya  adl  ba  my  dearie. 


If  ye*n  bat  atand  to  what  ya'f*  wtii, 
I*se  gang  wi'  yon  n^  ahepbafd  lai^ 

And  ye  may  rowa  me  m  yoor  plaU^ 
Axui  IsaU  be  yoor  dearie. 
Gi*  lAc  evai^  Irt; 


While  waters  wimple  to  tha  an ; 

While  day  blinks  in  the  lift  lae  hia ; 
*TiU  day-eanhl  death  sail  blin  aj  t'a^ 

Ye  saU  be  my  dearie.* 

Ca*  tk€  tw€h  |v. 


LADIE  MART  ANN. 

Trk  starting  renc  dMiald  ba 
Buftvs. 


i*^ 


**  Ladt  BfAKT  Aior  gaed  out  o'  bar 
An*  she  iband  abonnia  roaan 

Aa  she  kiaa*d  ita  ruddy  lipa  drappinf  wi* 
Quo'  she,  ye'ra  nae  aia  aweet  aa  mj 


f 


•  MrkBoiBS 
ol!  this  song  ma 


vitttSBby 


S0N6& 


UT 


LADtfi  MARY  ANN. 


0  Ladt  Maet  Akn  looln  o*er  the  etitle  wa\ 
She  Mtr  three  lwv»«ue  bojre  pkyiDg  at  the  ha*, 
The  youngest  ae  was  the  flower  amang  them  a* ; 
Hy  bonnie  laddie's  young,  but  he*s  growia* 
yet. 

**  O  father,  O  father,  an'  ye  think  it  fit. 
We'll  send  him  a  year  to  the  coll^  yet ; 
We*ll  sew  a  green  ribbon  round  about  his  hat, 
And  that  will  let  them  ken  he's  to  marry  yet." 

Lady  Mary  Ann  was  a  flower  in  the  dew, 
Sweet  was  its  smell,  and  bonnie  was  its  hue, 
And  the  langer  it  blossomed,  the  sweeter  it  grew ; 
For  the  h\j  in  the  bud  will  be  bonnier  yet. 

Young  Charlie  Cochran  was  the  sprout  of  an 

aik. 
Bottue,  and  blooming,  and  straight  was  its  make» 
The  sun  took  delight  to  shine  for  its  sake. 
And  it  will  be  the  brag  o'  tha  fiwest  yet. 

Tha  aimmar  ia  ganc^  when  the  leares  they  were 
green; 

And  the  days  are  awa  that  we  hae  seen ; 

Bat  far  better  days,  I  trust,  will  come  again,' 
For  my  bonnie  laddie's  young,  but  ha'a  grow- 
in' yet. 


KILLYCRANKY. 

'  Tflt  battle  of  KDlycrankf  was  the  lart  stand 
mad*  hj  the  Clana  for  James,  after  his  abdica- 
tioo.  Hera  Dundee  foil  in  the  moment  of  vio- 
torj,  and  with  him  foil  the  hopes  of  the  party. 
—General  Haekay,  when  he  found  the  High- 
landers did  not  pursue  his  flying  army,  sud, 
**  Dundee  must  be  killed,  or  he  never  would 
have  overlooked  ihu  adTantage."— A  great  stone 
narks  the  spot  where  Dundee  fell.— JSuairs. 

Clavzes  and  his  highland-men, 

Came  down  upo'  the  raw,  man. 
Who  being  stout,  gave  mony  a  clout. 

The  lads  heguk  to  claw,  then. 
With  sword  and  terge  into  their  hand, 

Wi'  which  they  were  nae  slaw,  man, 
Wi*  mony  a  fearful  heavy  sigh. 

The  kds  began  to  daw,  then. 

O'er  bush,  o'er  bank,  o'er  ditch,  o'er  stank, 

She  flang  amang  them  a*,  man  ; 
The  butter-box  got  mony  knocks, 

Their  riggings  paid  foir  a'  then ; 
Th|nr  got  their  paiks,  wi'  sudden  straiks, 

Which  to  thor  grief  they  saw,  man ; 
Wi'  dinkum  dankum  o'er  tiieir  crowna» 

The  lads  began  to  fo*  then. 

Hot  akipt  abont,  hnr  leapt  abont^ 
.  And  flang  amang  than  n*,  man ; 


The  Engliak  bladca  got  broken  haadi,  *' 
Their  crowns  were  deav'd  in  twa  thai. 

The  durk  and  door  made  their  last  hour, 
And  prov'd  their  final  fo,  man ; 

They  thought  the  devil  had  been  there. 
That  play'd  them  sic  a  paw  then. 

The  solemn  league  and  covenant 

Came  whigging  up  the  hills,  man. 
Thought  highUnd  trews  durst  not  idbie 

For  to  subscribe  their  bills  then : 
In  Willie's  name  *  they  thought  nae 

Durst  stop  their  course  at  a'y  man ; 
But  hur  nane  sell,  wi*  mony  a  knocks 

Cry*d,  Furich-whiggs,  awa',  man. 

Sir  Evan  Du,  and  his  men  tnie» 

Came  linking  up  the  brink,  man ; ' 
The  Hogan  Dutch  they  feared  such. 

They  bred  a  horrid  stink,  then. 
The  true  Maclean,  and  hie  fierce  mcUf 

Came  in  amang  them  a',  man ; 
Nane  durst  withstand  hie  heavy  hand. 

All  fled  and  ran  awa*  then. 


OA'  on  a  ri,  oh*  on  a  rif 

Why  should  she  loee  king  Shaoei, 
Oh*  rip  in  di,  oh*  rig  in  di. 

She  shall  break  a*  her  banca  then  ; 
With/KTicAtiitsA,  an*  stay  a  while. 

And  speak  a  word  or  twa,  man, 
She'a  gi*  a  straike»  out  o'er  the  neck. 

Before  ye  win  awa'  then. 


O  iy  for  shame,  ye*re  three  for  ane^ 

Hur  nane-sell's  won  the  day,  man ; 
King  Shame's  red-coats  should  be  bang  np^ 

Because  they  ran  awa*  then : 
Had  bent  their  brows,  like  hi^Iand  trow% 

And  made  as  lang  a  stay,  man, 
They'd  sav'd  their  king,  that  sacred  things 

And  Willie'd  <  run'  awa*  then. 


THE  EWIE  wr  THE  CROORIT  HORIT 


Anothka  excellent  song  of  old  Skinner*! 
Burns. 

Week  I  but  able  to  rdiearse 
My  Ewie's  praise  in  proper  verse, 
I'd  sound  it  forth  as  loud  and  fierce 

As  ever  piper's  drone  could  bUw ; 
The  Ewie  wi'  the  crookit  horn, 
Wha  had  kent  her  might  hae  iwom 
Sic  a  Ewe  was  never  bom. 

Hereabout  nor  for  awa', 
Sic  a  Ewe  was  never  bom. 

Hereabout  nor  for  awa*. 

I  never  needed  tar  nor  kdl 
To  mark  her  upo'  hip  or  heel. 


*  PrinosorOnenii^ 


IIB 


BURNS*  WORKS. 


Bar  erookit  horn  did  •■  wed 

To  Inn  htr  by  amo*  them  a' ; 
She  never  tbreaten'd  icab  nor  rot, 
But  keepit  ay  ber  ain  jog  trot, 
Baitb  to  tbe  £inld  and  to  the  coat, 

Wm  never  tweir  to  lead  nor  caw, 
Butb  to  the  fauld  and  to  the  coat,  kc 

Ganld  nor  bvngcr  never  dang  ber, 
VTind  nor  w«t  ooold  neiwr  wrang  her, 
Anet  tbe  lay  an  onk  and  langer, 

Furtb  anaath  a  wreath  o*  anaw  : 
Wban  ither  Ewiet  lap  the  dykt, 
And  eat  th«  kail  for  a*  tbe  tyke. 
My  Ewie  never  play'd  the  like. 

But  tyc'd  about  tbe  bam  wa* ; 
My  Ewie  ncv«r  play'd  the  Uke»  lee. 

A  better  or  a  thriftier  beast, 

Nae  honeat  man  could  weel  baa  wiat. 

For  silly  thing  sbo  never  mist. 

To  hM  ilk  year  a  lamb  or  twa* ; 
Tbe  first  she  had  I  gas  to  Jock, 
To  be  to  him  a  kind  o'  stock. 
And  now  the  laddie  baa  a  flock 

O'  mair  nor  thirty  bead  ava* ; 
And  now  the  laddie  bu  a  flock,  kc 

I  lookit  aye  at  even*  for  her. 

Lett  mischanter  shoa*d  cook  o*er  ber. 

Or  the  fowmart  might  devour  her. 

Gin  the  beastie  bade  awa  ; 
My  Ewie  wi'  the  crookit  horn, 
Well  deaerv'd  baitb  g^rae  and  com. 
Sic  a  Ewe  was  never  born, 

Hereabout  nor  far  awa. 
Sic  a  Ewe  was  never  born,  &c. 

Yet  last  ouk,  for  a*  my  keeping, 
(Wha  can  speak  it  without  weeping  ?) 
A  villain  cam  when  I  was  sleeping, 

Sta*  my  Ewie,  horn  and  a* ; 
I  sought  her  s&ir  upo*  the  morn, 
And  down  aneath  a  buss  o'  thorn 
I  got  my  Ewie's  crookit  born, 

But  my  Ewie  was  awa*. 
I  got  my  Ewie's  crookit  horn,  &c. 

O !  gin  I  had  the  loun  that  did  it. 
Sworn  I  have  as  well  as  said  it, 
Tbo*  a'  the  warld  should  forbid  it, 

I  wad  gie  his  neck  a  thra* : 
I  never  met  wi'  mc  a  turn, 
At  this  nn  ever  I  was  bom. 
My  Ewie  wi'  the  crookit  horn. 

Silly  Ewie  stown  awa'* 
My  Ewie  wi*  the  crookit  horn,  &c. 

O  !  had  she  died  o*  crook  or  cauld. 
At  Ewiet  do  when  they  grow  auld. 
It  wad  nae  been,  by  mooy  fauld, 

Sae  tare  a  heart  to  nane  o*a  a^ : 
Bv  A*  tba  daith  that  we  bae  worn, 
ftu  ber  and  her*0  •••  aften  8hor% 


Tbe  lots  o*  her  we  cou*d  hae  bom, 

Had  fair  ttrae-death  U'en  bar  twa*. 
The  lots  o*  ber  we  cou*d  bae  borai  Ice. 

But  thus,  poor  thing,  to  lose  her  liie, 
Aneath  a  bleedy  villain*s  knife, 
Tm  really  fley*t  that  our  guidwifo 

Will  never  win  aboon*t  ava : 
O  !  a*  ye  bards  benorth  Kingbom, 
Call  your  muses  up  and  mourn. 
Our  Ewie  wi*  the  crookit  bom, 

Stown  frae*s,  and  fellt  and  a* ! 
Our  Ewie  wi*  the  crookit  bom,  ko. 


ANDRO  WI*  HIS  CUTTIE  GUN. 

This  biythsome  song,  so  full  of  Seottish  hu- 
mour and  convivial  merriment,  it  an  intinala 
favourite  at  Bridal  Trystetf  and  J7oiiM-A«af> 
ings.  It  contains  a  spirited  picture  of  a  country 
ale-house  touched  off  with  all  the  lightsome  gaiety 
•0  peculiar  to  the  rural  muse  of  Cdedoniay  whca 
at  a  fiiir. 

Instead  of  the  line, 

'*  Girdle  cakes  weel  toasted  browut* 

I  have  heard  it  sung, 

"  Knuckled  cakes  wed  brandert  brown." 

These  cakes  are  kneaded  out  with  the  knuckles, 
and  toasted  over  tbe  red  embert  of  wood  on  a 
gridirop.  They  are  remarkably  fine^  and  have 
a  delicate  rdidi  when  eaten  warm  with  ale. 
On  winter  market  nighta  tbe  landlady  beata 
them,  and  drops  them  into  the  quaigh  to  warm 
the  ale : 


'*  Weel  doee  the  cannie  Kiramer  ken 
To  gar  the  swats  gae  glibber  down.*' 


BcnMj* 


BLYTH  WAS  SHB 

BIyth,  blyth,  blyth  was  she, 

Blyth  was  she  butt  and  ben ; 
And  weel  she  loo'd  a  Hawick  gill. 

And  leugh  to  see  a  tappit  hen. 
She  took  me  in,  and  set  me  down, 

And  heght  to  keep  me  lawing-firee  ; 
But,  cunning  carling  that  she  was. 

She  gart  me  birle  my  bawbie. 

We  loo*d  the  liquor  well  enough  ; 

But  waes  my  heart  my  cash  was  dona 
Before  that  I  had  quench*d  my  drowth. 

And  laith  I  was  to  pawn  my  shooxu 
When  we  had  three  times  toom*d  our  itovp^ 

And  the  niest  chappin  new  begun, 
Wha  started  in  to  heexe  our  hope, 

But  Andro*  wi'  hn  cutt^  gwb 


SONGS. 


lit 


The  carling  lnx>ig1il  Imt  kebbnek  ben, ' 

With  girdle-ciLlcct  weel-toaited  browDi 
Well  does  the  ctinqr  kimmer  kea. 

They  gar  the  fwatt  gae  glibber  down* 
We  ca*d  the  bicker  aft  about ; 

Till  dawning  we  ne'er  jee*d  oar  bun. 
And  ay  the  eltaneit  drinker  ont 

Waa  Andiu*  wi*  hia  cutty  gun. 

He  did  like  ony  maria  ting, 

And  as  I  in  hia  oxter  sat. 
He  ca*d  me  ay  hia  bonny  thing, 

And  nu>ny  a  aappy  kiaa  I  gat : 
I  hae  been  east,  I  hae  been  west^ 

I  hae  been  far  ayont  the  aun  ; 
But  the  blythest  lad  that  e'er  I  atw 

Waa  Aiulro  wi'  hia  cutty  gun ! 


HUQHTE  GRAHAM. 

Thkrk  are  several  editiona  of  thia  ballad.— 
This,  here  inserted,  is  from  oral  tradition  in 
Ayrshire,  where,  when  I  was  a  boy,  it  was  a 
popular  song. — It  originally,  had  a  aimple  old 
tune,  which  I  have  forgotten. — ^Bukms. 

OuK  lords  are  to  the  mountains  gan% 

A  hunting  o*  the  fidlow  deer. 
And  they  have  gripet  Hughie  Graham 

For  stealing  o*  the  bishop's  mare. 

And  they  have  tied  him  hand  and  foot. 
And  led  him  op,  thro*  Stirling  town ; 

The  lads  and  lasses  met  him  there^ 
Cried,  Hughie  Graham  thou'rt  a  lonn, 

O  lowse  my  right  hand  free,  he  sayi. 
And  put  my  braid  aword  in  the  aime ; 

He's  no  in  Stirling  town  thia  day. 
Dare  tell  the  tale  to  Hughie  OrahAiD. 

Up  then  bespake  the  brave  Whitefbord, 

As  he  sat  by  the  bishop's  knee. 
Five  hundred  white  stots  I'll  gie  youj 

If  ye'll  let  Hughie  Graham  free. 

O  baud  your  tongue,  the  bishop  sayi^ 
And  wi'  your  pleading  let  me  be ; 

For  tho'  ten  Grahama  were  in  his  coat, 
Hughie  Graham  thia  day  ahall  die. 

Up  then  bespake  the  hir  Whitilbord, 

As  she  aat  by  the  bishop's  knee ; 
Five  hundred  white  penoe  I'll  gie  yon, 

If  ye'll  gie  Hughie  Graham  to  me. 


O  baud  your  tongue  now  lady  fair, 
And  wi'  your  pleading  let  it  be  ; 

Altho'  tea  Grahama  were  in  hia  cotl^ 
Jti  far  Biy  koQor  he  mwn  die. 


TheyVe  ta'eii  him  lo  fhe  giDowt 
Ub  looked  to  the  gaUowa  tree^ 

Yet  never  cohwr  lefi  hb  eheek* 
Nor  ever'did  he  Uink  hia  ee. 

• 

At  length  he  looked  round  abont* 
To  see  whatever  he  could  apy : 

And  there  he  saw  hb  auld  fiiUier, 
And  he  wia  weeping  bitterly. 


O  hand  your  tongne^  my  fiUher  dear, 
And  wi*  your  weeping  let  it  be  ; 

Thy  weeping's  aaira'  on  my  hearty 
Than  a*  that  they  can  do  to  me. 

And  ye  may  gie  my  brother  John, 
My  aword  that'a  bent  in  the  middla  dUTf 

And  let  him  come  at  twelve  o'ekickf 
And  see  me  pay  the  bishop'a  mm. 

And  ye  may  gie  my  brother  Jamea 
My  sword  that'a  bent  in  the  middle  brovTBt 

And  bid  him  come  at  four  o'clock. 
And  see  hb  Inother  Hugh  eat  down. 

Remember  me  to  Biaggy  my  wifc. 
The  niest  time  ye  gang  o  er  the  moor, 

Tell  her  ahe  ataw  the  bimp's  mara^ 
Tell  her  ahe  was  the  bishop'a  whore. 

And  ye  may  tdl  my  kith  and  kin, 
I  never  did  di^race  their  blood ; 

And  when  they  meet  the  biahop'a  ek«k» 
To  mak  it  shorter  by  the  hood. 


■ 


LORD  RONALD,  BIT  80N. 

This  air,  a  very  fiivourite  one  in  Aynhin^ 
b  evidently  the  original  of  Lochaber..  In  Aii 
manner  most  of  our  finest  more  modem  aire  hava 
had  their  origin.  Some  early  minatrel,  or  mn- 
aical  shepherd,  compoeed  the  aimple  artlesa  ori- 
ginal air,  which  being  picked  up  by  the  mora 
bamed  mniieian,  took  the  improved  ftr  tfas 
beara.^ — Buems. 

The  name  b  commonly  Bounded  RooAl^  lip 
RandaL 

Whkak  have  ye  been  banting. 

Lord  Randal,  my  eon  ? 
Where  have  ye  been  hunting. 

My  handsome  young  man  ? 
In  yon  wild  wood.  Oh  modMr» 

So  make  my  bed  aoon : 
For  I'm  wae^  and  Fm  waary. 

And  &in  would  Ue  down. 

Where  gat  ye  your  dinner. 

Lord  Randd,  my  eon  ? 
Where  gat  ye  your  dinner, 

My  handsome  yaaag  man? 


ISO 
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0»  I  dined  with  mf  troa  ]of% 
So  make  my  bed  1000  : 

For  rm  wae,  and  I'm  weuy. 
And  £un  would  lit  down. 

• 

C^  what  was  your  dinner. 

Lord  Randal,  my  eon  ? 
O^  what  was  your  dinner. 

My  bandiome  young  man  ? 
boiled  in  broo,  mother ; 

So  make  my  bed  loon  : 
For  Fm  wae,  and  ]*m  weary. 

And  fain  would  lie  down. 

I 

O,  where  did  slie  find  tliem. 

Lord  Randal,  my  ton  ? 
O^  where  did  she  catch  them. 

My  handflome  young  man  ? 
*Neath  the  bu»h  of  brown  brekao. 

So  make  my  bed  M)oa  : 
For  Fm  wae,  and  I'm  weary 

And  hin  would  lie  down. 

Now,  where  arc  your  bloodhounds, 

Lord  Randalt  n\y  sou  ? 
What  came  of  your  bloodhounds, 

My  handsome  }'oung  man  ? 
Thty  swelled  and  died,  mother, 

And  sae  maun  I  soon : 
O^  I  am  wae,  and  Tm  weary. 

And  fdin  would  lie  down* 

I  ftv  you  are  poisoned. 

Lord  Randal,  my  son  ! 
I  ftv  you  are  poisoned. 

My  handsome  young  man ! 

0  m  I  am  poisoned, — 
80  Bike  my  bed  soon : 

1  aai  fide,  aek  at  heart, 
I  now  must  lie  down. 


LOGAN  BRAES. 

^  TMifti  were  two  old  songs  to  this  tone ;  ooe 
•f  thaa  eontained  some  striking  lines,  the  other 
Mtersd  into  the  sweets  of  wooing  rather  too 
ftfriy  §K  modem  poetry. — It  began, 

"  Am  aimBer  night  on  Logan  braes, 
I  bilptd  a  bonnie  lasfie  on  wi*  her  daea, 
VSrat  wi'  her  stockins,  an*  syne  wi'  her  shoon, 
Batihe  gied  me  the  glaiks  when  a*  waadooe.** 

n*  edier  seems  older,  but  it  is  not  so  charac- 
of  Scottish  courtship. 


**  Lmui  Water's  wide  and  deep, 
Air  hdth  am  I  to  weet  my  £wt ; 
Bvt  nf  ye'll  consent  to  gang  wi'  me* 
in  hot  a  hone  to  carry  thee.** 

BUBKS. 


AVOTBXK  at* 


LOGAN  WATER. 


BT  JOBV  XATXX. 


Br  Logan's  streams  that  rin  mo  daep^ 
Fa'  afk',  wi*  glee,  I've  herded  shccp» 
I*Te  heided  sheep,  or  gather'd  slacs, 
Wi'  my  dear  lad,  on  Logan  Braes  : 
But,  wae's  my  heart,  thae  days  are 
And,  fu'  o'  grie^  I  herd  my  lane ; 
Whi  le  my  dear  lad  maun  £ice  his  hm. 
Far ,  far  frae  me  and  Logafi  Braea ! 

Nae  mair  at  Logan  Kirk  will  he» 
Atween  the  preachings,  meet  wi*  ma— 
Meet  wi'  me,  or,  wha  it's  mirk. 
Convoy  me  hame  frae  Logan  Kirk ! 
I  weil  may  sing,  thae  days  are  gine 
Frae  Kirk  and  Fair  I  come  my  lane. 
While  my  dear  lad  maun  ftee  his  Cms* 
Far,  fitf  frae  me  and  Logan  Bnes ! 


O'ER  THE  MOOR  AMANO  THB 
HEATHER,  j 

This  song  is  the  eompoaition  of  a  Jean  Gknrer« 
a  giri  who  was  not  only  aw— e,  bat  also  a  thief; 
and  in  one  or  other  chaneter  has 
of  the  Correction  Hboaes  in  the 
was  bom,  I  believe,  in  Kilmarnock : — I  took 
the  song  down  from  her  aiaging  as  she 
strdling  throogh  the  country,  wiSi  a 
hand  UackguanL— Buuri. 

Comim'  thrcf  the  Craigs  o'  Kyle, 
Amang  the  bonnie  btooming  hea^iflr. 
There  I  met  a  bonnie  laaaie. 
Keeping  a*  her  yowea  thegilher. 

O'er  th§  wMor  amoMg  Urn  hmfhw, 

0*er  the  moor  anumg  ffte  fcsafitr, 

7Aers  /  mer  a  bomus  faaaifl, 

Ku^ng  a*  htr  yowu  tiktgUker. 

Says  I,  my  dearie,  where  is  thy  hum, 
In  moor  or  dale,  pray  tell  me  whether? 
She  says,  I  tent  Um  fleecy  flocks 
That  feed  amang  the  blooming  headMrt 

0*er  the  moor,  ffi. 

We  laid  us  down  upon  a  bank, 
Sae  warm  and  sonny  was  the  weathert 
She  left  her  flocka  at  lai^  to  rove 
Amang  the  bonnie  blooming  heather. 

0*er  the  moor,  ffc 

While  thus  wc  lay  she  sang  a  sang. 
Till  echo  rang  a  mile  and  fiirther. 
And  ay  the  burden  o*  the  sing 
Was— o'er  the  moor  amang  tbe  heather. 

0*cr  (At  MOOT,  4«. 
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8ht  dam*d  toy  hmt,  tad  tfi  MMfMb 
I  eoold  aa  think  oa  aay  itker : 
Bt  MA  ftad  iky  she  •hall  be  mine! 
liie  b«Bni»  Inn  louaf  the  lieetber. 

O'er  the  ntoor,  jpe. 


BONNIE  DUNDEE. 

0  WHAEK  gat  ye  that  hauveivmeal  bannock, 
O  nlly  blind  bodie,  O  dinna  ye  eee ! 

1  got  it  frae  a  ■odger  laddie. 

Between  Saint  Johnstone  and  bonnie  Dundee. 
O  gin  I  aaw  die  laddie  that  gae  me*t ! 

Aft  has  he  doudl'd  me  on  his  knee : 
May  hear*n  protect  my  bonnie  Scotch  laddie. 

And  aen'  him  lafe  hame  to  hia  babie  and  me ! 

May  bUsaina  light  on  thy  sweet,  we  lipine ! 

May  blesdna  light  oa  thy  bonnie  ee-bree ! 
Thou  amilca  aae  lUce  my  aodger  laddie, 

Thoa*s  dearer,  dearer  ay  to  me ! 
Bvt  1*11  big  a  bow'r  on  yon  bonnie  banka. 

Where  Tay  rina  wimplan  by  aae  clear ; 
An*  ill  deed  thee  in  the  tartan  fine, 

An*  mak  thee  a  man  like  thy  daddie  dear ! 

OLD  TK&ax. 

Ye*re  like  to  the  ttmmer  o*  yon  rotten  wood, 
Ye're  like  to  the  bark  o*  ]ron  rotten  tree. 

Ye  slip  free  me  like  a  knotleas  thread, 

AQ*  ye*U  crack  your  credit  wi'  mae  than  me. 


DONOCHT-HEAD. 
Tww^**  Gordno  Castle." 

Kfev  hiaws  the  wind  o'er  Donocht.Head,< 
The  saaw  drives  snelly  thro*  the  dale^ 

The  Gaberlunsie  tiris  my  aneck. 
And  ahiTering  telle  hia  waefii'  tale. 

*  Cauld  is  the  night,  O  let  me  in, 
**  And  dinna  let  your  minatrel  &*, 

*'  And  dinna  let  hb  windin-sheet 

Be  naething  but  a  wreath  o*  anaw  ! 


tt 


>t 


"  Full  ninety  winters  hae  I  aeen,'^ 

**  And  pip*d  where  gor-eocka  whining  flew, 
"  And  mooy  a  day  ye*ve  danc*d,  I  ween, 

**  To  lilto  which  frae  my  drone  I  blew.' 
My  Eppie  wak*d,  and  soon  ahe  cry'd, 

**  Get  np»  Guidman,  and  let  bun  in ; 
'*  For  weel  ye  ken  the  winter  night 

**  Was  abort  when  be  began  lua  din.' 


t* 


My  Epp!e*B  voice,  O  wow  it*s  sweet ' 
E*en  tho*  she  baoa  and  acaolda  awee ; 

But  when  it's  tun*d  to  sorrow's  tale,, 
O  haith,  it*a  doubly  dear  to  me ! 

•  AmooataintatfaeNorthi 


Come  So,  told  Gail !  niBlearmyfixfl, 
1*11  mak  it  bleen  a  bonnie  flame  ; 

Your  blude  is  thin,  yt*y  tint  the  gate. 
Ye  ahould  na  stray  aae  fu  frae  hame. 

*'  Nae  hame  have  I,'*  the  minatrel  said, 
"  Sad  party  atrile  o'ertnm*d  my  ha' ; 
And,  weeping  at  the  eve  o*  life, 
•<  I  wander  diro'  a  wreath  o'  anaw.* 


t* 


'  THE  BANKS  OF  THE  TWEED. 

This  aong  ia  one  of  the  many  attempta  thai 
Engliah  compoaera  have  made  to  imitate  tha 
Scottish  manner,  and  which  I  ahall,  in  thaaa 
strictnres,  beg  leave  to  distinguish  by  the  appdU 
lation  of  Anglo-Scottish  productions.  The  ma- 
aie  is  pretty  good,  but  thie  versea  are  just  abova 
contempt.— Buaxs. 

BAKNKTT. 

I  LKR  the  aweet  banka  of  the  deep  flowing 
Tweed, 

And  my  own  little  cot  by  the  wild  wood. 
When  Fanny  waa  sporting  through  valley  and 
mead. 

In  the  beautiful  morning  of  childhood. ' 
And  oftimes  alone,  by  the  wave-beaten  shore,* 

When  the  billows  of  twilight  were  flowing, ' 
I  thought,  as  I  mu8*d  on  the  daya  that  were  o'ert 

How  the  roae  on  her  cheek  would  be  bkywing. 

I  came  to  the  banks  of  the  deep  flowing  Twii^ 

And  mine  own  little  oot  by  the  wild  woo^ 
When  o'er  me  ten  aummera  had  gathar'd  their 
apeed. 

And  Fanny  had  paas*d  from  her  childhood.' 
I'found  her  as  £ur  as  my  £uicy  could  dreamy 

Not  a  bud  of  her  loveliness  blighted, 
And  I  wish'd  I  had  ne*er  seen  her  beaaty*a  aoft 
beam. 

Or  that  we  were  lor  ever  united. 


THE  FLOWERS  OF  EDINBURGH. 

This  Song  ia  one  of  the  many  cflfoaionB  o# 
Scota  jacobitism. — The  title,  Flowen  of  EdSU- 
burgh,  baa  no  manner  of  connexioa  with  tha 
present  verses,  ao  I  suspect  there  baa  been  aa 
older  set  of  worda,  of  which  the  title  is  all  thai 
remaina. 


•  Hits  aflfecting  poem  was  kngattribated  to: 
He  thiM  remarks  on  It.  '*  JDonoeU-HiiadisnoCrainet 
I  would  give  ten  pounds  it  were.  It  sppeired  ftnt  in 
the  Kdlnborgh  Herald  t  and  csme  to  the  editor  of  that 
paper  with  the  Newoutle  post-mark  on  ic*  It  wae 
the  eomposidoo  of  WilUam  Pickering,  a  north  of 
England  poet;  who  is  not  known  to  have  wxittsn  aay 
thing 
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^  Bf  dM  ofi^  Si  b  dDgttitf  eaoofli  tint  tht 
Seomih  Mmm  mn  all  Jaeobitei.--I  hare  paid 
more  UlntioA  to  ertiy  daeription  of  Scots 
■oofi  than  perhtpo  any  bodjr  living  hu  dooc, 
and  I  do  not  recollect  one  tingle  stanza,  or  even 
the  title  of  the  most  trifling  Soots  air,  which 
has  the  least  panegyrical  reference  to  the  fami- 
lies of  Nassau  or  Brunswick ;  while  there  are 
hundreda  satirixing  them.  This  may  be  thought 
no  pan^yric  on  the  Scots  Poets,  but  I  mean  it 
as  such.  For  myself,  I  would  always  take  it  as 
a  compliment  to  have  it  said,  that  my  heart  ran 
before  my  head  ;  and  surely  the  gallant  though 
unfortunate  house  of  Stuart,,  the  kings  of  our 
&therB  for  so  many  heroic  ages,  is  a  theme 
much  mora  interesting  than     *    *    *     *. — 

BOKVi. 

Mr  lore  wu  once  a  bonny  lad, 

He  was  tiie  flower  of  all  his  kin. 
The  abaenoa  of  bia  bonny  fiice 

Has  rent  my  tender  heart  in  twain. 
I  day  nor  night  find  no  delight, 

In  silent  tears  I  still  complain  ; 
And  exclaim  'gainst  those  my  rival  foes, 

That  ha*e  ta*en  from  me  my  darling  swain. 

Despair  and  anguish  fills  my  breast. 

Since  I  have  lost  my  blooming  rose ; 
I  aigh  and  moan  while  others  rest, 

Hia  absence  yields  me  no  repose. 
To  seek  my  love  1*11  range  and  rove, 

Thro*  every  grove  and  distant  plain ; 
Thua  1*11  ne'er  cease,  but  spend  my  days. 

To  hear  tSdinga  firom  my  darling  swain. 

T1iera*a  ntft^l»i"g  strange  in  Nature*s  change, 

Sinee  parents  shew  such  cruvlty ; 
They  caua'd  my  love  from  me  to  range, 

And  knows  not  to  what  destiny. 
The  pretty  kida  and  tender  lambs 

Bfay  ceaae  to  sport  upon  the  plain ; 
But  m  moom  and  lament  in  deep  discontent 

For  the  abaence  of  my  darling  swain. 

Kind  Neptune,  let  me  thee  entreat, 

To  aend  a  fi&ir  and  pleasant  gale ; 
Ya  dolphina  aweet,  upon  me  wait, 

And  convey  me  on  your  tail ; 
Heavena  bleas  my  voyage  with  success. 

While  erosaing  of  the  raging  main, 
And  send  me  sate  o*er  to  that  distant  shore. 

To  meet  my  lovely  darling  ^wain. 

All  joy  and  mirth  at  our  return 

Shall  then  abound  from  Twec:l  to  Tay ; 
The  bells  shall  ring  and  sweet  birds  sing. 

To  grace  and  crown  our  nuptial  day. 
Thus  blesa'd  wi*  charms  in  my  love*s  arms. 

My  heart  once  more  I  will  regain ; 
Tim  m  range  no  more  to  a  distant  shore. 

But  in  krre  will  enjoy  my  darling  twain. 


CHABLIE»  HE'S  MT  DABLXNO ' 


OLD  VKKSKS. 

"  Chariie  Is  my  darilpg.* 


'TwAs  on  a  Monday  morning, 

Richt  early  in  the  year. 
That  Charlie  cam  to  our  toun. 
The  young  Chevalier. 

And  Charlie  he*$  my  darting. 

My  darling,  my  darling  i 
Charlie  he»  my  darling. 
The  young  Chevalier, 

As  he  was  walking  up  the  street 

The  city  for  to  view, 
O  there  he  spied  a  bonnle  last. 

The  window  looking  through. 
And  Charlie,  ^«. 

Sae  licht's  he  jumped  up  the  ataiTy 

And  tirled  at  this  pin ; 
And  wha  sae  ready  as  heraell. 

To  let  the  laddie  in ! 

And  Charlie,  ^ 

He  set  his  Jenny  on  his  knee. 
All  in  his  Highland  dress  ; 

For  brawly  weel  he  kenned  the  way 
To  please  a  bonnie  lass. 

And  Charlie^  ^ 

It's  up  yon  heathy  mountain. 
And  down  yon  len^gy  glen. 

We  dauma  gang  a- milking. 
For  Charlie  and  his  men. 
And  Charlie,  ^ 


THE  SOUTERS  OF  SELKIRK. 

Up  with  the  souters  of  Selkiricy 
And  down  with  the  Earl  of  Hraia ! 

And  up  wi*  a*  the  brave  lada, 
Wha  sew  the  single-stded  shoon ! 

O  !  fye  upon  yellow  and  yellow. 
And  fye  upon  yellow  and  green ; 

And  up  wi'  the  true  blue  and  scarlet 
And  up  wi'  the  single>soIed  thoon ! 

Up  wi*  the  souters  of  Selkirk^- 

Up  wi'  the  lingle  and  last ! 
Thcre*ii  fame  wi'  the  days  that's  coming* 

And  glory  wi'  them  that  are  paat. 

Up  wi*  the  souters  of  Selkirk- 
Lads  that  are  trusty  and  leal ; 

And  up  with  the  men  of  the  Forest, 
And  down  wi*  the  Merse  to  the  dail  I 

0 !  mitres  are  made  for  noddles. 
But  feet  they  ara  made  for  thooB ; 


r 
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And  fiuBt  is  ai  sib  to 
As  light  is  true  to  the  moom 

There  si*3  a  ioatsr  in  Selkirk, 

Wha  siogs  as  he  draws  bis  thread^ 

There's  gallant  soutars  in  Selkirk 
As  lang  there's  water  in  Twaad. 


CRAIL  TOUN.» 
*'  2^ii#^<«  Sir  jQlin  liakQlm.P 

And  was  ye  e'er  in  CraO  toon  ? 

Jgo  and  ago ; 
And  saw  ye  there  Clerk  Diahington  ?f 

Sing  irom,  igoui  ago. 

His  wig  was  like  a  doukit  ben, 

Jgo  and  ago ; 
The  tail  o*t  Uke  a  goose -pen. 

Sing  irom,  igoOf  ago. 

And  il'ona  ye  ken  Sir  John  BialoohB? 

Xgu  and  ago ; 
Gin  lie's  a  wise  man  I  mistak  bim, 

Siag  irofUy  igon,  ago* 

And  hand  ye  weel  frae  Sandie  Dos, 

Igo  and  ago ; 
He'«  ten  times  dafter  nor  Sir  John, 

Sing  irom,  igon,  ago. 

To  hear  them  o'  thor  trarab  talk^ 

tgo  and  ago ; 
To  gae  to  London's  bu't'a  walk, 

Sing  irom,  igon,  ago. 


To  see  the  wonders  o'  the  dnp, 

Igo  and  ago, 
Wad  gar  a  man  baitb  wail  lad 

Sing  irom,  igon,  ago. 


To  see  the  leviathan  ddp^ 

\ffi  and  ago, 
And  wi'  his  taU  ding  ower  a  ship. 

Sing  irom,  igon,  ago. 


MT  ONLY  JO  AND  DBARIB,  0. 

•ALL.* 

Twm^*  Uj  OBlyJoaBd  d«rie,  OP* 

Tht  ebeek  is  o*  the  rose's  bntt 

My  only  jo  and  dearie,  O ; 
Thy  aeck  is  o'  the  siller  dew, 

Upon  the  bank  aac  briery,  O. 
Thy  teeth  are  o*  the  ivory, 

0  sweet't  the  twinkle  o'  thin*  m : 
Nae  joy,  nae  jtleasiire  blinks  oa  mi^ 

My  only  jo  and  dearie,  O. 

When  we  were  baimtes  on  yon  brae. 
And  youth  was  blinkin*  bonnie,  O, 

Aft  we  wad  daff  the  lee  lang  day. 
Our  jo)'s  fu'  sweet  and  monie,  O. 

Aft  I  wad  chase  thee  ower  the  Icib 

And  round  about  the  thorny  tree ; 

Or  pu'  the  wild  flow'ra  a'  for  theo, 
My  only  jo  and  dearie^  O. 

1  hae  a  wiah  I  canna  tine, 

'Mang  a'  the  cares  that  grieve  ma^  0 ; 
A  wish  that  thon  wert  erer  mine. 

And  never  mair  to  leave  me^  O ; 
Then  I  wad  daut  thee  nicht  and  day, 
Nae  ither  warldly  care  I'd  hae. 
Till  liie'a  warm  stream  fbrgat  to  play, 

M[y  only  jo  and  deari^  O. 


•  There  is  a  somewhat  difltoent  vsriiea  of  this 
stnni{e  long  in  Herd's  CoUeeCioQ,  ITTfl.  The  pressat. 
which  I  thinlc  the  hesC,  is  copied  from  the  Scottish 
Minstrel. 

t  The  person  known  In  Seottlsh  song  and  tfadMoa ' 
by  the  epithet  Gerli  Dishington.  was  a  notary  who  re. 
sided  about  the  roiddte  of  the  last  century  in  Crail, 
and  acted  as  the  town^lerlc  of  that  ancient  burgh.  I 
have  been  informed  tiliat  he  was  a  persosiof  grMt  ktsal 
eeleteity  in  his  time,  as  sn  uncompromising  htunour- 
isL 


FAIRLY  SHOT  O*  H£R. 

ThNi»-^' IMily  shot  or  IMT." 

O  gin  I  wenfairlp  thai  tf  A§ri 

Fairly,  ftufiy^fairlf  tkoi  afktri 

Oginlwtnfttirfytkoic'ktr/ 

If  the  w€red§ad,Iwaddame9ontfi*iepo*ktrI 

Till  we  wen  muimd^  I  conldoa  tie  Ueht  till 

her; 
For  a  month  after,  »'  thiiy  aye  geed  rieht  wi* 

her: 
But  theae  tso  yean  I  bae  pnyed  lor  a  wrigbt 

to  her— 
O  gin  I  were  frirly  shot  o'  ber ! 

O  gin  I  wtrtfmrly  thai  o*  herl  ^, 

Kane  o*  ber  reUtions  or  friends  ooold  stay  wi* 

ber: 
The  neeboun  and  bairns  are  £un  to  flee  frae  ber: 
And  I  my  ainsell  am  foroed  to  gie  way  tfll  te  s 
O  gin  I  were  fairly  ahot  o'  ber ! 

O  gin  IwtrtfaUrfy  thai  t^kgr!  ^ 

She  gaoga  aye  aae  bnw,  abe't  aie  imeUe  pcilt 

inker; 
There'a  no  a  godewifii  ia  the  baill  mwitijaide 

like  bar: 


.  •  Richard  Gan.  tbesMoTa. 
In  St.  Mary's  Wynd.  Idiabtti|b 
the  budnsBs  of  a  printer,  uX  i 
alout  the  bsglttnlng  o<  the  inM 


inoUAtfnltttn 
I  bsemlN  up  to 
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BURNS'  WORKS. 


tad  vi*  drbk,  ^  dflO  vadM  bidt  wi* 
Imt: 


O  gia  I  wm  fiurij  i]i«t  o*  Imt  ! 

O  gim  IwwfBtMjf  tkait  o*  ktrf  f^ 

If  tilt  tiow  mn  bot  eome  Oiaft  to  the  kirk-gitt 

wi*btr, 
Aad  into  ihtt  }rird  Vd  mtk  myMU  quit  o*  her, 
Td  tbea  be  ai  Uythe  m  fint  when  I  met  wi* 

bcr: 
O  fin  I  were  frirly  ebot  o*  ber ! 

O  pin  I  wtrtfairfy  that  o^hertffc 


FALSE  LUV£ !   AND  HAE  YE  PLAYD 
ME  THIS. 

Falix  lare !  and  bae  ye  pl»7^d  me  thi% 

Ib  eammer,  *oud  the  flowen  ? 
I  aball  repay  ye  back  again 

In  winter,  mid  the  ehowen. 

Bnt  afaio,  dear  Imre^  and  agti%  dear  Ivrc^ 

Win  ye  not  torn  again? 
Aa  ye  look  to  other  women 

Shall  I  to  other  men?* 


FARE  YE  WEEL,  MY  AULD  WIFE. 

AxD  fare  ye  wed,  my  anld  wils ; 
Sing  bum,  bee,  berry,  bum  ;  . 
Fare  ye  wed,  my  auld  wife  ; 
Sing  bum,  bum,  bum. 
Fare  ye  wed,  my  auld  wifi:, 
The  steerer  up  o'  iturt  and  etiife. 
The  maut  *•  abune  the  meal  the  nicht» 
Wi*  aome,  eome,  lome. 

And  hn  ye  wed,  my  pike-«taff ; 

Sing  bum,  bee,  berry,  bum  : 
Fare  ye  weel,  my  pike->»taff ; 

Sing  bnm,  bum,  bum. 
Fare  ye  wed,  my  pike-ttaff, 
Wi*  jvn  nae  mair  my  wife  1*11  bafF; 
The  maut*a  abune  the  meal  the  nicht, 

Wi* 


GET  UP  AND  BAR  THE  DOOR. 

It  fdl  about  the  Blartinmas  time. 
And  a  gay  time  it  waa  than, 

•  From  Herd's  Collection.  177&~A  tUghtly  diflhr. 
em  ▼enioo  is  put  by  Sir  Walter  Soott  into  the  mouth 
of  Dwrie  OcUatley,  in  the  eekbratcd  novel  of  Waver* 
ley;- 

•«  FalM  love,  and  hait  thou  ptefd  me  thta. 

In  iummer,  amona  the  flowttaf 
I  will  reiwy  thee  beoc  again 

In  winter,  among  the  showcrt. 

••tJnlaii  again,  again,  my  love, 

UaiM  you  turn  again, 
Aa  you  with  other  maidenaiovab 

rUMttaaaolharnak*         :     ^  ~ 


When  our  godewili  had  poddiof  to  mal^ 
And  ahe  boQ*d  them  in  the  pan. 
Amd  ik§  harrin*  o*  omr  door  tmit  wtU,  vei( 
And  tko  barrin'  o*  otw  door  woSL 

The  wind  blew  canld  frao  aondi  to  aarih, 

It  blew  into  the  floor ; 
Saya  our  gndeman  to  otir  godewii^ 

Get  up  and  bar  the  door. 
Amdtk»barrin%^, 

My  hand  ia  in  my  hnaaySs  ak^ 

Gndeman,  aa  ye  may  aee ; 
An  it  ahonldna  be  barr'd  ^»  hi 

It'a  no  be  barr'd  for  me. 
Amd  ffte  harrm\  fre. 

They  made  a  paction  'tween  them  twa» 

They  made  it  firm  and  anre^ 
The  firat  that  epak  the  foremoat  word 

Shoold  riae  and  bar  the  door. 
And  iko  harrin%  ^. 

Then  by  there  came  twa  gentiement 

At  twdve  o'clock  at  night ; 
And  they  eonld  ndther  tee  hooae  nor  ha*^ 

Nor  cod  nor  candla-Kdit 
^Andikobarrm*,^.; 

Now  whether  ia  thia  a  xidi  Bun*a  hooac^ 

Or  whether  ia  thia  a  pnir  ? 
Bnt  never  a  word  wad  ana  o*  thtm 

For  the  borrin*  o*  the  door. 
And  tko  barrim\  ffc 

And  firat  they  ato  the  white  poddina^ 

Andeyne  they  ate  the  black; 
And  mnckle  thoehft  onr  gndawifii  to  hcnril^ 

Bat  never  a  word  die  apnk. 
Amd  iho  larrin*,  ^ 

Then  amd  the  tane  nnto  the  tother^ 

Hae,  man,  take  ye  my  knifc^ 
Do  ye  tak  aff  the  anld  man*a  beard, 

AndrUkiMthegndewifr. 
Amd  Oo  barrim\  ^ 


But  Uiere'a  nae  water  in  «ha 
And  what  ahall  we  do  than? 

What  aih  ye  at  the  poddin*  hno. 
That  boila  into  the  pan? 
Amd  the  harrin*,  ffc 

O,  up  then  etartit  onr  gndeman, 
And  an  angry  man  waa  he : 

Wad  ye  kirn  my  wife  before  my  hot. 
And  acand  me  wi*  poddin*  brea  ? 
Amd  iho  barrm\  |v. 


Then  up  and  atartit  our  gndewile, 
Gi*ed  three  akipe  on  the  floor : 

Gndeman,  ye*ve  apoken  the  feramaat 
Get  up  and  bar  the  door.* 
And  tko  barrin\  ^e. 

*  From  Herd's 
ported  in  JoiuaoBni 
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lOQIE  O*  BUCHAN. 

't^im— "  Logie  or  Buefaaa." «  ^     . 

O,  Loou  o*  Buchui,  O,  Logie,  the  Uird, 
They  hac  U'en  &wa  Jamie  that  delTed  in  the 

He  pUy'd  on  the  pipe  and  the  viol  lae  tma  ; 
Tbev  hae  t«*en  awa  Jamie»  the  flower  o'  them  «*. 
He  »aid,  lltink  na  langy  lastie,  though  I 

pang  awa  ; 
He  $aid.  Think  na  long,  lauie,  though  I 

gang  awa ; 
For  the  simmer  if  eonung,  aiuld  winter' t 

awa. 
And  ru  come  back  and  tee  thee  in  spite  o* 
them  a\ 

O,  Sandle  has  owBen»  and  lUIer,  and  kye, 
A  house  and  a  haddin,  and  a*  things  forbye. 
But  I  wad  hoe  Jamie,  wi's  bonnet  in's  hand, 
Before  I'd  hae  Sandy  wi*  houses  and  land. 
He  said,  (^. 

My  doddie  looks  sulky,  my  minnie  looks  sour, 
They  frown  upon  Jamie,  beeaoae  he  is  poor ; 
But  daddie  and  minnie  although  that  they  be. 
There's  nine  o*  them  a'  like  my  Jamie  to  me. 
He  said,  ^c. 

I  sit  on  my  creepie,  and  spin  at  my  wheel. 
And  think  on  the  laddie  that  b'ed  me  aae  wad ; 
He  had  but  oe  sixpence — he  brok  it  in  twa, 
And  he  gi*ed  me  the  hauf  o*t  when  he  gaed  awa. 
Then,  hoMte  ye  back,  Jamie,  and  bide  na  awa. 
Then  haste  ye  back,  Jamie,  and  bide  na  awa ; 
Simmer  is  eomin*,  eauld  winter's  aiMi, 
And  ye'll  cotne  and  «ff  mo  in  spite  o*  <A<m 
a\* 


•'  cudemon"  of  thiiionc  was  a  perMm  of  the  name  of 
John  Blunt,  who  lived  of  yore  in  Crawford.Muir. 
There  are  two  tunes  to  which  Jt  is  often  sung.  One  of 
them  is  in  roost  of  the  CoUecdoos  of  ScoCtiUi  Tunes ; 
the  other,  though  to  appearsnoe  equally  anetent,  seems 
to  have  been  presenrca  by  trsdltioo  aiooe,  as  we  have 
never  seen  it  in  print.  A  third  tune,  to  which  we  have 
beard  this  song  sung,  by  only  one  person,  an  American 
student,  we  suspect  to  nave  been  imported  from  his 
own  country. 

•  "  Lctfie  o^  Bnehan"  is  stated  by  Mr.  Peter  Buchon 
of  Peterhead,  in  his  Gleanings  of  Scarce  Old  Ballads 

118?7)«  to  have  been  the  composition  of  Mr.  Georipe 
4alket,  and  to  have  been  written  by  him  while  sefaool- 
master  of  Rathen,  in  Aberdeenshire,  about  the  year 
1736.  "  The  poetry  of  this  individual,"  says  Mi. 
Burhan,  *'  was  chiefly  Jaeobitlcal,  and  long  remained 
familiar  amongit  the  peasantry  in  that  quarter  of  the 
country :  One  uf  the  best  linown  of  these,  at  the  pre- 
sent, it '  Wherry,  Whigs,  awa,  man !'  In  1746,  Mr. 
Halket  wrote  a  dialogue  betwixt  George  II.  and  the 
Devil,  which  falling  into  the  hands  or  the  Duke  of 
Cumbeiland  while  on  his  march  toCulloden,  he  of- 
fcred  one  hundred  pounds  reward  for  the  person  or 
the  hold  of  its  author.  Mr.  Halket  died  hi  1 156. 
The  Logic  Itere  meotiaoed,  is  in  one  of  the  od- 
perishes  (Clamood)  where  Mr.  Halket  then 
resided ;  and  the  hero  of  the  piece  was  a  James  Ro- 
bertson,  gaidsner  at  the  plaoa  of 


HERE'S  A  HEALTH  TO  THEM  THArS 

AWA. 

Tkim— "  HereTs  a  health  to  them  thttt  siVBi* 

HxEx*s  a  health  to  them  that*a  mt^ 
Here's  a  health  to  them  that'a  awt; 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that  wm  han  thoH 
syne. 
And  conna  be  here  the  day. 

It's  gude  to  he  merry  and  wiae ; 

It's  gude  to  be  htmest  and  tne ; 
It's  gude  to  be  aff  wi*  the  anld  \of% 

Before  ye  be  on  wi'  the  new. 


HEY.  CA'  THROUGH. 

Tune^"  Hey,  ca'  throufh." 

Ur  wi*  the  carles  o*  Dysart, 

And  the  lads  o*  Backha¥en» 
And  the  kimmers  o'  Largo, 
And  the  losses  o'  I,even. 

Heyy  ea*  through,  ea*  tkrougkf 

For  we  hae  nwekU  ado  : 
Hey,  ca'  through,  ea*  througkf 
For  we  hae  muckU  ado. 

We  hae  tales  to  tell. 

And  we  hae  eanga  to  sing ; 
Wo  hae  penniee  ao  spend. 

And  we  hae  piuta  to  bring. 

Hey,  ca*  through,  j^ 

We'll  live  a*  our  days ; 

And  them  that  comes  behin'» 
Let  them  do  the  like. 

And  spend  the  gear  they  wis* 
Hey,  ca*  through,  ^ 


Joining 
resided  I 


LO'ED  NE'ER  A  LADDIE  BUT  A1I& 

ClUMZX. 
Taae-"  My  kidgfaig  is  OB  the  eoU 

I  Lo*aD  ne*er  a  laddie  bat  ane ; 

He  lo'ed  ne'er  a  laoaie  bat  wo  ; 
He's  willing  to  mak  ma  hia  ais ; 

And  his  ain  I  am  willing  to  ba. 
He  has  coft  me  a  rokelay  o*  bhi^ 

And  a  pair  o*  nitleaa  o*  graea; 
The  price  was  a  kiss  o*  my  moa'  ; 

And  I  paid  him  the  debt 


Let  ithers  brag  weel  o*  their  fnr» 

Their  land,  and  their  lordly  degrat  $ 
I  carena  for  ooght  but  my  dcsr. 

For  he*a  ilka  thing  kxdly  to  no : 
His  words  are  sae  sogar'd,  oae  tweet ! 

Hia  aense  drives  hSl.  fmr  hr  awa ! 
I  listen— poor  Ibol !  aadlgnet; 

Yet  how  iwwt  an  tlM  IMO  «  Aqr  irf/ 


t^ 


BURNS*  WORKS. 


AYE  WAUKINQ,  O.    ' 


THK  ORIGINAL  SONO,  F&OM  RSCITATIOK. 

0  r»f  Wf  t,  vtret, 

O  I'm  wet  and  weaiy ! 
Yet  fain  wad  I  riw  and  rin. 

If  I  thought  I  would  meet  mj  datiy. 
Ay  trauking,  O  ! 

Wauking  aye,  and  weofy^ 
Sleep  I  can  get  naiu 
Fur  thinking  o'  my  dmry, 

Sionmer's  a  pleasant  time, 

Flowert  of  evciy  ec£our, 
The  water  rins  ower  tLt  heugh— - 

And  I  lang  for  my  true  lover. 
Ay  wauking,  ^ 

When  I  sleep  I  dream. 

When  I  wauk  I'm  eerie ; 
Sleep  I  can  get  nane 

For  thinking  o*  my  deary. 

Ay  wauking,  ^ 

Lanely  night  romet  on ; 
A*  the  lave  are  sleeping ; 

1  think  on  my  love. 

And  blear  my  cen  wi'  greeting* 
Ay  wauking,  ^ 

Feather-beds  are  soft, 

Painted  rooms  are  bonnis  | 
But  a  kiss  o*  my  dear  knrt 

h  better  Ur  than  o^y• 

Ay  wamMmgf  ^ 


KELVIN  GROVE. 

JOHN  LYLZ. 

"  Kelvin  Grove." 


Lit  ns  haate  to  Kehrin  grove,  bonnie  lassie,  O ; 

Through  its  mases  let  us  rove,  bonnie  lassie,  O  ; 
Where  the  rose  in  all  its  pride 
Decks  the  hollow  dingle*s  side, 

Where  the  midnight  fairies  glide,  bonnie  lassie,  O. 

We  will  wander  by  the  mill,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 
To  the  cove  beside  the  rill,  bonnie  Isssie,  O ; 

Where  the  glens  rdxrand  the  call 

Of  the  k>fty  waterfidl. 
Through  the  mountain's  rocky  hall,    bonnie 
lassie,  O. 

Then  we'll  up  to  yonder  glade,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 
Where  so  oft,  beneath  its  shade,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 

With  the  songsters  in  the  grove, 

We  have  told  our  tale  of  love. 
And  have  sportive  garlands  wore,  bonnie  lassie,  O. 

Ah  !  I  snpo  must  bid  adieu,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 
To  this  fiury  scene  and  vou,  boimic  Imsi^  O, 


To  the  streamlet  winding  dlir, 
To  the  fragrant-scented  brier, 
E'en  to  thee  of  all  most  dear,  bonnie  lassie,  (X 

For  the  frowns  of  fortune  low'r,  bmmle  Uiile,  Oy 
On  thy  lover  at  this  hour,  bonnie  lassie,  O  : 
Ere  the  golden  orb  of  day. 
Wakes  the  warblers  from  the  spray. 
From  this  land  I  must  away,  bonnie  lassi^  O. 

And  when  on  a  distant  shore,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 
Should  I  fall  'midst  battle's  roar,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 

Wilt  thou,  Helen,  when  yon  hear 

Of  thy  lover  on  his  bier, 
To  his  memory  shed  a  tear,  bjnnie  lassie  ?  O.* 


BLUE  BONNETS  OVER  THE  BORDER. 

81 E  WALTXK  SCOTT. 

a^Nie—*'  Blue  Bonnets  over  the  Border.** 

BIarch,  march,  Ettrick  and  Teviotdale, 

Why,  my  lads,  dinna  ye  march  forward  in 
Older  ? 
March,  march,  Eskdale  and  Liddcsdalc  ; 

All  the  blue  bonnets  are  over  the  l^nicr. 
Many  a  banner  spread  flutters  above  your  head  ; 

Many  a  crest  that  is  famous  in  story  : 
Mount  and  make  ready,  then,  sonM  of  the  moun- 
tain glen ; 
Fight  for  your  Queen  and  the  old  Scottish 
glory. 

Come  from  the  hilla  where  your  hirsels  are  gass- 
ing; 

Come  from  the  glen  of  the  buck  aail  the  roe ; 
Come  to  the  crag  where  the  beacon  i»  biasing  ; 

Come  with  the  buckler,  the  laoce,  and  the  how. 
Trumpets  are  sounding,  war  steeds  are  boumiing  ; 

Stand  to  your  arms,  and  march  in  (rood  order. 
England  shiJl  many  a  day  tell  of  the  bltHxIy  fray. 

When  the  blue  bonnets  came  o\'er  the  Border. 


COMIN'  THROUGH  THE  RYE. 
Tune-^**  Gin  a  Body  meet  a  Body. 

Gin  a  body  meet  a  body 

Comin*  through  the  rjre, 
Gin  a  body  kiss  a  body. 

Need  a  body  cry  ? 
Ev'ry  losiiie  has  her  laodie, 

Nane,  they  say,  hae  I ! 
Yet  a*  the  lads  they  smile  at  me. 

When  comin*  through  the  rye. 
Amang  the  train  there  is  a  swain 

I  dearly  lo'e  mysell ; 
But  whaur  his  hame,  or  what  his  name, 
I  dinna  care  to  tell. 


•  Kelvin  Grove  is  s  beautifully  wooded  dell,  about 

It  wo  miles  ttovti  GlASgow,  fcrniini;  a  sort  odoixrt'  ualk 
for  the  lads  and  Ismu  of  that  fic>. 


.«• 
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wr 


Otn  a  iMdy  meet  a  body, 

Comin*  frae  tbe  town, 
Qin  a  body  greet  a  body, 

Need  a  D<3y  frown? 
Ev*ry  lassie  has  her  laddie, 

Nane,  they  say,  hae  I ! 
Yet  a'  the  lads  they  smile  at  me, 

When  comin'  through  the  rye. 
Amang  the  train  there  is  a  swain 

I  dearly  lo'e  mysell ; 
But  whaur  his  hame,  or  what  his  name, 
I  dinna  care  to  tell. 


DINNA  THINK,  BONNIE  LASSIE. 
Tune—**  The  Smith's  a  gallant  fireman.'* 

O  DINNA  Uiink,  bonnie  lassie,  I'm  gaun  to 

leave  thee ; 
Dinna  think,  bonnie  lassie,  I'm  gaun  to  leaye 

thee; 
Dinna  think,  bonnie  lassie,  I'm  gaun  to  leare 

thee ; 
I'll  tak  a  stick  into  my  hand,  and  come  again 

and  see  thee. 

Pal's  the  gate  ye  hae  to  gang ;  dark's  the 

night  and  eerie ; 
Fax's  the  pite  ye  hae  to  gang ;  dark's  the 

night  and  eerie ; 
Par's  the  gate  ye  hae  to  gang;  dark's  the 

ni^ht  and  eerie; 
O  stay  this  night  wi'  your  love,  andliinna 

gang  and  leave  me. 

It's  but  a  night  and  hauf  a  day  that  I'll  leave 

my  dearie ; 
But  a  night  and  hauf  a  day  that  I'll  leave  my 

dearie ; 
But  a  night  and  hauf  a  day  that  I'll  leave  my 

dearie; 
Whene'er  the  sun  gaes  west  the  loch  I'll 

come  again  sind  see  thee. 

Dinna  gang,  my  bonnie  lad,  dinna  gang  and 
leave  me ; 

Dinna  gang,  my  bonnie  lad,  dinna  gang  and 
leave  me ; 

When  a'  tlie  lave  are  sound  asleep,  I'm  dull 
sind  eerie  ; 

And  a'  the  lee-lanf  ni^ht  I  'm  sad,  wi'  think- 
ing on  my  doane. 

O  dinna  think,  bonnie  lassie,  I'm  gaun  to 

leave  the^ ; 
Dinna  think,  bonnie  lassie,  I'm  gaun  to  leave 

thee ; 
Dmna  tliink,  bonnie  lassie,  I'm  gaun  to  leave 

tliee  ; 
When  e'er  the  sun  gaes  out  6*  sight,  I'll  come 

again  and  see  thee. 

Waves  are  rising  o^er  the  sea ;  winds  b]aw 

loud  and  fear  me ; 
Waves  are  rising  o'er  the  sea ;  winds  blaw 

loud  and  fear  me. 


While  the  winds  and  wetw  do  tear,  I  tm 

wae  and  dreary ; 
And  gin  ye  lo'emeas  ye  tay,  ye  winna  gaiif; 

and  leave  me. 

O  never  mair,  bonnie  lassie;  will  I  gang  aad 

leave  thee; 
Never  mair,  bonnie  lassie  ,will  I  gang  and 

leave  thee ; 
Never  mair,  bonnie  lassie,  will  I  gang  and 

leave  thee: 
E'en  let  the  worla  gang  as  it  will,  I'll  stay 

at  hame  and  cheer  thee. 

Frae  his  hand  he  eoost  his  stiek  ;  I  winna 

sang  and  leave  thee  ; 
Threw  his  plaid  into  the  oeuk ;  ntyif  ean  I 

^ieve  thee ; 
Drew  his  boots,  and  flang  them  by ;  cried  my 

lass,  be  cheerie ; 
Pll  kiss  the   tear   frae  aff  thy  check,  and 

never  leave  my  dearie. 


BONNIE  MARY  HAY. 
caawroRD 

Bonnie  Mary  Hay,  I  will  loe  thee  yet ; 
For  thine  eye  is  the  slae,  and  thy  hair  is  the  jet ; 
The  snaw  is  thy  skin,  and  the  rose  is  thy 

cheek; 
O,  bonnie  Mary  Hay,  I  will  loe  thee  yet ! 

O,  bonnie  Mary  Hay,  win  ye  gang  wi'  hm^ 
When  the  sun's  in  the  west,  to  the  nawthoni 

tree. 
To  the  hawthorn  tree,  and  the  bonnie  beny 

den? 
And  I'll  tell  thee,  Mary  Hay,  how  I  loe  thoo 

then. 

O,  bonnie  Mary  Hay^  it  is  haliday  to  me, 
When  thou  art  coutnie,  kind,  and  free ; 
There's  nae  clouds  in  the  lift,  nor  stonns  in 

the  sky, 
Bonnie  Mary  Hay,  when  thou  art  nigh. 

O,  bonnieMary  Hay,  thou  maona  say  me  nay. 
But  come  to  the  bower,  by  the  hawthorn  braa ; 
But  oome  tothe  bower,  and  I'll  tell  ye  a' what's 

true, 
How,  Lionnie  Mary  Hay,  I  can  lot  nane  but 

you. 


CARLE,  AN  THE  KING  COME. 

Tutu — "  Carle,  an  the  King  oome," 

Carlb,  an  the  king  eoma. 
Carle,  an  the  kingeome, 
Thou  shalt  dance  and  I  will  siDg^ 
Carle,  an  the  kisf  oome. 
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Ab  MOcMy  ir«r8  come  if  aia, 
Then  •omebody  miun  cron  the  nuia  ; 
Aad  9fmy  man  shall  hae  hii  ain, 
Carhs,  an  the  king  come. 

# 

I  trow  vc  nrappit  for  the  worse ; 
We  ga'e  the  boot  and  better  horse  ; 
And  that  we'll  tell  them  at  the  corse, 
Carle,  an  the  king  come. 

When  yellow  eorn  grows  on  the  rxf^ 
And  gibbets  stand  to  hang  the  Whigs, 
O,  then  we'll  a'  dance  Scottish  jigs 
Cari^  an  the  king  come. 

Nae  mair  wi*  pinch  and  drouth  we'll  dine. 
As  wc  hae  done — a  dog's  propine— 
Bnt  quaff  oar  draughts  o*  rosy  wine. 
Carle,  an  the  king  come. 

Cogie,  an  the  king  come, 
Cogie,  an  the  king  come, 
I'se  be  ibu  and  thou'se  be  toom 
Cogie,  an  the  king  come.* 


COME  UNDER  MY  PLAIDIE. 

MACNUCL. 

riMie-"  Johnny  M'GilL" 

OoMt  nnder  my  plaidie ;  the  night*s  gaun  to  fii' ; 
Come  in  frae  the  eauld  bUst,  the  dnft,  and  the 

snaw : 
Gome  under  my  pUidie,  and  sit  down  beside  me ; 
Thrrc's  room  in't,  dear  lassie,  believe  me,  for 

twa. 
Come  under  my  plaidie,  and  sit  down  beside  me; 
rU  hsp  ye  frae  every  cauld  blast  that  can  blaw: 
Come  under  my  plaidie,  and  sit  down  beside  me ; 
There's  room  in't,  dear  lassie,  believe  me,  for 

twa. 

Gae  *wa  wi'  yere  plaidie !  auM  Donald,  gae  *wa ; 
I  feir  na  the  caald  blast,  the  drift,  nor  the  snaw  ! 
Qao  'wa  wi'  your  plaidie !  I'll  no  sit  beside  ye ; 
Ye  micht  be  my  guteher  !  auld  Donald,  gae  'wa. 
I'm  gaon  to  meet  Johnnie — he's  young  and  he's 

bonnie; 
He's  been  at  Meg's  bridal,  fou  trig  and  fou  braw ! 
Nane  dances  sae  lichtly,  sae  graoefu',  or  tichtly, 
His  cheek's  like  the  new  rose,  his  brow's  like 

the  snaw ! 

Dear  Marion,  let  that  titt  stick  to  the  wa' ; 
Your  Jock's  bat  a  gowk,  and  has  naething  ava ; 
The  haill  o'  his  pack  he  has  now  on  his  back  ; 
He's  thretty,  and  I  am  but  three  score  and  twa. 


•  This  is  an  old  favourite  cavalier  sonf :  the  dionis, 
•t  least,  is  as  old  as  the  time  of  the  Commonwealth, 
when  the  letum  of  King  Charleill.  wasa  matterof 
My  pmXOT  to  the  Loyailsti. 


Be  frank  now  ind  kindly — ^1*11  botk  y«  tyw 

finely ; 
To  kirk  or  to  market  there'll  few  gang  sae  braw ; 
A  bien  house  to  bide  ioj  a  chaise  for  to  ride  in. 
And  flunkies  to  'tend  ye  as  aft  as  ye  ca*. 

My  father  aye  tauld  roe,  my  mother  and  a*, 
Ye'd  mak  a  gude  husband,  and  keep  me  ayt 

braw ; 
It's  true,  I  lo'e  Johnnie ;  he's  yoang  and  he's 

bonnie ; 
But,  wae's  me !  I  ken  he  has  naething  ava ! 
I  hoe  little  tocher  ;  ye've  made  a  gude  offer  ; 
I*m  now  mair  than  twenty ;  my  time  is  bat 

sma* ! 
Sae  gie  my  your  plaidie ;  Til  creep  in  beside  ye ; 
I  thocht  ye'd  been  aulder  than  three  score  and 

twa! 

She  crap  in  ayont  him,  beside  the  stane  wa\ 
Whare  Johnnie  was  listnin',  and  heard  her  tell  a': 
The  day  was  appointed  I^iis  proud  hetrt  it 

dunted. 
And  Btrack  'gainst  his  side,  as  if  buntift'  m 

twa. 
He  wander 'd  hame  wcarie,  the  nicht  it  wis 

drearie. 
And,  thowless,  he  tint  his  gate  'mai^  the  deqp 

snaw: 
The  howlet  was  sereamin',  while  Johnnie  cried. 

Women 
Wad  marry  auld  Nick,  if  he'd  keep  them  ayt 

braw. 

O,  the  deil'i  in  the  Umh  !  they  gang  now  au 

braw. 
They'll  lie  down'wi'  raid  tarn  o*  fooneort  and 

twa; 
The  hail  o'  their  marriage  is  gowd  and  •  car- 
riage; 
Plain  love  is  the  eauldest  Uaat  now  that  can 

bUw. 
Auld  dotards,   be  wary !    tak  tent  what  yc 

marry; 
Yotmg  wives,  wi'  their  eoachca,  they'll  wbip 

and  they'll  ca*. 
Till  they  meet  wi'  some  Johnnio  that's  yoatli- 

fu*  and  bonnie, 
And  they'll  gie  ye  horns  on  ilk  haftt  to  daw. 


DUSTY  MILLER. 
Tkiw*— •*  The  dusty  MiUsr.* 


HsT,  the  dnsty  miller, 

And  his  dusty  coat ! 
He  will  win  a  shilling. 

Ere  he  spend  a  groat. 
Dusty  was  the  coat. 

Dusty  was  the  eolonr; 
Dnsty  was  the  kisi^ 

ThatlgitfrMthiniOirr 


BONOS. 


IM 


And  kit  duitf  nek ! 
Leew  BM  00  tiM  etiliiif 

Fnb  tht  diHtf  pedc ; 
FUk  tke  dnttjr  pwk, 

BriflgB  tke  daihr  Hlltr 
I  wad  fM  my  eottit 

I'or  tht  duitf  miUer. 


THE  WEARY  POND  O*  TOW. 
rmoM  utcnATioir. 
Tht  wwiy  pud  &  tow.*; 


1  BOUORT  mf  wife  •  fttiM  o*  lint 

As  good  as  ere  did  grow, 
Aad  a*  tkat  sko  cooU  aako  o*  dial 

Was  ao  weary  pod  o*  tow. 
Tke  weary  jmaid,  tks  weary  pond, 

Tko  weary  poad  o*  tow, 
I  tiboof  kt  my  wife  would  eod  kcr  life 

Bcfare  eko  epaa  kcr  tow. 

I  lookit  to  my  yam-nagt 

And  it  grew  never  mair ; 
I  lookit  to  my  btef  if  and 

My  kcart  grew  wonder  aair ; 
I  lookit  to  my  meal-koat. 

And  O,  knt  it  waa  kowe ! 
I  tkink  my  wife  will  end  kcr  life 

Afere  ske  spin  ker  tow. 

Bat  if  yonr  wife  and  my  wife 

Were  in  a  koat  tkcgitkcr. 
And  yon  otksr  man's  wife 

Were  in  to  steer  tke  mtker ; 
And  if  tke  koat  were  kottomlcas, 

Aod  seren  mile  to  row, 
I  think  tkey*d  ne*er  eome  kame  again. 

To  spin  tke  pund  o'  tow  ! 


'  THE  LANDART  LAIRD. 

Thiki  liTee  a  landart*  kdrd  in  Fife, 
And  ke  kas  married  a  dandily  wife : 
Ske  wadna  skape,  nor  yet  wad  eke  eew. 
But  sit  wi*  kcr  cnmmere,  and  iUl  kereell  fk*. 

Ske  wadna  spin,  nor  yet  wad  ake  card  ; 
Bnt  ske  wad  sit  and  crack  wi*  tke  laird. 
See  ke  is  donn  to  tke  dieep-feuU, 
And  deekit  a  wetkerf  ky  tke  spankLt 

He's  wkirlcd  aff  tke  gnde  wetker's  sldn, 
And  wnpped  tke  dandily  lady  tkerein. 
'*  I  downs  pay  yon,  fer  yonr  gende  kin ; 
But  wccl  may  I  skelp  my  weAer's  akkL$ 

•  I«iAMfi«-thaft  k,  BvlBff  In  a  part  of  tke 
■t  lone  diiiaBee  ftoaa  any  lo«&  .^.^ 

t  Wsddsr.  I  SkonUsr. 

(  TIUBcvloas  and  most  nHMta«old«tt]^is  tnm 


KEEP  THE  COTTNTRY,  BONNIE 
LASSIE. 

IVna-***  Keep  tke  Country,  beanie  Uaritb" 

Kbip  tke  eoontry,  konnie  liaeifi 
Keep  tke  eoontry,  keep  tke  oooatry  i 

Keep  toe  eoontry,  iwnnie  lassie ; 
Lads  will  a*  gie  gowd  fer  ye : 

Qowdferye^  konnie  liaeifi 

Oowd  fer  ye,  gowd  fer  ye: 
Keep  tke  eoontry,  konnie  laarfe ; 

Lade  will  a*  gie  gowd  fer  ye. 


HAP  AND  ROW  THE  FEETIB  O'T. 

WXLUAX  CAtSCB.* 

Hap  and  Rove  tke  finde  art* 


Wt*B  hap  amd  ram,  w€*0  hap  amd  rm^ 
We'U  kmpmidram  tUfidk  o'U 

Hit  a  was  bU  wemrp  thing  : 
Idowma  hid*  th»  gruiU  q*L 

Aim  we  pat  on  tke  wee  kit  paa» 
To  koil  tke  lidc  o*  meatie  o*t; 

A  dnder  fell  and  epoO'd  tke  phn* 
And  komt  a*  tke  feetie  o*t. 
Wt*a  htip  mid  rom^  fft. 


Fn*  aair  it  grat,  tke  poir  wee  knt. 

And  am  U  kided  tke  feetie  o%j 
TilU  poir  waa  di;  it  tired  itaalf ; 

And  dien  kegan  tke  eleepie  o*t. 
TF«*iI  hap  amd  ram,  ft. 

Tke  skirling  krat  nae  parritek  gat^ 
Wken  it  gaed  to  tke  sleepie  o*t ; 

It's  waeeome  troe,  instead  o*  t's  boo*, 
Tkcy*ra  roond  akoot  tke  feetie  o*t. 
Wk*U  hap  amd  ram,  fpe. 


.     '  JtJBIPIN' JOHN 

HiB  daddie  feikade^  ker  mianie  fefkidi  ; 

ForUdden  eke  wadna  ke. 
Ske  wadna  trow*t,  tke  krowst  aka  knwod# 
Wad  taete  eae  kittcrlie. 

TTu  lamg  lad  thgg  ca'  Jwmpim*  Mm 

Btgtdkd  th§  bommk  UuaUt 
Tht  Umg  lad  ihtff  en*  Jwapim*  Mm 
Staailtd  lAe  hommit  laasfeu 


•  AgsotlsBsenleiVattkekeadordM 
trade  In  Idlnbuik,  and  who  had  besn  Li 
ortkedty.    A  Tohime of  his  mlsssOeaeoi 
ssys  hss  besn  published,  undsrtke  titleor '* 
rucMve  nsesB."    He  iw  net  ealy  leoMski 


sational  jJosFen^  whhkyiiesnth  aetoops^to 
the  loiiafyjaf  the  UIghmt  BMMiy  ■<■  if  Ml  vi^ 
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A  9f(tt  ftnd  a  eau(  t  yowt  and  a  haaf, 
Aad  Pretty  gudt  thiltin^  and  three  ; 

A  iPfqr  fwW  lodiary  a  eottarmtn's  dochter, 
nc  uai  wi*  the  bonnie  black  ee. 
Tk«  lang  lad,  ^e. 


O  DEAR !  MINNIR,  WHAT  8HALL I  DO? 

O  dMT !  mocbar,  what  ahall  1 4o  r 


*  Ob  dear !  minnify  what  ihall  I  do  ? 
Ok  dear !  minnie,  what  shall  I  do  ? 
Oil  dear !  minnie,  what  thall  I  do  V* 
^I^  dung,  doiled  thing,  do  a«  I  do.** 

**  in  be  blaok,  I  caana  be  b*ed; 
If  I  be  fiur,  I  canna  be  gude  ; 
If  I  fellovdlr,  the  lada  will  look  by  me ; 
Oil  dear  !  minnie,  what  ihall  I  do  ?*' 

**  Oh  dear  !  minnie,  what  shall  I  do  ? 
Ob  dear !  minnie,  what  shall  I  do  ? 
Ok  dear !  minnie,  what  shall  I  do?" 
**  Daft  thing,  doiled  thing,  do  as  I  do.*' 


KILLIECRANKIE,  O. 

Tun»^*  The  brees  o'  KUUeennkie.' 

Wbiki  hae  ye  been  sae  braw,  lad  ? 

Where  hae  ye  been  sae  brankie,  O  ? 
Where  hae  ye  been  aae  braw,  lad  ? 
Cam  ye  by  Killiecrankie,  O  ? 

An  ye  had  been  whtre  I  hae  been. 
Ye  wadna  been  sae  cantie,  O  ; 
Jin  ye  had  teen  what  I  hae  teen 
On  the  braet  o'  Killiecrankief  O. 

I*fe  £iaght  at  land,  I've  faught  at  sea  ; 

At  bame  I  faught  my  auotie,  O ; 
Bat  I  met  the  deevil  and  Dundee, 

On  the  braes  o*  Killiecrankie,  O  ! 
An  ye  had  been,  ^ 

The  baald  Pitcur  fell  in  a  fur, 
And  psvtne  gat  a  clankie,  O ; 

Or  I  kad  fed  an  Athole  gkd, 
0»  Ikt  braei  o'  Killiecrankie,  O. 
An  ye  had  been,  |rc. 


DONALD  COUPER. 
Donald  Couper  and  his 


Wtn  Pmald,  howe  Donald, 

m$  Donald  Couper ! 
IblW  mm  awa  to  aaek  a  wile, 

Ml  Wi  OMM  hamt  witkonl  km 


O  Donald  Couper  and  his 

Held  to  a  Highland  £ur,  man ; 

And  a*  to  seek  a  bonnie  lata 
But  fient  a  ane  was  there,  man. 

At  length  he  got  a  carline  gray, 

And  she's  come  hirplin  hame,  man ; 

And  she's  fawn  owre  the  buffet  stool, 
And  brak  her  rumple-bane,  man. 


LITTLE  WAT  YE  WHA'S  COMINa 
Tune—**  Little  wat  ye  wha's  oomlof .*. 

Little  wat  ye  wha'a  coming, 
Little  wat  ye  wha'a  coming, 
Littl.^  wat  ye  wha'a  coming  ; 
Jock  .ind  Tam  and  a*  'a  coming  I 

Duncin'«  coming,  Donald'a  comings 
Colin's  coming,  Ronald'a  coming, 
Dougal':4  coming,  Lauchlan'a  comiof, 
Alister  and  a'  'a  coming  1 

Little  wat  ye  wha'a  coming, 
Little  wat  ye  wha'a  coming, 
Little  wat  ye  wha'a  coming  ; 
Jock  and  Tam  and  a'  'a  ooaing  ! 

Borland  and  his  men's  coming. 
The  Camerona  and  Maclean's  coming. 
The  Gordons  and  Macgrcgor'a  coming, 
A'  the  Duniewastlea  coming ! 

Little  wat  ye  wha'a  coming. 
Little  wat  ye  wha*a  coming, 
Little  wat  ye  wha'a  coming ; 
MacGilvray  o'  Drumglaaa  is  coming  ! 

Winton's  coming,  Nithsdale'a  coming, 
Carnwath'it  coming,  Kenmure's  coming, 
Derwentwater  ami  Footer's  coming, 
Withrington  and  Nairn's  coming  1 

Little  wat  ye  wha'a  coming. 
Little  wat  ye  wha'a  coming. 
Little  wat  ye  wha'a  coming  ; 
Blythe  Cowhill  and  a'  'a  coining ! 


The  Laird  o'  Macintosh  ia  coming,' 
Macrabie  and  Macdonald's  coming, 
The  Mackenzie*  and  Macphersona  ffffning, 
A'  the  wild  MacCraws  coming  I 


/ 


Little  wat  ye"  wha's  coming, 
Little  wat  ye  wha'it  coming. 
Little  wat  ye  wha's  coming  ; 
Donald  Gun  and  a'  'a  coming' 


They  gloom,  they  glowr,  they  look  laa  hift 
At  ilka  stroke  they'll  fell  a  Whig; 
They'll  fright  the  fiids  of  the  Pockpodi; 
For  nony  t  buttock  bar»*a  ooiwng« 
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LitiU  wit  yt  wWf  eomiogy 
Little  wat  ye  wha*t  coming, 
Little  wat  ye  wba's  coming ; 
Mony  a  buttock  bare*t  coming  l 


OCH  HEY.  JOHNNIE  LAD. 

« 

TAKyABILL. 

OcR  hey,  Johnnie  lad, 

Ye*re  no  aae  kind*t  ye  rou'd  hae  boen ; 
Och  hev«  Johnnie  lad, 

Ye  didna  keep  your  tryst  yestreen* 
I  waited  lan^^  beside  the  wood, 

Soe  wae  and  weary  a*  my  lane : 
Och  hey,  Johnnie  lad. 

It  was  a  wacfu'  nicht  yestreen  ! 

I  lookit  by  the  whinny  knowe, 

I  lookit  by  the  firs  sae  green ; 
I  lookit  ower  the  spunkie  howe, 

And  aye  I  thocht  ye  wad  hie  been. 
The  ne*er  a  supper  croia*d  my  craig, 

The  ne*er  a  sleep  has  dosed  my  een : 
Och  hey,  Johnnie  lad, 

Ye*re  no  sae  kind's  ye  son*d  hac  been 

Gin  ye  were  wutin*  by  the  wood,. 

It's  I  was  waitin'  by  the  thorn ; 
I  thocht  it  was  the  place  we  set, 

And  waited  maist  till  dawnin'  morn. 
But  be  noe  beat,  my  bonnie  lass, 

Let  my  waitin*  stand  for  thine  ; 
We'll  awa  to  Craigton  shaw. 

And  seek  the  joys  we  tint  yestreen. 


OUR  GUDEMAN  CAM*  HAME  AT  E'EN. 

Oun  gudeman  cam  heme  at  e'en, 

And  hame  cam  he  ; 
And  there  he  saw  a  saddle-horse, 

Where  nae  horse  should  be. 
Oh,  how  cam  this  horse  here  ? 

How  can  this  be  ? 
How  cam  this  horse  here  ? 

Without  the  leave  o*  me? 
A  horse !  quo'  she  ; 
Aye,  a  horse,  quo*  he. 
Ye  auld  blind  dotard  carle^ 

And  blinder  mat  ye  be ! 
It's  but  a  bonnie  mUk-cow, 

My  mither  sent  to  roe. 
A  milk-cow !  quo'  he ; 
Aye,  a  milk-eow,  quo'  ihib 
Far  hae  I  ridden. 

And  mnckle  bee  I  seen ; 
Bnt  a  saddle  on  a  milk-cow 

Sew  I  never  Bine. 


Oar  godeman  cam  heme  at  e'eiif 

And  hame  cam  he ; 
He  spied  a  pair  o'  jack-bdob^ 

Where  nae  boots  ehooM  d#. 
What's  this  now,  gttdewUe  ? 

What's  this  I  see? 
How  cam  thae  boots  here, 

Without  the  leare  o*  me  ? 
Boots !  quo*  ahe ; 
Aye,  boots,  qno'  he. 
Ye  aold  blind  dotard  carle. 

And  blinder  mat  ye  be ! 
It's  but  a  pair  o'  water-stonpe, 

The  cooper  sent  to  me. 
Watcr-stoups  !  quo'  he  : 
Aye,  water -stoups,  quo  tlw. 
Far  hae  I  ridden, 

And  muckle  hae  I  seen ; 
But  siller-bpurs  on  water-stoopi 

Saw  I  never  nane. 

Our  gudeman  cam  hame  at  e*etaf 

And  hame  cam  he ; 
And  there  he  aaw  a  silk^  aword^ 

Where  nae  award  ahoolj  b#. 
What's  this  now,  gndewifr  ? 

What's  this  I  see  ? 
O  how  cam  this  sword  her^ 

Without  the  leave  o*  me  ? 
A  sword  !  quo'  she ; 
Aye,  a  sword,  qno*  he. 
Ye  anld  blind  dotard  carle, 

And  blinder  mat  ye  be  ! 
It's  but  a  parridge-spnrtle^ 

My  minnie  sent  to  me. 

A  parridge-sportle !  quo*  he  ; 
Aye,  a  parridge-spnrtle,  qeo*  Aa. 
Wcel,  fu  hae  I  ridden, 

And  muckle  hae  I  seen ; 
But  siller-handed  parridge-spnrtk* 

Saw  I  never  nane. 

Our  gudeman  cam  hame  at  e'en. 

And  hame  cam  he ; 
And  there  he  spied  a  powder  d  wig, 

Where  nae  wig  should  be. 
What's  thi«  now,  gudewife  ? 

What's  this  I  see  ? 
How  cam  this  wig  here, 

Without  the  leave  o'  me  ? 
A  wig  !  quo'  she  ; 
Aye,  a  wig,  qno*  he. 
Ye  auld  blind  dotard  carle. 

And  blinder  mat  ye  be  ! 
'Tis  naething  bnt  a  clocken-hen 

My  minnie  sent  to  me. 
A  docken-hen !  quo'  he ; 
Aye,  a  docken-hen,  qno'  she. 
Far  hae  I  ridden. 

And  muckle  hae  I  seen, 
Bnt  pouther  on  a  docfcen-hea 

Saw  1  never  nana. 


Our  gudeman 
AadhaaM 


cam  hame  at  •*« 
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'  WlMraBM  0(Mt  dKNild  bt. 
Hbv  cm  Uiis  eoti  Imn? 

Hov  can  this  be  ? 
Hov  arm  this  eotI  hera»' 
Withont  the  ki^  o*  nw? 
A  coftt !  qno'  the  ; 
Aye  a  coaty  quo'  he. 
Ta  anM  blind  dotard  cark^ 
Aad  blinder  mat  ye  be ! 
It*a  bat  a  pair  o'  blankets 
My  minnie  tent  to  me. 
Blankets !  quo*  he ; 
Aye»  blanketsy  quo*  she. 
Far  haa  I  ridden. 

And  muckle  hae  I  seen ; 
Bsl  buttons  upon  blankets 
8av  I  never  nanel 


gaed  our  gndeman, 
Aad  ban  gied  he ; 
Aad  thaw  he  spied  a  sturdy  man, 

When  nae  man  should  ba. 
Hov  cam  this  man  here? 

Hmrcan  this  be? 
Bov  cam  this  man  here^ 
Wil^t  the  leave  o*  me? 
A  man !  quo*  she ; 
Aye,  a  man,  qno*  he. 
Pdr  Uind  body, 

Aad  blinder  mat  jrou  be ! 
Ifefa  but  a  new  milkm'  maid, 
Ify  mither  sent  to  me. 
A  maid !  quo*  he ; 
Aye^  a  maid,  quo*  she. 
nr  haa  I  ridden, 

Aad  muckle  hae  I  seen. 
Bat  lang-beaided  maidens 
8av  I  never  nana. 


QO  TO  BERWICK,  JOHNIE. 
»«'  Go  to  Benrldi  Jolmk.* 


Qo  to  Berwick,  Juhnie ; 

Bring  her  free  the  Border ; 
Tod  sweet  bonnie  lassie, 

Let  her  gae  nae  fiurther. 
English  loons  will  twine  ye 

O*  the  lovely  treasure ; 
But  we'll  let  them  ken, 

A  sword  wi*  them  we'll  measure. 

Qo  to  Berwick,  Johnie, 

And  r^in  your  honour ; 
Drive  tiiem  ower  the  Tweed, 

And  show  our  Scottish  banner. 
I  am  Rob  the  king, 

And  ye  are  Jock,  my  brither  ; 
Bat,  before  we  lose  her, 

Wa*ll  a*  there  thegither.* 

•  Tliii  povular  rant  U  from  Johntonii  U  ntiosl  Mu- 
flVB|foCvi-|1803,    IUtiQCi,iBliii9cottUiS«nfi|i 


IP  YE*LL  BE  MY  DAWTtfi,  AKD  8It 
IN  MY  PLAID. 


«*  Hie,  Bonaie 


Hii,  bonaia  lassie,  blink  oiver  the  ba^^ 
And  if  your  sheep  wander  I'll  gie  thaai  a  ton ; 
Sae  happy  as  wc*ll  oe  on  yonder  green  sbide^ 
If  ye*Il  be  my  dawtie^  and  sit  in  my 


A  yowe  and  twa  lammies  are  a*  my  haill  stodCf 
Bat  ni  sell  a  lammie  out  o*  my  waa  flock, 
To  boy  thee  a  head-pieoe,  sae  bonnie  aad  braidt 
If  ye*ll  he  my  dawtie,  and  sit  in  my  plaid. 

I  haa  little  siller,  but  ae  haa£>year's  fee, 
But  if  ye  wiU  tak*  it,  I*U  gie't  a'  to  thaa ; 
And  tlwn  we'll  be  married,  and  lie  in  aa  bcd^ 
If  ye'll  be  my  dawtie,  and  sit  in  my 


I'LL  NEVER  LEAVE  THEE. 

aAKSAT. 
JOUirMT. 

Though,  for  seven  years  aad  nair,  hoaaw 

should  reave  ma 
To  fieMs  where  cannons  rair,   dioa 

grieve  thee; 
For  deep  in  my  spirit  thy  twcals  an 
And  love  shall  preserve  ay  what  lo>va  hai  im* 

printed* 
Leave  thee,  leave  thee,  1*11  never  leave  thee^ 
Gang  the  warld  as  it  will,  deaiest,  believe  me ! 

XaLLT. 

Oh,  Johnny,  Fm  jealoos,  whene'er  ye  discover 
My  sentiments  yielding,  veil  tnm  a  locee  rover  ; 
And  nought  in  the  world  would  vex  my  heart 

sairer. 
If  yon  prove  inconstant,  and  fency  ane  feirsr. 
Grieve  me^  grieve  me,  oh,  it  wad  grieve  oa^ 
A'  the  lang  night  and  day,  if  jron  6^eaiwm  m*  f 


JOHKNr. 

My  Ndly,  let  never  sic  fandes  oppress  ye ; 
For,  while  my  blood's  warm,  1*11  kindly 

ye: 
Your  ssft  blooming  beauties  first  kindled  love's 

fire. 
Your  virtue  and  wit  mak  it  ay  fiame  the  higher. 
Leave  thee,  leave  thee^  1*11  never  leave  thee. 
Gang  the  world  as  it  will,  dearest,  bdieve  me ! 


1793,  mentions,  tlist  he  had  heeid  it 
at  Ediabuigh,  that "  a  fboUsh  soi^ 


Go,  go,  go,  go  to  Berwick,  Johnte  I 

Thou  Shalt  have  the  hone,  aad  I  ihaD  have  the  poaey 


! 


upon  one  of  Wallao^ 
tioM^  and  mat  die  pcnoB  thns  ai 


wssnoodMr 


\ 
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trsttY. 

Tlifin,  Johnny  !  I  frankly  thu  minute  alloir  ye 
To  think  me  your  miiticw^  for  lore  gtrs  me 

trow  ye; 
And  (in  ye  prove  bhtf  to  youmell  be  it  said, 

then. 
Ye  win  but  sma*  honour  to  wnmg  a  puir  maiden. 
Rfave  mc,  reave  me,  oh,  it  would  reave  me 
Of  my  rest,  night  and  day,  if  you  deceive  me ! 

JOHNNY. 

Bid  ice-ihogles  hammer  red  gauds  on  the  studdy. 
And  fair  summer  mornings  nae  mair  appear 

ruddy  ; 
Bid  Britons  think  ac  gate,  and  when  they  obey 

thee, 
But  never  till  that  time,  believe  I'll  betray  thee. 
Leave  thee,  leave  thee !  1*11  never  leave  thee  ! 
The  stai  ns  shall  gae  withershins  ere  I  deceive 

thee! 


KATHERmE  OGIE. 

At  walking  forth  to  view  tht  plain, 

Upon  a  morning  early, 
y^hik  May*i  sweet  aceot  did  cheer  my  bnun, 

Fhim  flowers  which  grow  to  nrelyi 
I  chanced  to  meet  a  jpretty  maid ; 

She  sihined,  though  it  was  foggy ; 
I  atk*d  her  name :  tweet  Sir,  the  said. 

My  name  is  Katherine  Ogie. 

I  stood  a  while,  and  did  admire^ 

To  see  a  nymph  so  stately ; 
So  brisk  an  air  there  did  appear, 

In  a  country  maid  so  neatly : 
Such  natural  sweetness  she  display*d. 

Like  a  lilie  in  a  bogie ; 
Diana's  self  was  ne'er  array'd 

Like  this  same  Katherine  Ogie. 

Thou  flower  of  females,  beauty's  queen. 

Who  sees  thee,  sure  must  prise  thee  ; 
Though  thou  art  drest  in  robes  but  mean. 

Yet  these  cannot  disguise  thee : 
Thy  handsome  air,  and  graceful  look. 

Far  excels  any  clownish  rogie ; 
Thou  art  a  match  for  lord  or  duke. 

My  charming  Katherine  Ogie. 

O  were  I  but  some  shepherd  swain  ! 

To  feed  my  flock  bende  thee. 
At  boughting-time  to  leave  the  plain. 

In  milking  to  abide  thee  ; 
I'd  think  myself  a  happier  man. 

With  Kate,  my  dub,  and  dogis^ 
Than  he  that  hugs  his  thousands  tea, 

Had  1  but  Katherine  Ogie. 


OWER  BOGIE. 

ALLAV  ftAMSAT. 

rvii^-^CyerBqgie.'*' 

I  WILL  awa*  wi'  my  lovc^ 

I  will  awa*  wi'  her. 
Though  a*  my  kin  had  sworn  lad  iidd« 

I'll  ower  Bogie  wi'  her. 
If  I  can  get  but  her  consent, 

■  I  dinna  care  ai  strae ; 
Though  ilka  ane  be  discontent, 

Awa*  wi  her  111  gae. 

For  now  she's  mistress  o'  my  heart, 

And  wordy  o*  my  hand ; 
And  weel,  I  wat,  w«  shanna  part 

For  silier  or  for  land. 
Let  rakes  delight  to  swear  and  drinl^ 

And  beaux  admire  fine  lace ; 
But  my  chief  pleasure  is  to  blink 

On  Betty's  bonnie  foce. 

I  will  awa*  wi*  my  love, 

I  will  awa*  wi'  her. 
Though  a'  my  kin  had  sworn  and  uid, 

I'll  o'er  B<^  wi*  her. 


LASS,  GIN  YE  LO*E  BiE. 

JAMZSTTTLIK. 


>*«  Lasi»  fin  ye  kfema.* 

I  RAX  laid  a  herring  in  sant— 

Lass,  gin  ye  lo*e  me,  tell  me  now  ; 
I  hae  ln«w*d  a  forpt  o*  maut, 

An*  I  canna  come  ilka  day  to  woo : 
I  hae  a  calf  that  will  soon  be  a  cow— 

Lasa,  gin  ye  lo*e  mc^  tell  me  now  ; 
I  hae  a  stook,  and  1*11  soon  hae  a  mowe^ 

And  I  canna  come  ilka  day  to  woo : 

I  hae  a  house  upon  yon  moor— 

Lasa,  gin  ye  lo*e  me,  tell  me  now  ; 
Three  sparrows  may  dance  upon  the  floor. 

And  I  canna  come  ilka  day  to  woo : 
I  hae  a  bat,  an*  I  hae  a  beur— 

Lass,  gin  ye  ]o*e  me,  tell  me  now  ; 
A  penny  to  keep,  and  a  penny  to  qwn*« 

An*  I  canna  come  ilka  day  to  woo :  • 

I  hae  a  hen  wi*  a  happitie-leg— 

Lass,  gin  ye  lo'e  me,  tell  me  now  ; 
That  ilka  day  lays  me  an  egg, 

An'  I  canna  come  ilka  day  to  woo  s 
I  hae  a  cheese  npon  my  skelf— 

Lass^  gin  ye  lo'e  me^  tdl  me  now  ; 
And  soon  wi'  mites  'twill  rin  itself 

And  I  canna  come  iUm  dty  to  woo. 
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LASSIE,  LIE  NEAR  ME. 

DB.  BLACKLOCK. 


Lavo  hae  we  parted  been. 

Lame,  my  deerie ; 
Now  we  ftre  met  ag aiii« 

Lamie,  lie  near  me. 

Near  me,  near  me,' 
Lasaie,  lie  near  me. 

Lang  haat  thou  lain  thy  laae; 
Laaaie,  lie  near  me. 

A'thatlhaeeodnred, 

Laiaie,  my  dearie^ 
Hare  in  thy  armi  ia  cured ; 

Lamic^  lie  near  me. 


LOW  DOUN  r  THE  BRUME.* 

Tme   f*  Low  doun  f  the  Broom.* 

t 

lir  daddie  ia  a  eankert  carle. 

Hell  no  twine  wi*  bia  gear ; 
My  minnie  ahe*8  a  acauldin*  wife, 

Handa  a*  the  houae  asteer. 
But  ht  them  aajf^  or  let  them  do. 

Far  Aa*t  low  doun,  he*§  in  the  hntme, 

Th(a*t  waitin*  on  me  : 
Waiting  on  me,  my  love, 

Se*»  waiting  on  me  ,• 
For  he*§  low  doun,  he*t  in  the  brume, 

That*t  waitin'  on  me. 

My  auntie  Kate  dta  at  her  wheel. 

And  aair  ahe  lighdiea  me ; 
Bnt  weel  I  ken  it^i  a'  enry, 

For  ne'er  a  joe  has  ahe. 
Amd  let  them  aojr,  ^ 

My  eooain  Kate  waa  lair  beguiled 

Wi'  Johnnie  o'  the  Qlen ; 
And  aye  sinsyne  ahe  cries.  Beware 

O*  &ttae  dduding  men. 
Amd  let  them  eay,  ^ 

Gleed  Sandy  he  cam  wait  yestreen, 
And  speir'd  when  I  aaw'Pate ; 

And  aye  sinsyne  the  neebors  round 
They  jeer  me  air  and  late. 
And  let  them  aay,  ^e. 


•  The  dumis  of  this  song  is  T«ry  old :  tndltlon 
aanlbcs  the  venes  to  a  Laird  of  Bafaianioon  In  Forfkr. 
ahire:  but  upon  that  point  thekamMl  diflkr.  It  is 
«na  of  the  mott  popular  ditties  in  Scotland. 


THE  CAI^fPBELLS  AHE  COMING. 
2Vm— *'  The  Campbells  sre  eoaatog." 

The  Campbdlt  are  comiMg,   O-ho,  OJko ! 

The  Campbelh  are  cnming,  O^ho  I 
The  Campbtils  are  coming  to  bonnie  Zioeh* 
levenl 

The  CampUlls  arc  coming,  O-ho,  O-ho  I 

Ufov  the  Lomonds  I  lay,  I  l.iy  ; 

Upon  the  Lomonds  I  lay  ; 
I  lookit  doun  to  bonnie  Lorlilcven, 

And  saw  three  perches  play. 

The  CampbrUs  are  coming,  ^ 

Great  Argyle  he  goes  before ; 

He  makes  the  cannons  and  guns  to  roar ; 
With  sound  o'  trumpet,  pipe,  and  drum ; 

The  Campbells  are  coming,  0-ho,  O-bo  ! 
The  CamphcUa  are  coming,  t^ 

The  Campbellii  they  arc  a*  in  arm«. 
Their  lo>'al  faith  and  truth  to  Rhow, 

With  banners  rattling  in  the  wind  ( 

The  Campbells  are  coming,  0-ho,  O-ho  !  * 
The  CampbdU  are  coming,  jpe. 


MERRY  HAE  I  BEEN  TEETHING  A 
HECKLE. 

Tune^**  Lord  Breadalbane's  Marrti.** 

O  MSERT  hae  I  been  teething  a  heckle* 
And  merry  hae  I  bem  shapin  a  i»pune ; 

O  merry  hae  I  been  cloutin  a  kettle, 
And  kimin  my  Katie  when  a*  waa  dune. 

O  a'  the  lang  day  I  ra*  at  my  hammer. 
.And  a*  the  lan<;^  day  I  whistlf  and  sing ; 

A*  the  Inng  nicbt  I  cuddle  my  kimmer. 
And  a*  the  lojig  nic-ht  as  huppvN  a  king. 

Bitter  in  dule  I  lickit  my  winnins, 

O'  marrying  Bess,  tu  gie  her  a  slare : 
Blest  be  the  hour  ahe  cooled  in  her  lincna. 

And  blythe  be  the  bird  that  nings  over  her 
grave! 
Come  to  my  arms,  my  Katie,  my  Katie, 

And  come  to  my  arms,  my  Katie  again  ! 
Drucken  or  sober,  here's  to  thee,  Katie ! 

And  blest  be  the  day  I  did  it  again  ! 


•  From  Johnson's  Musical  Museum,  Part  IIL,  1790: 
where  it  is  insinuated,  as  an  on  dU,  th.-)t  it  wiii  ofim- 
pnsed  on  the  imprisonment  of  Queen  Mary  in  L(idv> 
Irven  Castle.  The  Lomonds  are  two  weli-lLnuwn 
hills,  overhanging  Lochleven  to  the  east,  and  visible 
from  Edinburgh.  The  air  Is  the  wsU-koown  family 
tune  or  march  of  the  Cfaa  ^aTrrbelli 


SONGS. 


1« 


BIT  AULD  MAN. 

Tune—"  Saw  ye  my  Father  ?" 

In  the  land  of  Fife  there  lived  a  wicked  wife, 

And  in  the  town  of  Cupar  then, 
Who  sorely  did  lament,  and  made  her  complaint. 

Oh  when  will  ye  die,  my  auld  man  ? 

In  cam  her  cousin  Kate,  when  it  waa  growing 
late, 
She  said,  What's  gude  for  an  auld  man  ? 
O  wheit-breid  and  wine,  and  a  kinnca  new 
ilain ; 
That's  gude  for  an  auld  man. 

Cam  ye  in  to  jeer,  or  cam  ye  in  to  scorn, 

And  what  for  cam  ye  in  ? 
For  bear-bread  and  water,  Fm  sure,  is  much 
better — 

It*s  ower  gude  for  an  auld  man. 

Now  the  auld  man's  deid,  and,  without  remeid. 

Into  his  cauld  grave  he*s  gane  : 
Lie  still  wi'  my  blesung !  of  thee  I  hae  nae 

missing ; 
FU  ne'er  mourn  for  an  auld  maii. 

Within  a  little  mair  than  three  quarters  of  a  year. 
She  was  married  to  a  young  man  then. 

Who  drank  at  the  wine,  and  tippled  at  the  beer, 
And  spent  more  gear  than  he  wan. 

O  black  grew  her  brows,  and  huwc  grew  her 
ecn, 

And  cauld  grew  her  pat  and  her  pan  : 
And  now  she  sighs  and  aye  («lie  say», 

J  wish  I  had  my  silly  auld  man !  * 


FOR  THE  SAKE  OF  SOMEBODY 

OLD  TCRSZS. 

2ViM— *'  Somebody." 

For  the  sake  oftomeb'}d^% 
For  the  take  of  iomebody, 

I  eotdd  wake  a  winter  meM^ 
For  the  sake  of  Momthody, 

I  AM  gaun  to  seek  a  wife, 
T  am  gaun  to  buy  a  plaidy  ; 

I  have  three  stane  o*  woo*  ; 

Carline,  is  thy  daughter  reoily  ? 
Fur  the  sake  of  aumehotly^  fft. 


Betty,  laiay,  iay*t  thjwU, 

Though  thy  dame  be  ill  to  ihoe  : 
First  we*ll  buckle,  then  we'll  tell ; 

Let  her  flyte^  wcA  vpait  eome  to. 
What  signifies  a  mother's  glooms 

When  love  and  kiasea  come  in  pUj? 
Should  we  wither  in  our  bloom^ 

And  in  simmer  mak  nae  hay  ? 
For  the  take  ofsorndtody,  ^. 

Bonny  lad,  I  carena  by. 

Though  I  try  my  lock  wi*  thM^* 
Since  ye  are  content  to  tie 

The  half-mark  bridal^band  wi'  me. 
Fll  slip  hame  and  wash  my  feet. 

And  steal  on  linens  fair  and  deta ; 
Syne  at  the  tryating-plaee  we'll  niee^ 
To  do  bnt  what  my  dame  haa  Aom' 
For  <A«  tai»  ofaonubodty^ 

For  the  take  oftomebodyt 

I  eoMld  wake  a  winter  nieht. 

For  the  take  oftomebody. 


•  From  Ritson'S  **  Soottbh  Song*,**  173.''.  Hito 
whieh  the  editor  nMUtions  that  it  was  copied  ftora 
some  eommoo  collcctkm.  whoM  title  he  did  not  re. 
member.  It  has  often  been  the  task  of  the  Scottish 
rouis  to  point  out  the  evils  of  lU-assurted  alliances; 
but  she  has  soaraely  ever  done  so  with  so  mudi  hu- 
mour^ and.  at  the  same  time,  so  mudi  force  of  moral 
painting,  as  in  the  present  esaa.  No  tune  is  assigned 
to  the  song  in  Ritsoo'S  Collection:  but  the  present 
editec  has  ventured  lo  siuqpsst  the  fine  air,  **  Saw  ye 
my  fctber.*  nther  as  beung  suitable  lo  the  peeoUar 
i^dyn  or  Hm  veneib  than  to  the  ipiiit  of  the  eonpo. 


SANDY  O'ER  THE  LEE. 

Tune—"  Sandy  o^er  the  lee.** 

I  wiNNA  marry  ony  man  but  Sandy  ower  &• 

lee, 
I  winna  marry  ony  man  but  Sandy  ower  tbolws 
I  winna  hae  the  dominie,  for  gnde  ho  caaaa  bi  ; 
But  I  will  hae  my  Sandy  lad,  my  Sandy 
the  lee: 
JPor  he*t  aye  a-kittinff,  kistinff,  aye 

ingme; 
H^t  aye  Or-kitnng^  kxenng^  t^fea^Metuig  wm» 

I  winna  hae  the  minister,  for  all  bis godlj  kMfci| 
Nor  yet  will  I  the  kwyer  hae^  for  a*  kit  wSi^ 

crooks; 
I  winna  hae  the  ploogluDin  lady  aor  jrt  vB  I 

the  miller. 
But  I  will  hoe  my  Sandy  lad,  wiihoiit  •  Jfmaf 

siller. 

For  he*t  aye  a»fc'iitiiy,  fifc 

I  winna  hae  the  soldier  lad,  for  he  gm^  to  Iht 

wan; 
I  winna  hae  the  sailor  lad,  became  bo 

tar; 
I  winna  hae  the  lord,  or  laird,  for  a*  their  i 

gear. 
But  I  will  hae  my  Sandy  lad,  mj 

the  muir. 

For  he*t  aye  a-kieeimgp  fifc 


•1 


MY  LOVE,  SHE'S  BUT  A  LASSIE 

7Um^.<«  My  Love  is  but  a  lassie  yet" 

My  love,  the*t  hmt  a  lattie  yeig 
Mff  loVf  aAf'f  tet  a  laukp^ii 
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Pn  let  her  itatui  d  year  or  twa  ; 
Ske*U  no  he  half  sne  saucy  yet. 


I  KUE  the  day  I  soup^lit  her,  O  ; 
I  rue  the  day  I  sought  her,  O ; 
Wha  gets  her,  ncedna  mv  he's  woo*d, 
Bat  he  may  wiy  he*s  bought  her,  O. 
My  love,  »/ie**,  Sfc, 

Come  draw  a  drap  o'  the  l)est  o't  yet ; 
Come  draw  a  drap  o'  the  be«t  o't  yet ; 
Gac  seek  for  pleasure  where  ye  wUl— 
But  here  I  never  miHs'd  it  yet. 
]ify  love,  she*ii,  ^'c. 

We're  a'  dry  wi*  drinking  o't ; 
We're  a*  dr)'  wi*  drinking  o*l ; 
The  minJKter  kii»*d  the  fiddler's  wife. 
And  couldna  preach  for  thinking  o't. 
My  luve,  she*t,  §t. 


MY  WIFE  HAS  TA'EN  THE  GEE. 
Tune^*'  My  Wife  has  U'en  the  Gee." 

A  PRiEND  o*  mine  cam  here  yestreen, 

And  he  wad  hoe  me  down 
To  drink  a  bottle  o'  ale  wi'  him 

In  the  neiat  burrows  town  : 
But  ohy  indeed,  it  was,  Sir, 

Sae  far  the  waur  for  me ; 
For,  lang  or  e'er  that  I  cam  hame. 

My  wife  hud  tunc  the  gee. 

We  sat  sae  late,  and  drank  aae  stout. 

The  truth  I  tell  to  you, 
That,  lang  or  e'er  the  midnicht  cam, 

We  a*  were  roarin'  fou. 
My  wife  sits  at  the  fireside. 

And  the  tear  blinds  a}'e  her  ce ; 
The  ne'er  a  bed  wad  she  gang  to, 

But  sit  and  tak*  the  gee. 

In  the  momin*  sunc,  when  I  cam  doun, 

The  ne'er  a  word  she  spake  ; 
But  mony  a  sad  and  sour  look, 

And  aye  her  head  she'd  ^hakc. 
My  dear,  quoth  I,  what  aileth  thee, 

To  look  sae  sour  on  me  ? 
I'll  never  do  the  like  again, 

If  you'll  ne'er  tak*  the  gee. 

When  that  bho  heard,  she  ran,  she  flang 

Her  arms  about  my  neck  ; 
And  twenty  ki^£es,  in  a  cruck  ; 

And,  poor  wee  thing,  she  grat. 
If  you'll  ne'er  do  the  like  again, 

But  bide  at  h.nino  wi*  inc, 
rn  by  my  life,  I'll  be  the  wife 

That  nevt-r  taks  the  gee.* 


THE  BONNIE  LASS'  0'  BRANK80ME. 

ALLAH  KAMSAT. 

Tutu—*'  The  Bonnie  Lass  &  Biankaome.* 

As  I  came  in  by  Teviot  aide, 

And  by  the  braes  of  Branksome, 
Tliere  first  I  naw  my  bonny  bride. 

Young,  smiling,  sweet,  and  handiomei 
Her  skin  was  saftcr  than  the  down. 

And  white  as  alabaster  ; 
Her  hair,  a  t>hining,  waving  brown ; 

In  straightness  nane  surpass'd  her. 

Life  glow'd  upon  her  lip  and  check, 

Her  clear  een  were  surprising. 
And  beautifully  turn'd  her  neck. 

Her  little  brea»t^  just  rising : 
Nae  silken  ho^e  with  gusliats  fine. 

Or  »hoon  with  glancing  laces. 
On  her  bare  leg,  forbade  to  shine 

Wecl-^hapen  native  graces. 

Ae  little  coat  and  bodice  white 

Was  sum  o'  a'  her  claithing ; 
E'en  these  o'er  muckle; — mair  dclyte 

She'd  given  clad  wi'  naething. 
We  lean'd  upon  a  flowery  brae. 

By  which  a  burnie  trotted ; 
On  her  I  glowr'd  my  soul  away, 

While  on  her  sweets  I  doated. 

A  thousand  beauties  of  desert 

Before  had  scarce  alarm'd  me. 
Till  this  dear  artless  struck  my  heart, 

And,  bot  designing,  chann'd  me. 
Hurried  by  love,  ckwe  to  my  breast 

I  dasp'd  this  fund  of  blisses, — 
Wha  smiled,  and  said.  Without  a  priest, 

Sir,  hope  for  nocht  but  kisses. 

I  had  nae  heart  to  do  her  harm. 

And  yet  I  couldna  want  her ; 
What  she  demanded,  ilka  eharm 

O'  hers  pled  I  should  grant  her. 
Since  heaven  had  dealt  tn  me  a  routh, 

Straight  to  the  kirk  I  led  her ; 
There  plighted  her  my  faith  and  troath. 

And  a  young  lady  made  her.* 


•  From  Herd's  collection,  1776. 


MY  WIFE'S  A  WANTON  WEE  THING. 

Tune—**  My  wife's  a  wanton  wee  thing." 

My  wife's  a  wanton  wee  thing. 
My  wife's  a  wanton  wee  thing. 


*  This  song,  Krtiieli  appeared  in  the  Tea>Tal)la 
Miscellaoy,  (1  iS4),  was  founded  upon  a  real  incident. 
The  bonnie  lass  was  daughter  to  a  woman  wlio  knt 
an  aldwuse  at  the  hamlet  near  Branksome  Castle,  m 
Teviotdale.  A  voung  officer,  of  some  rank,— his  name 
we  believe  was  Maitund,— -happened  to  be  be  quarter- 
ed somewhcfe  in  the  neighboumood,  saw,  loved,  and 
married  her.  So  strange  was  such  an  alUanee  deesssd 
in  those  days,  that  tiie  oU  modier,  under  whoss  sns- 
piees  it  wasjrrfiBrmtd,  dMaoteraipetlMiBpatMlOA 
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Uf'mikU  A  WABlaa  wm  tiling ; 
Sht  wiimabi  gnidtdbf  me. 

8h»  plajM  tfat  loon  era  ihe  was  aMrried, 
She  pley'd  the  loon  ere  the  wu  mirried. 
She  pkjr'd  the  loon  era  the  wis  married  ; 

She*U do't  agnn  ereihe die! 

« 

She  eellM  her  coat,  and  the  drank  it. 
She  ieU*d  her  eoat»  and  ahe  drank  it. 
She  roir*d  herwll  in  a  blanket; 
She  winna  be  guided  bf  me. 

She  mind*t  na  when  I  forbade  her. 
She  mind't  na  when  I  forbade  her ; 
I  took  a  rung  and  I  dawM  her. 
And  a  braw  gude  bairn  was  the  !* 


WE'RE  A*  NODDIN. 
-"Nidnoddin.' 


O,  we're  a*  noddin,  nid,  nidy  noddin. 
Of  we're  a'  noddimt  at  our  houMe  tU  home. 

How's  a'  wi'  ye,  kimmer?  and  how  do  ye 

thriTe? 
And  how  mony  bairns  hae  ye  now  ? — Bairns  I 

hae  five. 
And  are  they  a*  at  heme  wi'  yon  ? — Na,  na,  na ; 
For  twa  o'  them's  been  herdin'  sin*  Jamie  gaed 


jtnd  we're  a'  noddin,  midf  nid,  noddin ; 
And  we're  a'  noddin,  at  our  kou$e  at  hame. 

Grannie  nods  i*  tiie  nenk,  and  fends  as  she  may. 
And  brags  that  we'll  ne'er  be  what  she's  been 

in  her  day. 
Vow  !  but  she  was  bonnie ;  and  tow  !  but  she 


And  she  had  rowth  o'  wooers  ance,  Fse  warranty 
great  and  ama.* 

And  we*r9  a*  noddin,  jfc.  . 

Weary  fo'  Kate,  that  she  winna  nod  too ; 
She  sits  i'  the  eomer,  suppin*  a*  the  broo ; 
And  when  the  bit  baimies  wad  e'en  hae  their 

shares 
She  gies  them  the  ladle,  hut  deil  a  drap's  there. 
And  we're  a'  noddin,  $v. 

Now,  fereweel,  kimmer,  and  weel  may  ye  thriTe ; 
They  see  the  French  is  rinnin*  for'^  and  we'll 

hae  peace  belyre. 
The  bear's  'i  the  brear,  and  the  hay's  i*  the  stack. 
And  a'  'U  be  right  wi'  us,  gin  Jamie  were  come 

back. 

And  we*re  a  noddin*,  |rc. 


•  From  JohmonTS  Seocs  Munesl  Mowun,  vol.  III. 
1790.  Tbe  two  fint  itmai^  howerer,  appear  in 
llerrfteolkctloo»1776* 


MY  NATIVE  CALEDONIA. 

Saik,  sair  was  my  heart,  when  I  parted  fine  mf 

Jeau, 
And  sair,  sair  I  sigh'd,  while  the  tears  stood  itt 

my  een; 
For  my  daddie  is  but  poor,  and  my  fortune  ii 

but  sma' ; 
Which  gars  me  leave  my  native  Caledonia. 

When  I  think  on  days  now  gane,  and  how  hap« 

py  I  hae  been. 
While  wudering  wi'  my  dearie,  where  the  pri9« 

rose  Uaws  unseen ; 
I'm  wae  to  leave  my  lassie,  and  my  daddie'a  vm* 

pie  ha'. 
Or  the  hills  and  healthfu*  bretM  o'  Caledonia. 

But  wherever  I  wander,  still  happy  be  my  Jem  f 
Nae  care  disturb  her  bosom,  where  peace  han 

ever  been ! 
Then,  though  ills  on  ills  be&'  me,  for  her  FH 

bear  them  a'. 
Though  aft  I'll  heave  a  sigh  for  Caledonia. 

But  should  riches  e'er  be  mine,  and  my  Jeanas 

still  be  true. 
Then  blaw,  ye  fiivourin'  breeies,  till  my  nativa 

land  I  view ; 
Then  I'll  kneel  on  Scotia's  shore,  while  fkm 

hevt-felt  tear  shall  fa'. 
And  never  leave  my  Jean  and  Caledonia. 


O,  AN  YE  WERE  DEID,  GUIDMAN: 

Tunt—**  O,  an  76  war  ddd,  Guidmsn." 

O,  AN  ye  were  deid,  guidman, 
And  a  g^een  truff  on  your  heid,  guidman. 
That  I  might  ware  my  widowhcid 
Upon  a  rantin  Highlandmao. 

There's  sax  eggs  in  the  pan,  guidman. 
There's  sax  eggs  in  the  pan,  guidman ; 
There's  ane  to  you,  and  twa  to  me, 
And  three  to  our  John  Highlondman. 

There's  beef  into  the  pot,  guidman. 
There's  beef  into  the  pot,  guidman ; 
The  banes  for  you,  and  the  broe  for  me. 
And  the  beef  for  our  John  Highland  man. 

There's  sax  horse  in  the  sta',  guidman. 
There's  sax  horse  in  the  sta',  guidman ; 
There's  ane  to  you,  and  twa  to  me. 
And  three  to  our  John  Highlandman. 

There's  sax  kye  in  the  byre,  guidman. 
There's  sax  kye  in  the  l^re,  guidman ; 
There's  nana  o*  them  youn,  but  there's  twa  o 

them  mine. 
And  the  Uve  is  our  John  Highlandman'i. 


MB 


Binurar  works. 


OB;  WHAT  A  PARISH ! 


"  BooBla  Dundee." 


Q, 


o. 


,  u)hai  a  terribk  partshf 
a  parish  it  thai  of  Zhtnhell  / 
hwgU  the  munitter,  drouned  fA« 


"^ 


down  tht  tieepU,  and  drueken  iht 


taovwiht  steeple  was  doun,  the  kirk  wss  still 


nnrhiggit  t  lam  where  the  bell  used  to  hang ; 
^  iMlfH  tktf  gst,  and  they  brewed  UieUuid 
whSAj; 
fV  ^■^■y  *^  drank  it,  and  rantit  and  sang! 
O,  what  a  parish,  ^-c. 

01^  M  fBV  bat  seen  how  graoefu*  it  luikit, 
Ti  «i  dui  crammed  pewt  ue  socially  join  ! 
die  piper,  stuck  up  i*  the  poupit, 
die  pipes  skirl  sweet  music  divine  ! 
Of  what  a  parish,  |rc. 


the  hMrt-cheerin  spirit  had  mountit  the 
gtrrs^ 
Ti •Mil  on  the  green  they  a*  did  adjourn ; 
Ibid^  wi'  their  coats  kiltit,  they  skippit  and 
liHiti 

tirad,  they  ahook  handi,  and  a  hame 
did  ittim« 

O,  what  a  parish,  ^c 


Widlht 


in  our  Britain  hand  sic  social 

Hit  wvBiag  they'd  need  frae  a  far-tinkling 
btO; 
Vor  Urn  Im  aad  friendship  wad  ca*  them  the- 
fidMr, 

than  roaring  o'  horrors  o'  helL* 
Of  what  parish,  jpc 


OLD  KINO  COUL. 

Ctes  KIm  Coul  was  a  jolly  old  soul. 

And  •  jolly  old  soul  was  he  ; 
And  old  King  Coul  he  had  a  brown  bowl. 

And  they  brought  him  in  fiddlers  three  ; 
And  every  fiddler  was  a  very  good  fiddler, 

And  a  rery  ^>od  fiddler  was  he  : 
Kddb-diddle,  fiddle-diddle,  went  the  fiddlers 
Ane: 
And  thwe's  no  a  lass  in  a*  Scotland, 

Comptnd  to  our  sweet  Maijorie. 

Old  King  Coul  was  a  jolly  old  soul, 
Aad  a  jolly  old  soul  was  he ; 


the  inditer  of  this  curiotti  Ikolie,  was  a 
,  and  the  author  of  soDM  ocher  good 


Old  King  Cool,  he  had  a  browA  htm\^ 
And  they  broaf^ht  him  in  pipirt  mw  t 
Ha^iddle,  how-diddle,  ha^iddla.  liow.&dlc 

went  the  pipers  thrra ; 
Fiddl^^iddle,  fiddle-diddle^  went  the  fiddlers 
three: 
And  there's  no  a  lass  in  a'  the  land. 
Compared  to  our  sweet  Manorie. 

Old  Ring  Coul  wss  a  jolly  old  soul, 

And  a  jolly  okl  soul  was  be  ; 
Old  King  Cool,  he  had  a  brown  bowl, 
And  they  brought  him  in  harpere  three : 
Twingle-twangle,    twingle-twangle,   went    the 

harpeis ; 
Hfr^liddle,  how^iddle,  ha-diddle,  how-diddle, 

went  the  pipers ; 
Fiddle-diddle,  fiddle-diddle,  went  the  fiddlen 
three  : 
And  there's  no  a  lass  in  a'  the  land, 
Compared  to  our  sweet  Maijorie. 

Old  King  Coul  was  a  jolly  dd  soul. 
And  a  jolly  old  soul  was  he ; 
Old  King  Coul,  he  had  a  brown  bowl. 

And  they  brought  him  in  trumpetera  lihree : 
Twarra-rang,  twarra-rang,  went  the  tnunpet- 

ers; 
Twingle-twangle,   twingle-t wangle,  went  the 

harpers; 
Hardiddle,  how-diddle^  ha-diddle,  hgw-diddle, 

went  the  pipers ; 
Fiddle-diddle,  fiddlc-diddhs,  went  the  fiddlen 
three: 
And  there's  no  a  lass  in  a'  Scotland* 
Compared  to  sweet  Blaijorie. 

Old  King  Coul  was  a  jolly  old  soul. 

And  a  jolly  old  sonl  was  he ; 
Old  King  Coul,  he  had  a  brown  bowl. 
And  they  brought  him  in  drnmmers  three : 
Rub-a-dub,  rub-a-dub^  went  the  druounere ; 
Twarra-raug,  twarrsprang,  went  the  trumpet- 
ers; 
Twingle-twangle,   twingl^tvangle^   went   the 

harpers ; 
Hspdiddle,  how-diddle,  ha-dkldle,  how-diddle, 

went  the  pipen ; 
Fiddle-diddle,  fiddle-diddle,  went  the  fiddl«i 
three : 
And  there's  no  a  lass  in  a*  the  landf 
Compared  to  sweet  Marjurie. 


POVERTY  PARTS  GUDE  COBIPANIK 

JOAVVA  BAILLB. 

Tuns   "  Todlin  hamsb* 

Wbev  white  was  my  o'erlay  aa  fbaa  o'  the  lioBf 
And  ailler  wu  dinkia*  my  poadm  — *'^--  - 
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WKen  mj  lambkini  were  bleating  on  meadow 

and  brae ; 
As  I  ^aed  to  my  love  in  new  deeding  sae  gay, 

Kind  was  sbey 

And  my  frieodt  were  free  ; 

But  poverty  parta  gude  companie. 

How  swift  pass'd  tbe  minutes  and  boun  of  de- 
light ! 
The  pi|)er  play'd    cbeerly,   tbe   crusie  burnM 

bright ; 
And  iinkM  io  ray  hand  was  tbe  maiden  sae  dear, 
As  i\\e  footed  tbe  floor  in  ber  holiday  gear. 
Woe  is  me. 
And  can  it  then  be, 
That  poverty  parts  sic  companie ! 

^Ve  met  at  the  fair,  we  met  at  the  kirk, 

We  met  in  the  sun^^hine,  and  met  in  tbe  mirk ; 

And  the  sounds  of  her  voice,  and  the  blinks  of 

her  een, 
The  chcerin;;^  and  life  of  my  bo»om  have  been. 

Leaves  frae  the  tree 

At  Martinmas  flee  ; 

And  poverty  parts  sweet  companie. 

At  biidal  and  infare  I've  braced  me  wi'  pride  ; 
The  bruse  I  hac  won,  and  a  kiss  o*  the  bride  ; 
And  loud  was  the  laughter  gay  fellows  among, 
When  I  uttcr'd  my  banter  and  chorus'd  my  song. 

Dowie  to  dree 

Are  jestinfif  and  glee, 

When  poverty  parts  gude  companie. 

Wherever  I  gaed  tbe  blj-tbe  lasses  smiled  sweet, 

And  mithers  and  aunties  were  mair  than  dis- 
creet, 

While  kebbuck  and   bicker   were  set  on  tbe 
board ; 

But  now  they  pass  by  me,  and  never  a  word. 
So  let  it  be, 

For  the  worldly  and  slie 
Wi'  poverty  keep  nae  companie. 


WILLIE  WAS  A  WANTON  WAG. 

WILUAH  WALKIXGSHAW  OF  WALKINGSHAW. 

3Vii«--«<  WiUie  fru  a  wanton  Wag." 

WiLLiK  was  a  wanton  wag, 

The  blytbcst  lad  that  e'er  I  saw : 
At  bridals  still  he  bore  the  brag. 

And  carried  aye  the  gree  awa. 
His  doublet  was  of  Shetland  bbag. 

And  wow  but  Willie  he  was  braw  , 
And  at  his  »hou|;ber»  bung  a  tag 

That  pleaseo  tbe  lasses  best  of  a*. 

He  was  a  man  without  a  clag ; 

His  heart  was  frank,  without  a  flaw  ; 
And  aye  whatever  Willie  said. 

It  atill  wu  haddeo  as  a  law. 


His  boota  tbey  wer«  made  of  the  jag, 
When  be  went  to  tha  weapos-abaw  I 

Upon  tbe  green  nane  durst  him  bragt 
The  fient  a  ane  amang  them  a'* 

And  was  not  Willie  weel  worth  gowd  } 

He  wan  the  love  o*  grit  and  sma' ; 
For,  after  he  the  bride  had  kiss'd, 

He  kiss'd  tbe  lasses  baill-sale  a*. 
Sae  merrily  round  tbe  ring  they  row*d» 

When  by  tbe  band  he  led  them  a* ; 
And  smack  on  smack  ou  them  bestow'd, 

By  virtue  of  a  standing  law. 

And  was  na  Willie  a  great  loun. 

As  shyre  a  lick  as  eVr  was  seen  ? 
\\Tien  he  danced  with  the  lasses  round, 

The  bridegroom  spier'd  where  be  had  been. 
Quoth  Willie,  I*ve  been  at  tbe  ring ; 

Wi*  bobbin',  faith,  my  shanks  are  sair ; 
Gae  ca'  the  bride  and  maidens  in, 

For  Willie  he  dow  do  na  mair. 

Then  rest  ye,  Willie,  I'll  gae  out, 

And  for  a  wee  fill  up  tbe  ring ; 
But  Hhame  licht  on  his  souple  snout ' 

He  wanted  Willie's  wanton  fling. 
Then  8trai«;ht  be  to  tbe  bride  did  &re, 

Say<«,  Weel's  me  on  your  bonny  £ioe  r 
With  bobbin'  Willie's  ohanks  are  sair, 

And  I  am  come  to  fill  hi;»  place. 

Bridegroom,  says  ^he,  you'll  spoil  the  danoe^ 

And  at  the  ring  you'll  aye  be  lag. 
Unless  like  Willie  ye  advance ; 

Oh,  Willie  has  a  wanton  1^  ! 
For  wi't  he  learnn  us  u*  to  steer, 

And  foremost  aye  bears  up  the  ring ; 
We  will  find  nae  sic  dancin*  here. 

If  we  want  Willie's  wanton  fling.  • 


THE  AULD  MAN'S  WEAR'S  DEAD. 

Tune^**  The  auld  man's  meal's  dead." 

The  auld  man's  mear*t  dead; 
The  pttir  body*t  mear*»  d^id ; 
The  auld  man^e  mear'e  deadf 
A  mile  aboon  Dundee. 

Thebe  waa  bay  to  ca*,  and  lint  to  latdt 
A  bunder  botta  o*  muck  to  apraad* 
And  peats  and  trufb  and  a'  to  lead 
Anid  yet  tbe  jaud  to  dee ! 

The  (nUd  man*»t  ^ 

She  bad  the  fiercie  and  tbe  fleukt 
Tbe  wbeealocb  and  tbe  wanton  ftnk ; 
On  ilka  knee  she  bad  a  breuk— 
What  ail'd  tbe  beast  to  dee  ? 
The  auld  num'i,  {pe. 

«  From  the  Tea>Table  Miaodlaay.  17H.  Aa  It  fel 
there  signed  by  the  initials  of  the  author,  tiMW  mI||| 
a  presumption  that  he  was  alive,  and  a  mmAm  mtm 


lay,  at  tba  period  of  the  publtoattai  oC  Unl  Pti^i 
4S 


BURNS*  WORKS, 


BIw  *■•  bnt^tsntli'il  t&d  blnch-tlppit, 
BMn-hoa^'d  ud  Kigsn-Gnii, 
lABf-Dtdnt,  oluadlR-ekiftit, 


BOrs  WIFE  OF  ALDIVALLOCH. 


Xoy-i  mft  tf  AldioiJbKh, 
Ri^i  Kifi  ef  MdivaUoch, 
Wat  JF(  AsB  At  ektaUd  nu. 
At  tcamt  d'd-  tin  braa  of  BaUad,  1 

Sbi  Tow'd.  ihi  nmn,  the  wail  ba  miiM  ; 

Sbf  uidihe  lo'ld  mt  beu  of  oaia ; 
Boti  ftfa  \  the  fieklei  IkithLew  qiuut 

Sba't  U'tn  the  eirle,  and  left  her  Johsie. 

Oh.  ihe  W)I  4  eint]:  quMD, 

Duld  d>n«  the  Hielind  willocli ! 


How  hippy  1,  bid  ihe  ban  m 


Her  hur  ■ 

Her  we 

To  IM  .h, 


E'en  let  her  tik  ha  will,  jo. 
riy  thee»  lid,  Iatc  ully  *^^'*^*'[  I 
Cmi  thy  CUM  of  lore  iM\j; 

'Til  daffia  lugn  to  deUy. 

Sn  thil  ihinin;  (Im  oF  eluM, 
r  iDviUoghr  it  loolu  '. 
1 1%  ud  Im'*  hiT*  milr  o'l ; 
(n  ighliiif ,  tnde,  ud  booki ! 
Ltt'i  hire  ptauun,  while  wi'n  ibk  i 

ig  oi  in  ike  meikle  bowl  | 

Plue't  on  the  middh  oT  the  Iible ; 

And  let  wind  ud  veithcr  gowL 

CiU  the  dnwet ;  let  him  Gil  it 

F«iM  ever  it  ciu  hold: 
Oh.  uli  tent  ye  dinu  ipill  it ; 

'Til  nuir  precioiu  fir  Ihu  gold. 

Blfehai  will  be^D  to  prove. 

Spile  of  Venui  ind  hef  niuinpen. 


gyHION  BRODIE. 
Ttnt^"  Symon  Bnidlt." 
Sthok  BuoriK  hid  a  ™w, 

The  cow  wu  Int,  ud  he  conid  n*  ind  bn  ( 
When  he  hid  done  nhit  man  could  do, 

ram  himc,  and  her  tail  beUad  kMk 
:  aitJd  Syntom  BrodU, 


lip  ud  baud  bei  |> 
rr  gBUD ; 


llyftiM  dt  iHwlBf  SBRbk  nop.  thilbci 
f  Ui  IMA  nwod  the  oipdlc  on  Sunday  en 

MoABndtud  him  Mbnak  out  In  one 
■»«•«««),  wa  tan  tni  Ihe  Khnlnblr  n 
■hWi  b*  wum  ••  amy  Dundee."  "  Wil«, 
yon  buk,^^TlM  And  Hu'i  Mn>i-i  <lcid,' 
ay  othR  oU  SnUkih  dltOs.  One  iliv,  bipnolng 
neel  with  ■ome  frindi  u  ■  tu-cm  in  ^kefth.  he 
•oUeltid  to  bnnn  the  eomouy  utth  (he  i 
???™_^!'^  whMiJw,™  icninlii^y  ih 


Sfp!d  auld  doilit  bodiei 


n  Brodie  hid  a  wife, 
il,  W01T  !  but  ihe  wu  bnw  and  1 
She  toiA  the  diih.rloDt  iff  the  bulk. 


TM«-"ru«UtoWhJAy.- 

yo«'.«  ourely  hetnl  o'  &»ou>  Nril. 

The  min  Ihit  pliyrd  the  Gddki  wtel ; 

WM  he  wi>  a  eiBty  chiel, 

And  deiriy  loe'd  the  whiihy,  a 

^aii,  aye  lio  he  won  tb«  laitu  trewi, 

He  dearly  lo'ed  the  Athole  biw  ; 

And  wae  w«  ht,  yoa  may  rappoi^ 

To  play  6«weU  to  whiiky,  a 

Alake.  qooth  Neit,  I'm  Inil  uxl  lold. 

And  find  my  Undo  grow  nnoo  oanld  ) 

think  -Cwad  mik.  m.  blytb.  and  btaliL 

Avmiat  H«U»d  whWff.  tT^ 
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Yet  tbe  docton  they  do  a*  agree* 
That  whisky's  no  the  drink  for  me* 
Saul '.  quoth  Neil,  'twill  spoil  my  giee. 
Should  they  part  me  and  whisky,  O. 

Though  I  can  baith  get  wine  and  ak» 
And  find  my  head  and  fingen  hale, 
1*11  be  content,  though  legs  should  £ult 

To  pUy  fiireweU  to  whisky,  O 
But  still  I  think  on  auld  lang  syne, 
When  Paradise  our  friends  did  tync, 
BecauMe  something  ran  in  their  mind. 

Forbid  like  Highland  whisky,  O. 

Come,  a'  ye  powers  o*  music,  come ; 
I  find  my  heart  grows  unco  glum ; 
'My  fiddle-strings  will  no  play  bum, 

To  say,  Fareweel  to  wlusky,  O. 
Yet  I'll  take  my  fiddle  in  my  hand, 
And  screw  the  pegs  up  while  they'll  standi 
To  make  a  lamentation  grand. 

On  gude  auld  Highland  whiaky,  O. 


THE  LAMMIE. 


HICTOK  kackshl. 


TiiM— '*  Whar  haa  ya 


arday. 


Wbak  hae  ye  been  a*  day, 

My  boy  Tammy? 
I've  been  by  bum  and  flow^  mte, 
Meadow  green  and  moantain  grey, 
Courting  o'  this  yonng  thing, 

Just  come  firae  hw  mammy. 

And  whar  gat  ye  that  yovag  things 

My  b^  Tammy  ? 
I  got  her  down  in  yonder  howi^ 
Smiliiig  on  a  boonie  kaawtt 
Herding  ae  wee  lamb  and  ewe, 

For  her  poor  mammy. 

What  said  ye  to  the  bonnie  bairn, 

My  boy  Tammy  ? 
I  praised  her  een,  sae  lovely  blue. 
Her  dimpled  chedc  and  cherry  moa  ;•— > 
I  prce'd  it  aft,  as  ye  may  trow  !— • 

She  said  she*d  tell  her  mammy. 

I  held  her  to  my  beating  heart, 

My  young,  my  smiling  lammic  ! 

I  hae  a  house,  it  cont  me  dear, 

I've  wealth  o'  plenishen  and  gear ; 

Ye*se  get  it  a*,  were*t  ten  times  mair. 
Gin  ye  will  leave  your  mammy. 

The  smile  gaed  aff  her  bonnie  fiice — 

I  maunna  leave  my  mammy. 
She's  gien  me  meat,  she's  gien  me  claifte. 
She's  been  my  comfort  a'  my  days  :^ 
My  £Ather's  death  brought  monie 
I  emu  1mm  my  mimmy. 


Well  tak  her  hame  and  mak  her  foin* 
My  ain  kind-hearted  lammie. 

We'll  gie  her  meat,  we'll  gie  her  olaiae^ 

We'n  be  her  comfort  a*  her  days. 

The  wee  thing  gies  her  hand,  and  «; 
There !  gang  and  ask  my  mammy. 

Has  she  been  to  the  kirk  wi*  thee. 

My  boy  Tammy  ? 
She  has  been  to  the  kirk  wi'  meb 
And  the  tear  was  in  ker  ee : 
For  O  !  she's  but  a  yonng  thin|[. 

Just  oome  fmt  her  mammy. 


THE  WEE  WIFIKIE. 

nn.  A.  GKDDia. 

ThtM-"  The  wee  bit  Wiflkia.* 


Tbikx  was  a  wee  bit  wifikie  waa  oomia*  ttm 

thefiur. 
Had  got  a  wee  bit  drappikie,  that  bred  Im 

muokle  care ; 
It  gaed  about  the  wifie's  heart,  and  ahe  b^gtt 

to  spew; 
O  !  quo'  the  wifikie,  I  wish  I  binna  fon. 
I  wish  I  binna  fini,  I  wish  I  binna  fou, 
O !  quo'  the  wifikie,  I  wish  I  binna  fen. 

If  Johnnie  find  me  barley-sick,  I'm  sure  ka*ll 

daw  my  skin ; 
But  m  lie  doun  and  tak  a  nap  before  that  I 

gae  in. 
Sittin'  at  the  dyke^side,  and  takin*  o'  her  nap^ 
By  cam  a  packman  laddie,  wi'  a  little  pack. 
Wi'  a  little  pack,  quo  she,  wi'  a  little  pack. 
By  cam  a  packman  laddie,  wi*  a  little  pack. 


He's  elippit  a*  her  gowden  focks,  me  bomiic  and 

saebmg; 
He's  ta'en  her  pnne  and  a*  her  plaoka,  and  fort 

awa  he  ran : 
And  when  the  wifie  wakened,  her  head  wai 

like  a  bee. 
Oh !  quo'  the  wifikie,  this  ia  nae  me. 
This  is  nae  me,  quo'  she,  this  ia  nae  me ; 
Somebody  has  been  follin*  me,  and  this  is  nat 

me. 

I  met  wi*  kindly  company,  and  birl'd  my  baw« 

bee! 
And  still,  if  this  be  Beasikie^  three  placks  f»< 

main  wi*  me : 
And  I  will  look  the  pnrsie  neuks,  see  gin  the 

cuoyie  be  ;— 
There's  neither  pune  nor  plaek  abovt  me! 

This  is  nae  me. 
This  is  nae  me,  &c. 

I  have  a  little  housikie^  but  and  a  kindly  maa  • 
A  (log,  tbry  ca*  him  Domsikie;  if  this  be  bm^ 
he*U  fowa  i 
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And  Jobani«  hell  come  to  tht  door,  and  kindly 

welcome  gie, 
And  A*  the  bainu  on  the  floor-head  will  danocy 

if  this  be  me. 
Will  dance,  if  this  be  me.  Sec. 

The  nicht  was  late,  and  dang  out  weet,  and, 

oh,  but  it  was  dark  ; 
The  doggie  heard  a  body*s  fit,  and  he  began  to 

bark : 
O,  when  she  heard  the  doggie  bark,  and  ken- 

nin*  it  was  he, 
O,  weel  ken  ye,  Douaaiekie,  quo  she,  this  is  nae 

me. 
This  is  nae  me,  &e. 

When  Johnnie  heard  his  Bessie's  word,  Cut  to 

the  door  he  ran  : 
It  that  you,  Bessikie  ? — Wow,  na,  man  ! 
Be  kind  to  the  bairns  a*,  and  weil  mat  ye  be ; 
And  farewevl,  Johnnie,  quo*  she,  this  is  nae  me. 
Thi«  is  nae  me,  &o. 

John  ran  to  the  miai»ter ;  his  hair  stood  a*  on 

end : 
IVe  gotten  sic  a  fright,   Sir,  I  fear  I'll  never 

inend ; 
My  wife's  come  hame  without  a  bead,   crying 

out  roost  piteouslie : 
Oh,  fai*eweel,  Johnnie,  quo'  khe,  thiitisiiae  me  ! 
This  is  nae  me,  &c. 

The  tale  you  tell,  the  pinK)a  iuiid,  is  wonderful 

to  mc. 
How  that  a  wife  without  a  head  should  «peak, 

or  hear,  or  see  ! 
But  things  that  happen  hereabout  so  strangely 

aiter'd  be. 
That  I  could  maist  wi'  Bessie  tmy,  'Tis  neither 

you  nor  she !  * 
Neither  you  nor  she,   quo'  he,  neither  you 

nor  she; 
Wow,  na,  Johnnie  man,  'tis  neither  you  nor 

ahe. 

Vow  Johnnie  he  cam  hame  again,  and  wow, 

but  h^  waa  &in. 
To  see  his  tittle  Bemkie  come  to  hersell  again. 
He  got  her  sittin*  on  a  stool,  wi*  Tibbock  on 

her  knee: 
O  come  awa,  Johnnie,  quo*  ahe,  come  awa  to 

me; 
For  IVe  got  a  drap  wi'  Tibbikie,,  and  this  is 

now  me. 
Thia  ia  now  me,  quo'  she,  this  is  now  me ; 
Tve  got  a  drtp  wi'  Tibbikie,  and  this  is  now 


BQRNS*  WORKS, 

FAREWELL  TO  AYRSHIRE. 


GALL. 

Scenes  of  woe  and  scenes  of  pleasure. 
Scenes  that  former  thoughts  renew, 

Scenes  of  woe  and  scenes  of  pleasure. 
Now  a  sad  and  last  adieu  ! 

Bonny  Doon,  sae  sweet  and  gloamin. 
Fare  thee  weel  before  I  gang  ! 

Bonny  Doon,  whare,  early  roaming, 
First  I  weav'd  the  rustic  sang  ! 

Bowers,  adieu,  whare  Love,  decoying. 
First  inthraird  this  heart  o'  mine. 

There  the  softest  sweets  enjoying,— 
Sweets  that  Mem'ry  ne'er  shall  tyne  ! 

Friends,  so  near  my  boson  ever, 
Ye  hae  rendered  moment's  dear ; 

But,  alas  !  when  forc'd  to  sever. 
Then  the  stroke,  O,  how  severe  ! 

Friends  !  that  parting  tear  reserve  it, 
Tho*  'tix  doubly  dear  to  me  I 

Could  I  think  I  did  deserve  it. 
How  much  happier  would  I  be  ! 

Scvnes  of  woe  and  scenes  of  pleasure. 
Scenes  that  former  thoughts  renew. 

Scenes  of  woe  and  scenes  of  pleasure. 
New  a  sad  and  lost  adieu  ! 


TIBBIE  FOWLER.  • 


Tune—**  Tibbie  Fowler." 


•  A  JaaoWte  aPasiop.  probsMy  to  the  change  of  the 
flaait  fbr  the  Bnmswidi  dynasty,  in  1714* 


Tijuur.  Fowler  o*  the  Glen, 

Thcrc'b  ower  mony  wooing  at  her  ; 
Tibbie  Fowler  o'  the  Glen, 

Tliere's  ower  raony  wooing  at  her. 
Wooin'  at  her,  pu'in*  at  her, 

Courtin  her^  and  canna  get  kar  ; 
FiUhy  elf,  iCsfor  her  pel f 

That  a*  the  lads  are  wooing  ai  hmr. 

Ten  cam  east,  and  ten  cam  west ; 
Ten  cam  rowin'  ower  the  water  ; 


•  Said  to  have  been  written  by  the  Rev.  Dr. 
Strachan.  late  minister  of  Camwath,  although  onw 
tainly  grounded  upon  a  song  of  older  standing,  the 
name  of  which  Is  mentioned  in  the  Tea-Table  Hiacel* 
lany.  The  two  fint  venes  of  the  long  appeared  ia 
Hcrd'g  CoUecUon.  1776.  *    fp— ««  m 

There  is  a  tradition  at  Leith  that  Tibbie  FowJer  was 
a  real  pevson,  and  married,  rome  time  during  the  &•> 
vcniecnth  century,  to  the  representative  of  the  attainu 
ed  family  of  Logan  of  ResUlrig,  whoce  town-house, 
dated  1656,  it  still  pointed  out  at  the  head  of  a  street 
in  Leith,  called  the  Sheriff-brae.  The  marriage-oon* 
tract  between  Logan  and  Isabella  Fowler  is  sUllextant. 
In  the  possession  of  a  gentleman  rssidaot  at  fitifhr—t 
8etG9mpbdtsmsUiTyiffUUhtfiioU,^ilU 


SOMGS. 
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Twa  etm  down  tlie  Ung  dylce-sidt : 
There*i  tirft-And-thirtj  wooin*  at  her. 
Wooin*  at  her,  ^c. 

There*8  seven  but,  and  seven  ben, 
Seven  in  the  pantry  wi*  her  ; 

Twenty  head  about  the  donr : 

There's  ane-and-fbrty  wooin'  at  her. 
Wooin'  at  her,  9fc. 

She's  fcot  pendles  in  her  lugs  ; 

Cockle-shells  wad  set  her  better  ! 
High-heel'd  ;ihoon,  and  siller  tags  ; 

And  a*  the  lads  are  wooin'  at  her. 
Wooiti'  at  hcTf  S^c. 

Be  a  lassie  e'er  sae  blark, 

Gin  she  hae  the  penny  siller, 

Set  her  up  on  Tintock  tap, 

The  wind  will  blaw  a  man  till  her. 
Wooin*  at  her,  ^c. 

Be  a  lasfiie  e'er  sae  £iir. 

An  she  want  the  penny  siller, 

A  flie  may  fell  her  in  the  air, 
Before  a  man  be  even'd  till  her. 
Wooin'  at  htr,  ^ 


ANNIE  LAURIE.  • 

Maxwkltok  banks  are  bonnie, 

Where  early  fii's  the  dew ; 
WHiere  me  and  Annie  Laurie 

Made  up  the  promise  true ; 
Made  up  the  promise  true. 

And  never  forget  will  I ; 
And  for  bonnie  Annie  Laurie 

r  II  lay  me  doun  and  die. 

She's  backit  like  the  peacock ; 

She's  breistit  like  the  swan  ; 
She's  jimp  about  the  middle ; 

Her  waist  ye  weel  micht  span : 
Her  waist  ye  well  micht  span, 

And  she  has  a  rolling  eye ; 
And  for  bonnie  Annie  Laurit 

I'll  lay  me  doun  and  die. 


THE  BRISK  YOUNO  LAD. 
Tune--  **  Biuig  your  eye  In  tfaa  ~"— «—  * 


V 


•  These  two  veraei,  which  are  in  a  style  wooderfiil- 
ly  tender  and  chaste  for  their  age,  were  written  by  a 
Mr.  Douglat  of  Fingland,  upon  Anne,  one  of  the  four 
daughters  of  Sir  Robert  Laurie,  first  Baronet  of  M.ix« 
writon.  by  his  second  wife,  who  was  a  daughter  of 
Riddcll  of  Minto.  As  Sir  Robert  was  crcntcd  a  ba 
ronet  in  the  year  16R5,  it  is  probable  that  the  vcncs 
were  compoied  about  the  end  of  the  seventeenth  or  tlie 
b^inning  of  the  eighteenth  century.  It  is  painful  to 
record,  that,  notwithstanding  the  ardent  andchival> 
rous  affection  dbplayed  by  Mr.  Douglas  in  his  poem, 
he  did  not  obtain  the  heroine  for  a  wife:  She  was  mar- 
ried to  Mr.  Ferguson  of  Craigdarrodi.— See  **  A  Bal- 
lad Book,"  (pr&ted  ut  EdMmrgh  in  18S4),  p.  107* 


There  cam  a  young  man  to  my  daddia'i  door* 
My  daddie's  door,  my  daddie'a  door ; 
There  cam  a  young  man  to  my  daddie's  door. 
Cam  seeking  me  to  woo. 

And  trow  !  hut  he  was  a  braw  jfomnp  hid, 
A  briik  young  lad,  and  a  braw  young  tadg 
And  wtiw  !  hut  he  wae  a  braw  jfomng  lad^ 
Cam  Bf.tking  me  to  woo. 

But  I  was  baking  when  he  eame. 
When  he  came,  when  he  came ; 
I  took  him  in  and  gied  him  a  scone. 
To  thowe  his  frozen  mou. 

And  wow  !  but  he  wa$,  fe, 

I  set  him  in  aside  the  hink  ; 
I  gae  him  bread  and  ale  to  drink  ; 
And  ne'er  a  blythe  styme  wad  he  blink. 
Until  his  wame  was  feu. 

And  wow  !  but  he  wot,  ^. 

Qae,  get  you  gone,  you  cauldrife  wooer. 
Ye  sour-looking,  eanUlrife  wooer ! 
I  straightway  showM  him  to  the  door, 
Saying,  Come  nae  mair  to  woo. 

Ami  woir  !  but  he  wat,  |pe. 

There  lay  a  (K^uk-dub  licfore  the  door, 
Before  the  dtH)r,  Itefnro  the  door ; 
There  lav  a  dcuh-diih  before  the  door. 
And  then*  frll  hr,  I  trow ! 

And  wow  !  but  he  wat,  ^. 

Out  cam  the  guidman,  and  high  he  ahouted ; 
Out  cam  the  guidwife,  and  laigh  she  louted  ; 
And  a'  the  toiin-neebors  were  gather'd  about  it ; 
And  there  lay  he,  I  trow  ! 

And  wow  !  but  he  wae,  ^ 


Then  out  cam  I,  and  aneer'd  and 
Ye  cam  to  woo,  but  ye're  a'  begviled ; 
Ye've  fa'en  i'  the  dirt,  and  y«'re  ft'  bifyled ; 
We'll  hae  nae  mair  o'  yon ! 

And  wow  I  but  he  iMf,  ^. 


KIND  ROBIN  LOXS  ME. 
Tun^^'  lUMa  kfMBMi" 

Robin  is  my  mAf  jo, 

For  Rubin  haa  the  art  to  le*e ; 

Sae  to  his  suit  I  mean  to  bow, 

Because  I  ken  he  lo^ee  me. 
Happy,  happy  was  the  ahower, 
That  led  me  to  his  birken  bower, 
Where  first  of  lore  I  iunA  the  p^wtr, 

And  kenn'd  that  Robin  lo'ed  ne. 


They  speak  of  napkiM,  apetk  «l 
Speak  of  glttTW  and  kim'  t/tnopi 
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Aai  MUM  t  tKodHflJ  lioiiBit  Uungt, 
Aod  ca*  thtm  tigito  lie  Wm  me. 

Bot  rd  prefer  •  nnaek  o'  RoIh 

flMted  oo  the  relvet  fo?, 

To  fifte  M  UnK*s  a  plttden  wab ; 
Because  I  kea  lie  lo*ei 


BURNS'  WORKS. 


He's  tail  and  eontiet  frank  and  free^ 
Lo'ed  by  a*,  and  dear  to  me  ( 
WT  him  I'd  Kve,  wi*  him  I'd  dee, 

Becanie  my  Robin  lo*ei  me. 
Hy  tittie  Mary  said  to  me. 
Our  courtsthip  but  a  joke  wad  be. 
And  I  ur  laiig  be  wade  to  ice 

That  Robin  didna  lu*e  me. 

But  little  kens  she  whit  has  bceni 
Ife  and  my  honest  Rob  between  ; 
And  iu  his  wooing,  O  sae  keen 

Kind  Robin  is  that  lo'es  me. 
Then  flyi  ye  laiy  hours,  away, 
Aod  hasten  oo  the  happy  day, 
Wkeo,  Join  voor  hands,  Mese  John  will  ny, 

Aod  mak  him  mint  that  lo*es  me. 

Till  thco,  let  erery  chinoe  unite 
To  fix  our  lore  and  give  delight. 
And  ril  look  down  on  tuch  wi*  epite, 
Wha  doubt  that  Robin  fe'es  me^ 
O  hey,  Robin !  quo*  she, 
O  h^,  Robin !  quo*  she, 
O  hey,  Rubin !  quo*  she ; 
Kind  Robin  Io*es  me. 


•-« 


THE  POETS.  WHAT  FOOLS  THErRE 
TO  DEAVE  US. 

EOBCBT  CILFILLAX. 

Tum-^**  Py,  let  US  a*  to  the  bridaL" 

Tbi  ports  what  fools  they're  to  deave  us. 

How  ilka  ane*B  laesie's  sae  fine ; 
The  tane  is  an  angel— '<iiid,  save  us  ! 

The  neiftt  ane  you  meet  wi*s  divine ! 
And  then  tbere*B  a  lang-nebbit  sonnet, 

Be*t  Katie,  ur  Janet,  or  Jean ; 
And  the  moon,  or  some  fat-awa  planet's 

Compared  to  the  blbk  o*  her  een. 

The  earth  an*  the  tea  they're  ransackit 

For  aim*liea  to  set  off  their  charms ; 
And  no  a  wee  flow'r  but*s  attackit 

By  poets,  like  bumbeea,  in  swarma. 
Now,  what  signifies  a'  thia  datter. 

By  chiek  that  the  truth  winna  tell  ? 
Wad  it  no  be  settlin*  the  matter. 

To  say.  Lass,  ye*re  juat  like  your  aell  ? 

An'  fhfOk  there's  mM  end  to  the  eril. 
For  they  are  no  deaf  to  the  din-— 

Thai  lika  me  ony  puir  luckkaa  deeril 
Dmt  Mur^  Mt  the  ^  thcjr  tit  in ! 


But  e*en  let  thm  he,  wi*  tibnr  fieornia 
There'a  a  laaaia  whaae  namt  I  coold  lril| 

Her  smile  b  as  sweet  as  the  aMmun'— 
But  whisht !  I  am  ravin'  myaelL 

But  he  that  o*  ravin'a  coovickit. 

When  a  bonnie  sweet  laaa  he  thinks  ooy 
May  he  ne'er  get  anither  atrait  jacket 

Than  that  bnckled  to  by  Meas  John  I 
An'  he  wha — though  cautioua  an'  canay— 

The  charms  o*  the  fair  never  saw. 
Though  wise  as  King  Solomon's  graanie, 

I  swear  is  the  daftest  of  a*. 


'TWAS  WITHIN   A   MILE   OF   EDIN- 
BURGH TOWN. 

Tit«te— '*  Within  a  mile  of  Edinboigh.* 

'TwAs  within  a  mile  of  Edinburgh  town, 

In  the  rosy  time  of  the  year ; 
Sweet  flowen  bloom*d,  and  the  grass  was  down* 
And  each  shepherd  woo'd  his  dear. 

Bonny  Jockey,  bljrthe  and  gay, 

Kisw'd  sweitt  Jenny,  making  hay. 
The  lassie  blush'd,  and  frowning,  cried,  <*  No^ 

no,  it  will  not  do  ; 
I  cannot,  cannot,  wonnot,  woonot,  maanot  boe- 

kletoo." 

Jockey  was  a  wag  that  never  would  wed. 
Though  long  he  had  followed  the  laaa ; 

Contented  ahe  earned  and  eat  her  owa  bn§df 
And  merrily  tum'd  up  the  grass. 
Bonny  Jockey,  blythe  and  finat, 
Won  her  hewt  right  merrily : 

Yet  still  she  blush'd,  and  frowaiag*  eiicd,  **  No^ 
no,  it  will  not  do  ; 

I  cannot,  cannot,  wonnot,  woano^  aiaonot  boo- 
kie too." 

But  when  he  Tow'd  he  would  aiaka  her  hit 

bride. 
Though  hia  flocka  and  herda  were  aot  bwp 
She  gave  him  her  hand,  and  a  kiaa  beaida^ 
And  vow'd  she'd  for  ever  be  tnw. 

Bonny  Jockey,  blythe  and  firat, 

Won  her  heart  right  merrily : 
At  church  she  no  more  frowning,  cried,  "  Nop 

no,  it  win  not  do ; 
I  cmaot,  cannot,  wonnot,  woanot,  auanol 

kletoo." 


MY  LUVE'S  IN  GERMANIE. 
Tutte-^*  My  havil^  la  Oenaaale.* 

Mr  lure's  ia  Qcrmaaie ; 

Sead  him  hame,  send  him  hioie  j 
My  luve's  in  Gcrmaaie ; 

Sead  him  bane. 


SONOd. 
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My  Knre*!!  in  Ocrmtiue, 
l?Sf  hting  brave  for  rojralty  ; 
He  may  ne*er  his  Jeanie  ice ; 

Scad  him  hame,  wad  him  hsmt ; 
He  nuv  D«*er  hit  Jeanie  lee ; 

Send  him  hame.  , 

He*a  aa  brave  as  brave  can  be ; 

Send  him  hame,  aead  him  hame ; 
Onr  fiiea  are  ten  to  three ; 

Send  him  hame. 
Oar  fiiea  are  ten  to  three ; 
He  maun  either  &*  or  flee, 
In  the  cauae  of  loyalty  ; 

Send  him  hame,  tend  him  hame  ; 
In  the  cause  of  loyalty  ; 

Send  him  hame. 

Y<mr  love  ae*cr  learnt  to  flee» 

Bonnie  dame,  winsome  dame; 
Your  luve  ne'er  learnt  to  flec^ 


Your  hive  ne'er  Icvnt  to  flee, 
But  he  ftn  in  Qennanie, 
Fif  hting  braw  for  loyalty, 

Mournftt*  dame,  mournfa*  dame ; 
Fighting  brave  for  loyalty, 

Monraftt'  dame. 

HeMl  ne'er  come  ower  the  sea ; 

WiUie's  slain,  Willie's  skin ; 
He'll  ne'er  come  ower  the  ata : 

Willie's  gane ! 
He  will  ne'er  come  ower  the  aea. 
To  his  luve  and  ain  eountrie. 
This  warld's  nae  mair  for  me  ; 

WUlie's  gane,  Willie'a  gane ; 
This  warld'b  nae  mair  for  die ; 

Willie'a  gane ! 


TO  THE  KYE  WV  ME 

0  WAS  na*  she  worthy  o*  kiisei^ 
Far  mae  than  twa  or  three, 

And  worthy  o*  bridal  bliHes, 
Wha  gaed  to  the  kye  wi'  me. 

O  gang  to  the  kye  wi'  me,  my  love, 

Gang  to  the  kye  wi*  me^ 
Ower  the  bum  and  through  the  broon, 
And  I'll  be  merry  wi*  thee. 

1  hae  a  house  a  biggin, 
Anither  that*s  like  to  fo'. 

And  I  love  a  scomfn*  lassie, 
Wha  grieves  me  warst  of  a*. 

O  gang  to  the  kye  wi'  me,  my  \af9, 

O  gang  to  the  k^  wi'  me. 
Ye*U  think  nae  mair  o*  your 
Amang  the  braom  wi  ne. 

I  hae  a  house  a  biggin, 
Anither  thtt'i  like  to  W, 


I  hae  noo  the  kisie  wi' baim. 
Which  vexes  me  warst  of  a*. 

0  gang  to  the  kye  wi'  me^  aiy  Wrs^ 
Gang  to  the  kye  wi'  ne^ 

1  hae  an  auld  mither  at  hame^ 

Win  doodle  it  on  hei  knee. 


THE  MILLER  O*  DEE. 


TbeMUlsrorDce.'* 

TRsni  was  a  joUy  miller  once 

Lived  on  the  river  Dee ; 
He  wrought  and  sung  from  mom  till  mghl» 

No  lark  more  bijrthe  than  he. 
And  this  the  burden  of  hia  song 

For  ever  used  to  be ; 
I  eare  for  nobody,  no,  not  I, 

If  nobody  cares  for  me. 
And  thitf  ^ 

When  spring  began  ila  merry  canu^ 

O,  then  his  heart  was  gay ; 
He  feared  not  snmmer's  raltry  heat. 

Nor  winter's  cold  decay. 
No  foresight  marred  the  miUer's  ihwr. 

Who  oft  did  sing  and  say. 
Let  others  live  from  year  to  year, 

111  live  from  day  to  day. 
No  foruijfkt,  ft. 

Then,  like  this  miller,  bold  and  free^ 

Let  US  be  glad  and  sing ; 
The  days  of  youth  are  made  for  gles^ 

And  life  b  on  the  wing. 
The  soag  shall  jmss  from  me  to  yon, 

Arounid  this  jovial  ring. 
Let  heart,  and  haod,  and  voice  agree  ; 

And  so,  God  save  our  king.* 


SAW  YE  MY  FATHER? 
"  Saw  ye  my  ftihorr 


«  O  8AW  ye  my  fothcr,  or  saw  yo  my  mochMV 

Or  aaw  ye  my  true  fova  John?** 
"  I  saw  not  your  fother,  I  saw  not  yow  motbtf^ 

But  I  saw  your  true  love  John." 

«  It'a  now  ten  at  night,  aod  tho  Hm  lie  ■■• 

Ught, 
And  the  bells  they  ring  ding  doog  ; 
He's  met  with  some  delay,  that  oaiMilh  him  It 
sUy; 
But  he  wiU  be  here  ere  long.** 

The  surly  auld  carle  did  "Mtfthing  bat  narisb 
And  Jonnie's  fooe  it  grew  red ; 


•  rromsnoUlIS.eopr.    TheacMigssssBStolMlfl 
bftn  am  printed  In  Herd'i  ^oUe«ti«>^  lT(9t  ^ 


Yet,  thnugli  he  often  M(^Hed,  he 
replied, 
Till  all  were  ttleep  in  bed. 


BURMS*  WORKS, 
ne'er  a  word 


Up  Johnle  ro«e,  end  to  the  door  he  goes. 

And  gently  tirled  at  tlie  piD. 
The  Ia!E<«ie,  taking  tent,  unto  the*  door  she  went. 

And  she  opent-d  and  let  him  in. 

"  And  are  ye  come  at  last,  and  do  I  hold  ye  £iat  ? 

And  i«  my  Johnie  true  ?'* 
**  I  have  nae  time  to  tell,  but  sae  Ung*s  I  like 
myiell. 

See  kn^  tall  I  love  you.** 

**  Flee  np»  flee  np,  my  bonnie  grey  cock, 

And  craw  whan  it  is  day  : 
Your  neck  shall  be  like  the  Ixinnie  beaten  guwd. 

And  your  wingt  of  the  silver  grey." 

The  cock  proved  fause,  aiul  iintru4>  he  w.t^  ; 

For  he  crew  an  hour  ower  !*une. 
The  lassie  thought  it  day,  when  she  sent  her 
love  sway. 

And  it  was  bnt  a  Mink  o*  the  mnne. 


TAM  O*  THB  BALLOCH. 


H.  AINSLET. 

Tuiu^"  The  CantpMls  ere  coming; 

In  the  Nick  o*  the  Balloch  lived  Muirland  Tam, 
Weel  ttentit  wi*  brochan  and  braxie-ham ; 
A  breist  like  a  buird,  and  a  back  like  a  door. 
And  a  wapping  wame  that  hung  down  afore. 

But  what's  come  ower  yc,  Muirland  Tam  ? 
For  your  leg's  now  grown  like  a  wheel-barrow 

tram; 
Your  ee  it's  faun  in — ^your  nose  it's  faun  out, 
And  the  akin  o*  yonr  cheek's  like  a  dirty  clout 

0  ance,  like  a  yaud,  ye  ipankit  the  bent, 
Wi'  a  fecket  sae  ibii,  and  a  stocking  sae  stent. 
The  strength  o'  a  itot-^he  wecht  o*  a  cow ; 
Vow,  Tammy,  my  man,  ye're  grown  like  a  grew* 

1  mind  sin*  the  blink  o'  a  canty  quean 

OouM  watered  your  mou  and  lichtit  yonr  een  ; 
Now  ye  leuk  like  a  yowe,  when  ye  ahouU  be  a 

ram; 
(D  what  can  be  wrang  wi*  ye,  Muirland  Tam  ? 

Has  some  dowg  o'  the  yirth  set  your  gear  abreed  ? 
Hae  thoy  broken  your  heart  or  broken  your  head  ? 
Hae  they  rackit  wi'  rungs  or  kittled  wi*  nteel  ? 
Oif  Tammy,  my  man,  hae  ye  seen  the  deil  ? 


Now  ye  peep  like  a  powt ;  ye  glumph  and  ye 

gaunt ; 
Oh,  Tammy,  my  man,  are  ye  turned  a  aannt  ? 

Come,  lowse  your  heart,  ye  man  o'  the  muir ; 
We  tell  our  distress  ere  we  look  for  a  cure  : 
There's  laws  for  a  wrang,  and  sa'i  fcr  a  sair ; 
Sae,  Tanuny,  my  man,  what  wad  ye  hae  mair  ? 

Oh  !  neebour,  it  neither  was  thresher  nor  thief^ 
That  deepened  my  ee,  and  lichtened  my  beef ; 
But  the  word  that  makes  me  sae  wacAi*  and  wan. 
Is— Tam  o*  the  Balloch's  a  married  man  ! 


BAUD  AWA  FRAE  MB  DONALD. 

Haud  awa,  bide  awa ! 

Hand  awa  frae  mr,  Donald  : 
I've  seen  the  man  I  well  could  love. 
But  that  was  never  thee,  DonaU. 
Wi*  plumed  bonnet  waiving  proud. 

And  claymore  by  thy  knee,  Donald, 

And  Lord  o'  Moray's  mountains  high, 

Thou'rt  no  a  match  for  nie,  Donald. 

Haud  awa,  bide  awa, 

Haud  awa  frae  me,  Donald, 
What  sain  your  mountains  and  your  lochs, 
I  canna  swim  nor  flee  Donald  : 
But  if  yc'll  come  when  yon  fair  sun 
Is  8unk  beneath  the  kci,  Donald, 
ril  quit  my  kin,  and  kilt  my  cots, 
And  tike  the  UilU  wi*  thee,  Donald. 

One  of  the  old  verses  runs  thus  :— 

Haud  awa,  bide  awa, 

Haud  awa  frae  me,  Donald, 
Keep  awa  your  cauld  hand 

Frae  my  warm  knee  Donald. 


Wha  aiwe  wn  yonr  match  at  a  itonp  and  a  tale  ? 
Wi*  a  voiee  Hke  a  sea,  and  a  drouth  like  a  whale  ? 


AULD  ROB  MORRIS. 
.Tine—"  AukMlob  Morris.* 

MOTHEa. 

AuLD  Rob  Morrit,  that  wons  in  yon  glen, 
He's  the  king  o*  guid  £Ulow8,  and  wale  &  auld 

men ; 
He  has  fourscore  o'  black  sheep,  and  fonrecore 

too : 
Auld  Rob  Morris  is  the  man  ye  maun  lo'e. 

DAL'GHTEa. 

Haud  your  tongue,  mother,  and  let  that  al)ee ; 
For  his  eild  and  my  oiM  can  never  agrt'C  : 
They'll  never  agree,  and  that  wiil  be  seen; 
For  be  is  fuurKorc,  aud  I'm  but  fifietn. 
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MOTBtft. 

Haud  your  tongue,  duc1itcr»  and  lay  by  your  pride. 
For  he  is  the  bridegroom,  and  ye^ie  be  ^e  bride  ; 
He  Hhall  lie  by  your  side,  and  kiss  you  too  ; 
Auld  Rob  Morris  is  the  man  ye  maan  lo*e. 

DAUGHTER. 

Auld  Rob  Morris,  I  ken  him  fu*  weel. 
Hit  bock  sticks  9ut  like  ony  peat-creel ; 
He's  out  shinn'd,  in-knecd,  and  ringle-eyed  too ; 
Auld  Rob  Morris  is  the  man  FU  iie*er  lo*e. 

MOTHER. 

Though  auld  Rob  Morris  be  an  elderly  man,     ^ 
Yet  his  auld  brass  will  buy  you  a  new  pan  ; 
Then,  dochter,  ye  should  na  be  sa  ill  to  shoe. 
For  auld  Rob  Morris  is  the  man  vc  maun  lo*e. 

DAUGHTER. 

But  auld  Rob  Morris  I  never  will  hae, 
His  back  is  so  stiff,  and  his  bedrd  is  grown  grey ; 
I  hdd  rather  die  than  live  wi*  him  a  year  ; 
Sae  mair  o'  Rob  Morris  I  never  will  hear. 


THE  MALT-MAN. 

The  malt-man  comet  on  Munday, 

He  craves  wonder  sair, 
Crie^,  Dame,  conic  gi*e  me  my  siller, 

Or  malt  ye  nail  ne*er  get  mair. 
I  took  him  into  the  pantry. 

And  i;ave  him  some  good  rock-broo, 
Syne  paid  him  upon  a  gantree. 

As  hoHtlor-wives  should  do. 

"U'licii  malt-men  come  for  siller, 

And  gangers  with  wands  o*er  soon, 
\Vives,  tak  them  a'  down  to  the  cellar, 

And  clear  them  as  I  have  done. 
Thix  )>e\vith,  when  cunzie  is  tcanty, 

Will  keep  them  frae  making  din  ; 
I'b''  kn-K-k  I  learu'd  fj-ae  an  auld  auntyi 

Tlu:  Hnackcst  of  a*  my  kin. 

The  mait-mnn  i*  right  cunning, 

But  I  can  be  as  Hiee, 
And  he  may  crack  of  his  winning. 

When  he  clears  scores  with  me  : 
For  come  when  he  likes,  I*m  ready ; 

But  if  froe  hame  I  lie, 
Let  him  wait  on  our  kind  lady, 

SheMI  an«>wer  a  bill  for  me. 


THE  AULD  WIFE  BEYONT  THE  FIRE. 

There  wj»  a  wife  won*d  in  a  glen, 
And  she  had  duchten  nine  or  ten, 

That  tumght  the  house  baith  but  and  belly 
To  hnd  their  uium  a  •»nishing. 


The  auld  wffi  htj/otU  ^Jln, 
The  atitd  wife  aniut  thejlrtf 
The  auld  wife  aboon  thejlrt, 
She  died  for  lack  ofamiMng*^ 

Her  mill  into  tome  Iwle  had  hunx, 
Whatrecks,  quoth  ahe,  let  it  be  gawB, 
For  I  maun  hae  a  young  good  nun 

Shall  furnish  me  with  tniahing. 
The  avid  wife,  ^. 

Her  eldest  dochter  laid  right  bmU, 
Fy,  mother,  mind  that  now  ye're  Auldf 
And  if  ye  with  a  younker  wiJd, 

He*ll  Waste  away  your  iniahiag'. 
Tlic  auld  wife,  |rc. 

The  youngest  dochter  ga'e  a  ahoatf 
O  mother  dear  !  your  teeth's  a*  onlf 
Besides  ha*f  blind,  you  have  the  goolt 

Your  mill  can  had  nae  mlihing. 
The  auld  wife,  ^. 

Ye  lied,  ye  limmen,  cries  sdU 
For  I  hae  baith  a  tooth  and  itainpy 
And  will  nae  langer  lire  in  dump^ 

By  wanting  of  my  sniahing. 
The  aadd  wife,  ^ 

Thole  ye,  lays  Peg,  that  pawkj  ihi^ 
Mother,  if  ye  can  crack  a  nut. 
Then  we  will  a*  consent  to  it. 

That  you  shall  have  a  smshing. 
The  auld  wife,  |rc. 

The  auld  ane  did  agree  to  that, 
And  they  a  ptstol-buUiet  gat ; 
She  powerfully  began  to  crack, 

To  winhersell  a  snishing. 
Tne  auld  wife,  ^ 


Braw  sport  it  vm  to  see  her  ehow*!^ 
And  *tween  her  gums  sae  sqoeesa  aod 
While  frae  her  jaws  the  darer  flow'^ 

And  ay  she  cnrs*d  poor  stumpy. 
The  auld  wife,  ^ 

At  last  the  ga'e  a  desperate  squeea, 
Which  brak  the  lang  tooth  by  the 
And  syne  poor  stumpy  was  at  ease^ 

But  she  tint  hopes  of  snishing. 
The  aaUd  wife,  jrc 

She  of  the  task  began  to  tire^ 
And  frae  her  doditers  did  retire^ 
Syne  lean'd  her  down  ayont  d»  §n, 

And  died  for  lack  of  aniahiiy. 
The  auld  wife,  g«. 


Te  auld  wires,  notioe  wdl  tloB  tnAf 
Assoon  as  ye*re  past  marie  of  moud^ 


•  Snlshhig,  In  its  literal  msanhif,  k  snoff 
tobMco ;  but.  In  this  BOi«,  tt 


I  tentmsnt,  a  husband,  lovs^ 
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Ni^v  ^  Wliit*t  only  fit  fiv  yontli. 
Aid  Imtc  Aff  thoughto  of  tnidung : 

SUt,  Ukt  tkU  wifk  heyont  thtjht, 
Yt*r  bairtu  agaxtmt  yon  vtS  eomqtin; 
Ncr  wUl  yt  pet,  umUts  yt  hirt^ 
A  young  man  with  your  ndikimg. 


BESSY  BELL  AND  MARY  GRAY.  .. 


O  BBttT  Bell  and  Mavjr  Gray, 

Thcf  trc  twa  bouny  lonieit, 
TlMf  bigg*d  a  bow'r  on  yon  burn-brae, 

^id  tlieek'd  it  o*er  wi'  raslies. 
Tkir  BcMy  Bell  I  loo*d  yentreen. 

And  thought  I  ne'er  could  alter ; 
But  Mtrjr  Gray's  twa  pawky  een, 

ThcT  gar  my  fancy  falter. 

Nov  Bemy*«  hairN  like  a  lint  tap  ; 

Sht  ioulea  like  a  May  morning, 
Whffn  Phobns  »Urt4  fr;ie  Thetis'  lap. 

The  hillit  with  ray»  adorning  : 
IVhile  it  her  neck,  nafc  is  her  hand, 

Her  waiitt  and  feet's  fu'  genty ; 
With  ilka  grace  she  can  command ; 

Her  lipi^  O  wow !  they're  dainty. 

And  Bfary*(i  Ini-kH  are  like  a  craw. 

Her  ccn  like  diamonds  glances ; 
She's  ay  sae  clean,  redd  np,  and  braw, 

She  kills  whene'er  !<hu  dance;* : 
BIythe  aa  a  kid,  with  wit  at  will. 

She  blooming,  tight,  and  tall  is  ; 
And  guides  her  airs  sac  gracefu*  still. 

O  Jore,  she'n  like  thy  PallaH. 


Bell  and  Mary  Gray, 
Te  uneo  sair  oppress  us ; 
Our  fiucice  jee  between  you  twa, 

Te  are  aic  bonny  lasxies : 
Wae'e  me !  for  baith  I  conna  get, 
To  aoe  by  law  we're  stented ; 

rU  draw  cuts,  and  t^ke  my  fate. 
And  be  with  ane  contented. 


BONNY  BARBARA  ALLAN. 

I*  waa  in  and  about  the  Martinmas  timey 
'When  the  green  leares  were  a*&lling, 

That  Snr  John  Granne  in  the  weat  country 
Fen  in  love  with  Barbara  Allan. 


hit  man  down  through  the  town, 
To  the  place  where  she  waa  dwelling, 
O  hairt^  and  come  to  my  master  dear, 
Qin  y«  be  Barbara  Allan. 

O  hoolTf  hooly  rose  she  up, 
,  Tl»  OKI  piaee  where  he  waa  lyiagi 


And  when  she  drew  tlie  eitiam  hft 
Young  man»  I  think  you*re  dyinf 


O  iti  Vm  aick,  and  rery  rery  sick. 

And  *tit  a'  for  Barbara  Allan. 
O  the  better  for  me  ye*s  never  be, 

Tho*  your  heart's  bkxid  u-ere  a-spUUag. 

O  dinna  ye  mind,  young  man,  Wid  ahr. 
When  he  was  in  the  tavern  a-drinkiDg» 

That  ye  made  the  healths  gae  round  and  round. 
And  slighted  Barbara  Albn  ? 

He  tum'd  his  lace  unto  the  wall. 
And  death  was  with  him  dealing ; 

Adieu,  adieu,  my  dear  friends  all. 
And  be  kind  to  Barbara  Allan. 

And  nlowly,  dowly  raise  she  up. 

And  slowly,  slowly  left  him ; 
And  sighing,  said,  she  cou*d  not  stay. 

Since  death  of  life  had  reft  him. 

She  had  not  gane  a  mile  but  twa. 
When  she  heard  the  dead-bell  tinging. 

And  e%-ery  jnw  that  the  dead-bdl  gied, 
It  cr}'*d,  Wo  to  Barbara  AUan. 

O  mother,  mother,  make  my  bed, 

O  make  it  saft  and  narrow, 
Since  my  love  dy'd  for  me  to^y, 

I'll  die  for  him  to-morrow. 


ETTRICK  BANKS. 

Ox  Ettrick  banks,  in  a  tummer'a  nighty 

At  ^lowming  when  the  sheep  drave  haae ; 
I  met  uiy  lawie  braw  and  tight, 

i'lnie  wading,  barefoot,  a*  her  Une : 
My  heart  je^rew  light,  I  ran,  I  flang 

My  arnw  al>out  her  lily  neek, 
Anfl  kiss'd  and  clapp'd  her  then  foo  lanf ; 

My  wonls  they  were  na  mony, 


I  said,  my  ianie,  will  ye  go 

To  the  highhmd  hills,  the  Earn  to  Icara  ? 
I'd  baith  gi'e  thee  a  cow  and  ew. 

When  ye  come  to  the  brigg  of  Earn. 
At  Leith,  auld  meal  oomee  in,  ne'er  fosh, 

And  herrings  at  the  Broomy  Law ; 
Chear  up  your  heart,  my  bonny  Ian, 

There's  gear  to  win  we  never  sow. 

All  day  when  we  hare  wranght  enongh. 

When  winter,  firoeta,  and  soaw  begin. 
Soon  aa  the  sun  gaes  weet  the  kch. 

At  night  when  you  sit  down  to  qpiot 
1*11  screw  my  pipee  and  play  a  ipriaf  : 

And  thus  the  weary  night  will  andt 
Till  the  tender  kid  and  lamb-timi  bi^ 

Onr  pIcaMBt  tninmBr  bsdc  mvii 
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Bjrnt  wW  l!ht  IttH  arc  in  their  bloom. 

And  gowans  glent  o*er  ilkt  field, 
ril  meet  mj  lass  among  the  broom. 

And  lead  yon  to  mjr  summer-shield. 
Then  far  firae  a*  their  acomfu*  din. 

That  make  the  kindly  hearts  their  sport, 
We*ll  laugh  and  kits,  and  dance  and  sii^. 

And  gar  the  laogest  day  seem  short. 


THE  BIRKS  OF  IN VERMA Y.  • 

DAVID  MALLET. 

Tune-''*  The  BIrkt  of  Invennay." 

The  smiling  mom,  the  breathing  sprincr. 

Invite  the  tunefu*  binU  to  »ing  ; 

And,  while  they  warble  fr»m  the  spray, 

Love  melts  the  universal  Iny. 

Let  OS,  Amanda,  timely  wise. 

Like  them,  improve  the  hour  that  fliex  ; 

And  in  soft  rapture*  waste  the  day. 

Among  the  birks  of  loveruiay. 

For  soon  the  winter  of  the  year. 
And  age,  life's  winter,  will  appear  ; 
At  this  thy  living  bloom  will  fade, 
As  that  will  strip  the  verdant  shade. 
Our  taate  of  pleasure  then  is  o'er. 
The  fieatber'd  songsters  arc  no  more  ; 
And  when  they  dtop,  and  we  decay. 
Adieu  the  birks  of  Invermav ! 


How  htppr,  hi  cried,  mf  moniffiti  onee  mew. 
Ere  Chhie's  bright  charms  fbit  flnhM  in  nif 

view  ! 
Those  eyes  then  wi*  pleasure  the  dawn  eodd 

«irvey; 
Nor  smiled  the  fair  morning  mair  cheerful  than 

they. 
Now  scents  of  distress  please  only  my  tight : 
I'm  tortured  in  pleiMure,  and  languish  in  light* 

Throtiqh  ch:mgeM  in  vain  relief  I  purine, 
AH,  all  but  cunspire  my  griefs  to  renew  ; 
From  sunshine  to  xcphyrs  and  ahades  we  repur-r* 
To  sunshine  we  fly  from  too  piercing  an  air  ; 
But  Iove*N  ardent  fire  bums  always  Um  aanMb 
No  M'iuter  can  cool  it,  no  summer  inflame. 

Rut  Me  the  p.ile  moon,  all  donded,  retires ; 
The  lireezen  f^w  cool,  not  Strephon'a  dcairei  s 
I  fly  from  the  dangers  of  tempest  and  wind. 
Yet  nourish  the  madnes)*  that  preys  on  my  mind. 
Ah,  wretch  !  how  can  life  be  worthy  thy  caraf 
To  lengthen  its  moments,  but  lengthens  deqwir.* 


THE  BRAES  0*  BALLENDEAN. 

Dli.  BLACK  LOCK. 

Tutu—"  The  Braes  o'  Biallendcan.* 

Bkn tATH  a  green  shade,  a  lovely  young  swain 
Ae  e%'eBing  reclined,  to  discover  hia  pain ; 
So  sad,  yet  so  sweetly,  he  warbled  his  woe. 
The  winds  ceased  to  breathe,  and  the  fountain  to 

flow; 
Rudt  winds  wi*  compassion   could  hear  him 

complain. 
Yet  Chloe,  less  gentle,  was  deaf  to  his  strain. 


•  Inrcnnay  Is  a  small  woody  elen,  watered  by  the 
rivulet  May,  which  there  Mm  the  rirer  Earn.  It  is 
about  flre  inllei  above  the  uridfre  of  Earn,  and  neariy 
Bine  firom  Perth.  The  seat  of  Mr.  Belsdtni,  tite  pro- 
prietor of  this  poetkal  region,  ami  who  takes  from  it 
hit  territorial  dcslipiBtion,  sUnds  at  the  bottom  of  the 
glen.  Both  sldetofthe  little  vale  are  complctdy  wood* 
•d,  chiefly  with  birches  i  and  It  is  altogether,  in  point 
of  natural  lovdinew.  a  leme  worthy  of  the  sttentkm 
of  the  amatory  roune.  The  course  of  the  May  is  so 
sunk  among  rucks,  tlut  it  osnnot  be  seen,  but  it  can 
eatllv  be  traced  in  iu  progresa  by  another  sense.  The 
peculiar  sound  which  u  makes  in  rushing  through  one 
particular  part  of  its  narrow,  rugged,  and  tortuous 
channel,  hM  noeasiooad  the  dcseripUve  appellation  of 
the  HumUe-BumbU  to  be  attached  to  that  quarter  of 
the  vale.  Invennay  may  be  at  oooe  and  eoneetlyde. 
scribed  as  the  fairest  possible  little  miniatttie '^ — 


The  long  appeared  In  the  4th  volume  Of  tbt  Tea- 
TllJMt  Mlscsllany. 


THE  BRUME  O'  THE  COWDEN- 
KNOWES. 

Tune-^**  The  Brume  oP  the  Cowdsnknowca.' 

How  biyth,  ilk  morn,  was  I  to  see 

My  swain  come  ower  the  hill ! 
He  skipt  the  bum  and  flew  to  me : 
I  met  him  with  good  will. 

OK  the  bruwte,  tke  bonnU,  hamUt 

The  Irume  o*  the  CowdttJmemu  t 
I  wish  I  were  with  Mjf  dear  atpmn, 
mth  his  pipe  and  my  yowee* 

I  wanted  neither  yowe  nor  Umb^ 

While  his  flock  near  me  lay ; 
He  gather'd  in  my  sheep  at  night, 

And  cheerM  roe  a*  the  day. 

Ohy  the  hntrntt  ^. 

He  tuned  his  pipe,  and  play*d  ne  aweel^ 

The  birds  sat  listening  bye ; 
E*en  the  dull  cattle  stood  lAd  gaaed, 

Charm*d  with  the  melodye. 

OA,  the  bntme,  ^ 

While  thus  we  spent  our  time,  by  tonsr 

Betti'izt  our  flocks  and  play, 
I  envied  not  the  fairest  dame, 

Though  e*er  ao  rich  or  gay. 

Ohf  the  bnme,  jie. 


*  The  celebrated  Tenduoci  used  to  stag  this 
with  great  eflkct.  In  St.  Ocllia's  Hall,  at- 
idXNit  fifty  jean  ago.  Mr.  Tytler,  who  waaa  great  na. 
tnin  of  that  obsolete  plaee  of  amusement,  says,  tenia 
Dissertation  on  Scottish  Musie,  "  Who  eould  hesr 
with  hMsnsibility,  or  without  bdJng  moved  te  the  bigli* 
est  dsnee,  Tendnod  sing,  « FU  never  leave  thee,*  or, 
'  The  fties  or  BaUsndean.'  The  air  was  eomposad  by 
OfwaU. 
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Hwd  fiite,  tliat  I  iliould  UaUkM  be, 
Otiif  bctTOy,  and  mourn, 

Btunw  I  lov«d  the  kindest  svain 
That  ercr  yet  vm  born. 

Oh,  the  brume,  ^ 

He  did  oblige  me  erery  hour ; 

OoaU  I  but  faithful  be  ? 
He  etawe  my  heart ;  could  I  refuie 

Whate'cr  he  ask*d  of  me  ? 

Oh,  the  brume,  ^ 

ThatDdd  my  wee  eoup  whey, 
My  plei4i%  brooch,  and  crookit  atick, 
May  now  lie  uedea  by. 

Oh,  th9  brtme,  ^ 

AIS«i»  f$  GowdcBknowea,  adieu ! 

VtnwmA,  a*  j^leaaniei  there  ! 
X%  go^  leelDn  me  to  my  iwiin-- 

li  a*  I  enfa  or  care. 

Oh,  the  brume,  |re.* 


THE  CARLE  HE  CAM  OWER  THE 
CRAFT. 

Tune^"  The  Cade  he  cam  ower  the  Craft" 

Tbb  carle  he  cam  ower  the  craft, 

Wi'  hia  beard  new-nhaven ; 
Be  looked  at  mo  an  h€*d  be<Hi  daft, — 

The  carle  trowed  thit  T  wad  hae  him. 
Hout  awa !  I  winna  hae  hlni ! 

Ma,  iKeooth,  I  winna  hae  him  ! 
For  a'  his  beard  new-nhavcn. 

Ne'er  a  bit  o*  ine  will  hoc  him. 

A  tiller  brooch  he  gne  me  ncikt, 

To  fiuiten  on  my  curchie  nookit ; 
I  wore  't  a  wee  upon  my  bix'ist. 

But  soon,  alake  !  the  tongue  o*t  crookit ; 
And  see  may  his  ;  I  winna  liae  him  ! 

Na,  fonooth,  I  winna  hie  him  ! 
Twice-a*baim'a  a  hnaie'e  je«t ; 

Sae  ony  ibol  finr  me  may  hae  him. 

The  carle  has  nae  fiiolt  but  ane ; 

For  he  has  land  and  dollars  plenfy  ; 
But,  waela  Be  for  him,  skin  and  bane 

Is  no  for  a  plump  lass  of  twenty. 
Hout  awa,  I  winna  hae  him  ! 

Na,  fbrraoth,  I  winna  hae  him ! 
"What  signifies  his  dirty  riggs. 

And  cash,  without  a  man  wi*  them  ? 

%  As  the  rsaier  may  be  supposed  anxious  to  know 
•OBSClitalor  the  place  which  has  thus  been  the  lubjcvt 
of  ID  anMI  poeCryp  theeditor  thinl»  it  proper  to  Inform 

SthaC,  **  the  CowdenlcnoweB,**  or,  as  sometimes 
4  in  eU  writings,  the  CoMincluiowet.  are  two 
MUsostiia  east  side  of  the  vale  of  Uuderdale, 
Ikieiiitslihe  They  lie  immediately  to  the  south  of 
dM  Tillsge  of  Earlstgn,  celetirated  as  the  re^idtfiioe  of 
Ihe  wdlcft  known  Scottish  poet,  Thomas  the  Rhymer. 


But  ahould  my  eankert  daddie  gar 

Me  tak  him  *gunst  my  inclination, 
1  warn  the  fumbler  to  beware 

That  antlers  dinna  claim  their  station. 
Hout  awa !  I  winna  hae  him  ! 

Na,  forsooth,  I  winna  hae  him ! 
I*m  flee*d  to  crack  the  halv  band, 

Siie  laH'ty  say-s,  I  shou*d  na  hae  him. 


THE  WEE  THING. 

MACKXIL. 

Tsiie— "  Bonnie  Duadee." 

Saw  ye  my  wee  thing  ?  «w  ye  my  ain  thing  ? 

Saw  ye  my  true  lore  down  on  yon  lea  ? 
Cross*d  she  the  meadow  yestreen  at  the  g^otB* 

Sought  she  the  burnie  whar  flow*n  the  haw* 
tree? 

Her  hair  it  is  lint-white  ;  her  ekin  it  is  millt* 
white ; 

Dark  is  the  blue  o*  her  aaft-rdUng  ee ; 
Red  red  her  ripe  lipe,  and  sweeter  than  rosee  : 

Whar  could  my  wee  thing  wander  frat  me  ?— • 

I  saw  nae  your  wee  thing,  I  saw  nae  yow  tia 

thinjr, 

Nor  saw  I  your  tnie  love  down  on  yon  lea  ; 
But  I  met  my  bonnie  thing  late  in  the  gloamin, 

Down  by  the  burnie  whar  flow*rs  the  haw- 
tree. 

Her  hair  it  was  lint-white;  her  skin  it  was 
milk-white ; 

Dark  was  the  blue  o*  her  saft-i oiling  ee  ; 
Red  were  her  ripe  lips,  and  sweeter  than  roses ; 

Sweet  were  the  kisses  that  she  gac  to  iiite  !-— 

It  was  na  my  wee  thing,  it  was  na  my  ain 
thing, 

It  wa«  na  my  trne  love  ye  met  by  the  tree  : 
Proud  is  her  leal  heart !  and  modest  her  nature ! 

She  never  loed  onic  till  ance  she  loed  me. 

Her  name  it  is  Mary ;  ehe*s  firae  Castle-Cary; 

Aft  has  she  sat,  when  a  bairn,  on  my  knee : 
Fair  as  your  face  is,  war*t  fifty  times  fairer. 

Young  bragger,  she  ne*er  would  gie  kisses  to 
thee  !— 

It  was,  then,  your  Iklary;  she*8  frac  Caatle- 
Cary; 
It  wa%  then,  your  true  love  I  met  by  the 
tree: 
Proud  as  her  heart  is,  and  modest  her  nature. 
Sweet  were  the  kisses  that  the  gae  to  me.— 

Sair  gloom*d  his  dark   brow — Uood-red  his 
cheek  grew — 
Wild  flath'd  the  fire  frae  his  red-roUio;  ee  I 
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Ye*ie  me  tur,  this  moruinjt  your  boaitn  ud 
your  ^ornincr : 
Defend  ye,  fduse  traitor  !  fiur  loudly  ye  lie.^^ 

AwA  wi*  be^iling  !  cried  the  youtL«  •millng  : 
Aff  irent  the  bonnet;  the  liut-white  locks 
flee; 
The  bdted  pUid  fii*ing>  her  white  botom  thaw- 
ing— 
Fair  stood  the  loved  maid  wi'  the  dark-roll- 
ing ee! 

Is  it  my  wee  thing  !  is  it  mine  ain  thing  ! 

Is  it  my  true  love  here  that  I  w«  !— - 
O  Jamie,  forgie  me ;  your  heart's  conitont  to 

me ; 
]*1I  never  mair  wander,  dear  laddie,  frae  thee  ! 


THE  WHITE  COCKADE. 

7iM«— *'  The  White  Cockade.* 

Mv  love  was  bom  in  Aberdeen, 
The  bonniest  lad  that  e'er  was  seen  ; 
But  now  he  makes  our  hearts  fu*  sod — 
He's  ta'en  the  field  wi'  his  white  cockade. 
O,  he$  a  ranting  roving  bladt  f 
O,  hc'i  a  faith  and  a  bonny  lad  f 
Betide  what  mag,  my  heart  it  glad 
To  see  my  lad  wV  hit  while  cochade, 

O,  lecze  me  on  the  philabeg, 
The  hairy  hough,  and  gsrter'd  leg  ! 
But  aye  the  thing  tliat  glads  my  ee, 
I»  the  white  cockade  aboon  the  brur. 
Ot  he't  a  ranting,  9cc, 

I'll  sell  my  rock,  111  *oll  my  reel. 
My  rippling  kame,  and  spinning  wheel, 
To  buy  my  lad  a  Urtan  plaid, 
A  braidsword  and  a  white  cockada* 
O,  het  a  ranting,  8fc 

Y\\  kU  my  rokely  and  my  tow. 
My  gude  grey  mare  and  hawket  cow. 
That  every  loyal  Buchon  lad 
]^Iay  tok  the  field  wi*  his  white  cockade. 
Of  he*t  a  ranting,  S^. 


THE  WIDOW. 

▲LLAM  lUkMSAT. 

The  widow  can  bake,  and  the  widow  can  brew, 
The  widow  can  shape,  and  the  widow  can  sew, 
And  mony  braw  things  the  widow  oan  do ; 

Then  have  at  the  widow,  my  laddie. 
With  courage  attack  her,  baith  early  and  late : 
To  kiss  her  and  clap  her  ye  maunoa  bt  blate : 
Speak  well,  and  do  better ;  for  that's  the  best 
gate 
.  To  wui  ft  joug  widoir,  my  Iiddie. 


The  widofir  she*s  youthfti*,  and  never  at  lair 

The  waur  of  the  wearii^,  and  has  a  good  akair 
Of  every  thing  lovely ;  she's  witty  and  fair. 

And  has  a  rich  jointure^  my  laddie. 
What  could  ye  wish  better,  your  pleasure  to 

crown. 
Than  a  widow,  the  bonniest  toast  in  the  tawii« 
With,  Naething  but— draw  in  yonr  itool  and  ttt 
down, 
And  sport  with  the  widoiw,  my  laddie. 

Then  till  her,  and  kill  her  with  coortceie  detd. 
Though  stark  love  and  kindness  be  all  job  €m 

plead; 
Be  heartsome  and  airy,  an'l  ho|>c  to  succeed, 

With  the  bonnie  gay  widow,  my  loddiew 
Strike  iron  wliile  *ti«  het,  if  )-e'd  have  it  It 

wald; 
For  fortune  ay  favours  the  active  and  baold. 
But  ruins  the  wooer  that's  thowlcaa  and  oanldL 

Unfit  fat  the  widow,  my  Uddia 


THE  YELLOW-HAIR'D  LADDIE. 

OLD  VEBaSt. 

Tunt^"  The  yellow-hsii'd  Laddke^" 

The  yellow-hair'd  laddie  sat  down  on  yon  braa^ 
Cried,  Milk  the  yowes,  lassie,  let  nana  o*  them 

And  aye  as  she  milkit,  she  merrily  nng. 
The  yellow-hair'd  laddie  shall  be  my  gudeiDin« 
And  aye  as  the  milhit,  ^  mtfriig  Mi^ 
The  yellow^air*d  laddie  thaU  be  mg 
man. 

The  weather  is  cauld,  and  my  deadin  la  thiot 
The  yowes  are  new  dipt,  and  they  winna  bnoht 

in; 
They  winna  bucht  in,  although  I  should  dee ; 

Oh,  yellow-haird'd  laddie,  be  kind  unto  me. 

And  age  at  the  milkit^  ^ 

The  gudewife  cries  butt  the  house,  Jennie^  come 

ben; 
The  cheese  is  to  mak,  and  the  botter's  to  kirn. 
Though  butter,  and  cheese,  and  a'  ahoold  gan^ 

sour, 
I'll  crack  and  I'U  kiss  wi'  my  Wre  ae  half  hour. 
Ii*t  ae  long  halfhowr,  and  wiU  ttem  wmk  U 

three. 
For  the  gelloW'h€ttr*d  laddie  My 
thaUbe.* 


•  Flom  the  Tea-nUe  maeritaiy,  ITU 
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THE  YOUNG  LAIRD  AND  EDINBURGH 

KATIE. 


KAMSAT. 


7^lll^— "  Tartan  Screen.* 


Vow  wat  ye  wht  I  |net  yestreen. 

Coining  down  the  street,  my  joe  ? 
My  mirtren,  in  her  tartan  screen, 

Fa'  bonnie,  braw,  and  bweet,  my  joe ! 
My  dear,  quotli  I,  thanks  to  the  nicht 

That  never  wiu'd  a  lover  iU, 
Sin'  ye're  out  o'  }'our  mither's  hicht. 

Let's  tak'  a  walk  U2>  to  the  hilL* 

Oh,  Katie,  wilt  thou  gang  wi'  me. 

And  leave  the  dinwmc  toun  a  while  ? 
The  blomoui's  sprouting  frae  the  tree, 

And  a*  creation's  ^un  to  smile. 
The  mavis,  nichtingale,  and  lirk. 

The  bleating  Iambs  and  whistling  hynd, 
In  iUut  dale,  green  sliaw,  and  park. 

Will  nourish  health,  and  glad  your  mind. 

Sane  as  the  chnir  gudtman  o'  day 

Does  bend  his  momiu*  draught  o'  dew. 
We'll  gae  to  some  bum-fcide  and  play. 

And  gather  flouini  to  busk  your  brow. 
We'll  pou  the  daisies  on  the  green. 

The  lucken-gowani  irao  the  Ix^ ; 
Between  hands  now  and  then,  we'll  lean 

And  sport  upon  the  velvet  fog. 

There  *s,  up  iuto  a  pleasant  glcn, 

A  wee  piece  frae  my  father's  tower, 
A  canny,  saft,  and  flowery  den. 

Which  circling  birks  have  form'd  a  bower. 
Whene'er  the  sun  grows  high  and  warm. 

We'll  to  the  caller  shade  remo\'e ; 
There  will  I  lock  thee  in  my  arm, 

And  k>ve  and  kiss,  mod  kim  and  love. 


MY  MOTHER'S  AYE  GLOWRTN'  OWER 

ME; 

IN  AKtWKK  TO  THX  TOUMO  LAIKD  AMD 
KOIVBUEGU  KATT. 


aAMSAY. 

>"  My  Mother's  aye  glowrin*  ower  me.** 


Mr  mother's  aye  glowrin*  ower  me. 
Though  she  did  the  same  before  me ; 


•  It  b  quite  M  remarkable  m  it  it  true,  that  the 
mode  of  courtohip  smong  pcc^le  of  the  middle  ranks 
in  Edinburgh  hsH  undergone  a  complete  chnngv  in  the 
awrse  of  no  more  than  the  lait  thirty  yean.  It  mcd 
to  be  customary  for  luvcrs  to  vndk  together  for  houn, 
both  during  the  day  and  the  evening,  in  the  Meadows, 
or  the  King's  Park,  or  the  field*  now  oecuj>ied  by  the 
New  Town :  practioos  now  only  known  to  artisans  and 
■erving^irU. 

The  iong  appeared  in  the  Tea.  Table  MiioeUaDy, 
1731. 


I  eaana  get  leave 
To  k)ok  at  my  1otc» 
Or  elaa  aha'd  be  like  to  dtroar  bk. 

Right  &in  wad  I  tak*  your  ofier. 
Sweet  Sir — bat  Til  tyne  my  tocher ; 
Then,  Sandy,  ye'll  fret. 
And  wyte  your  puir  Kate, 
Whene'er  ye  keek  in  your  touni  coSTjr. 

For  though  my  father  has  plcpry 
Of  silver,  and  plenishing  djinr\ , 

Yet  he's  unco  sweir 

To  twine  wi'  hi^  ge.ir  ; 
.\nd  Mae  we  hail  need  to  \k:  tcntv. 

• 

Tutor  my  parents  wi*  caution. 

Be  wylie  in  ilka  motion ; 
Brag  wuel  o'  your  land, 
And,  there's  my  leal  hand. 

Win  them,  I'll  be  at  your  devotion. 


WANDERING  WILLIE. 
OLD  Tiasu. 

Tume^"  Wandering  WiHie.* 

Here  awa,  there  awa,  wandering  WiUit  * 
Here  awa,  there  awa,  baud  awa  hit ! 

Lang  have  I  sought  Ukee,  dear  havt  I  bought 
thee; 
Now  I  have  gotten  my  MTillie  ^ain. 

Through  the  long  muir  I  have  foUowad  my 
Willie ; 
Through  the  lang  muir  I  have  followed  hiai 
hame. 
Whatever  betide  us,  nought  shall  divide  us  ; 
Love  now  rewards  all  my  aorrow  and  pain.  [ 


Here  awa,  there  awa,  here  awa,  Willie ! 

Here  awa,  there  awa,  here  awa,  hame ! 
Come,  love,  believe  me,  nothing  can  grieve 

Ilka  thing  pleaM,  when  MTillie'e  at  hane. 


CAM*  YE  0*ER  FRAE  FRANCE. 

Cam*  ye  o'er  frae  France,  caae  ye  doun  hf 

Lunnon, 
Saw  ye  Geordie  WheljM  and  his  bonny 
War'  ye  at  the  pUoe  ca'd  the  kittle-hnasie. 
Saw  ye  Geordie's  grace,  ridin'  on  a 


Geordie  he*s  a  man,  there  is  little  doubt  o*t, 
He's  done  a'  he  can,  wha  can  dn  without  it ; 
Down  there  cam*  a  blade,  linkin*  like  a'loniifv 
He  wad  drive  a  trade  at  the  loom  o'  Geordie.f 


*  From  Herd^  Collectkm,  1776. 

t  This  plaJWyilhidef  to CottntKoniniMKfc 


the  Queen. 


i 
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Tko*  tlie  ekitli  were  bad,  blyihdy  roAf  we  nifler, 
Gin  we  get  a  wab,  it  mak't  little  diftsr ; 
We  bae  tint  onr  plaid*  bonnet,  belt  and  twordie, 
Ha'i  and  maillina  braid,  bat  we  bae  a  Qeonlie. 

Hey  for  Sandy  Don,  bey  for  cockolorom. 
Hey  for  Bobbin*  Jobn  and  bis  Highland  qao- 

rum; 
Many  a  sword  and  lance  iwings  at  Higbland 

hurdie* 
How  they'll  skip  and  dance  o*er  the  bum  o* 

Geordie. 


THE  HIGHLAND  LADDIE. 

AKOTIIER  VET. 

T«s  lawland  lads  think  they  arc  flue ; 

Bat  O  they're  vain  and  idly  gaudy  ! 
How  much  unlike  that  f^i'ocetu*  mien. 

And  numly  lookii  ol'  my  highland  laddie  ? 

0  my  honnifj  bunny  highlitnd  huhiie, 
My  handtume,  eharmiuy  highland  laddie ; 
May  heaven  stiil  gttard,  and  lore  rrward 

Our  lawland  lau  and  her  highland  laddie. 

If  I  were  free  at  will  to  chuM 

To  be  the  wealthiest  lawland  lady, 

rd  take  Tonng  Donald  without  trews, 
WiUi  bonnet  blue,  and  belted  plaidy. 
O  my  bonny,  ^ 

The  brawest  beau  in  borrows-town. 
In  a*  his  airs,  with  art  made  ready, 

Comper'd  to  him,  he's  but  a  clown ; 
He*i  finer  for  in'i  tartan  plaidy. 
O  my  bonny,  ^, 

0*er  benty  hill  with  him  FU  run. 
And  leave  my  lawland  kin  and  dady ; 

Frae  winter'^  canld,  and  sammer*s  sun, 
He*ll  screen  me  with  his  highland  plaidy. 
O  my  bonny,  {[«. 

A  painted  room,  and  silken  bed. 

May  please  a  Uwland  laird  and  lady ; 

Bat  I  can  kiss,  and  be  as  gbd. 
Behind  a  bush  in's  highland  plaidy. 
O  my  bonny,  §fv. 

Few  compliments  between  us  pais, 

1  ca'  him  my  dear  highland  laddie, 
And  he  ca's  me  his  lawland  Isss, 

Syne  rows  me  in  beneath  his  plaidy. 
O  my  bonny,  ^. 

Nae  greater  joy  1*11  e*er  pretend. 

Than  thit  his  lore  prore  true  and  steady, 

Like  mine  to  him,  which  ne'er  shall  end. 
While  heaven  preserves  my  bighUnd  laddie. 
O  my  btmny,  j% 


JENNY  NETTLEd. 

Saw  ye  Jenny  Nettles, 

Jenny  Nettles*  Jenny  Nettle^ 
Saw  ye  Jenny  Nettles 

Coming  frae  the  market  ? 
Bag  and  baggage  on  her  back, 

Her  fee  and  boimtith  in  her  Up  ; 
Bag  and  iKiggage  on  her  back. 

And  a  babie  in  her  oxter  ? 

I  met  ayont  the  kairoy, 

Jenny  Nettles^  Jenny  Nettles, 
Singing  till  her  bairny, 

Robin  Rattle's  bastard ; 
To  flee  tlic  dool  upo*  the  stool, 

And  ilka  ane  that  mocks  her. 
She  round  about  seeks  Robin  out. 

To  stap  it  in  his  oxter 

Fy,  fy  !  Rubin  Rattle, 

Rubin  Ratth^  Robin  Rattle; 
Fy,  fy !  Robin  Rattk;, 

Uite  Jenny  Nettles  kindly : 
Score  out  the  blame,  and  i^un  the  shame^ 

And  without  mair  d^te  o't, 
Tak  hame  your  wean,  make  Jenny  tun 

The  leel  and  leesome  gate  o't 


I 


O  BIERRY  MAY  THE  MAID  BE, 

SXK  JOHV  CLZnK  OP  rKKXTCUICS. 

Tteii«-'«  Merry  may  the  MaU  bSL* 

O,  Mznnr  may  the  maid  be 

That  marries  the  miller ! 
For,  foul  day  or  fair  day. 

He's  aye  bringing  till  her. 
H*as  aye  a  penny  in  his  pouch. 

For  dinner  or  for  supper ; 
Wi'  beef,  and  pease,  and  melting  cheese^ 

An'  lumps  o'  3rellow  butter. 

Behind  the  door  stands  bags  o*  meal. 

And  in  the  ark  is  plenty, 
Ai^  good  hard  cakes  his  mither  bake% 

And  mony  a  aweeter  dainty. 
A  good  fot  sow,  a  sleeky  cow. 

Are  standing  in  the  byre ; 
Whilst  winking  poas,  wi*  niealy  moo, 

Is  playing  round  the  fire. 

Good  signs  are  these,  my  mither  saya^ 

And  bids  me  take  the  miller ; 
A  miller's  wife's  a  merry  wife. 

And  he's  aye  bringing  till  her. 
For  meal  or  maut  she'U  never  want, 

Till  wood  and  water's  scanty  ; 
As  lang's  there's  cocks  and  do^n*  hens. 

She'll  aye  hae  eggs  in  plenty. 
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TBR  TAILOB. 


Tn  Tailor  UH  thro*  tht  btd  tiumblM  an*  a', 
n«  Tailor  fiOl  thro'  the  bad  thimblaa  an'  a', 
Tk«  Uanketa  were  ihin  and  the  aheeta  they  were 


The  Tailor  fm  thro*  the  bed  thimbles  an*  a*. 

The  laMe  was  sleepy  and  thonght  on  nae  ill ; 
The  weather  was  eaold  and  the  lawe  lay  still ; 
71m  ninth  part  o*  manhood  may  sure  hae  its 

wiU; 
flht  kent  weel  the  Tailor  could  do  her  nae  ill 

The  Tailor  grew  droopy,   and  thooght  in  a 

drMm, 
How  he  caulked  oot  the  claith,  and  then  felled 

in  theaeam; 
A  while  ajont  midnight,  before  the  cocks  craw, 
The  Taibr  frU  thro*  the  bed  thimbles  an*  a*. 

The  dmr  it  has  come,  and  the  nicbt  it  has  gane, 
8lid  ae  bomie  young  lassie  when  sighing 

alane: 
Mhi  bmb  are  hot  scant,  it  wad  gee  me  nae 

Ptin, 
Tb  aw  the  bit  Tailor  come  skippin  again. 


AWA,  WHIGS.  AWA! 

JACOBITX  SONG. 

Tim^—"  Awa,  Whigs,  swsT 

On  tf&iatles  flonrisVd  fre»h  and  fair, 

And  bonny  bloom*d  our  rows. 
Bat  Whigs  came,  like  a  frmt  in  June, 
And  wither*d  a*  our  posies. 
AwOj  Whigt,  atra  ! 

Awa,  Whig;  awa  I 
Y^Tt  but  a  pack  o*  traitor  loom$  ; 
YtfU  ne*er  do  good  at  a\ 

Oar  sad  decay  in  church  and  state 

Surpasses  my  descriving ; 
The  Whigs  came  o*er  us  for  a  curne, 

And  we  hare  done  wi*  thriving. 

Jwa,  Whig*  !  awa,  ^r. 


Grim  Veogeanee  lang  baa  ta*en  a  nap. 

But  we  may  see  lum  waukeo  : 
Gude  help  the  day,  when  royal  heads 

An  hunted  like  a  maukin  ! 

Awa,  Whtgi  f  awa,  ift. 

The  deil  he  heard  the  stout  o'  tongues, 
And  ramping  came  amang  U!i ; 

But  he  pitied  us,  soe  cursed  wi*  Whigs, — 
He  tum*<l  aitd  wadna  wr&nc^  iis. 

Awa,  Whigs  f  awa,  f^. 

Sae  grim  he  sat  amang  tbc  reck, 

Thrang  bundling  brimstone  matches  ; 
And  croon'd,  *mang  the  beuk- taking  Whigs, 
Scraps  of  auld  CalvinN  catcbcK. 
Awa,  Whip*,  awa  ! 

Awai  Whigs,  awa  ! 
Yt*ll  rin  me  nut  o*  wuh  xpunks, 
And  ne*er  do  good  at  a\ 


LOCH-NA-GARR. 


BY  AON. 


A  fNeign  Whiggish  loon  bought  si^eds. 

In  Seottkh  yird  to  cover ; 
Bat  wt*U  pa'  a*  his  dibbled  leeks, 

And  pack  him  to  Hanover. 

Awa,  Whigs!  awa,  Spe. 

Oar  ancient  crown's  £i*n  i'  the  dust, 
Deil  blind  them  wi*  the  nUmr  o*t ! 

And  write  their  names  in  his  black  beuk| 
Wha  ga*e  the  WhigH  the  power  o*t ! 
Awa,  Whigs  !  awa,  f^. 


AwAT  ye  gay  landscapea,  ye  i^rHens  of 
In  you  let  the  mininn«i  of  luxury  ruve  ; 
Restore  me  the  rock»  where  the  snow-flake  n« 

poses. 
If  still  they  are  sacred  to  freedom  and  love. 
Yet,  Caledonia.  (le.ir  are  tliy  niuuntain.^. 
Round  their  white  summits  tlio'  elements  war, 
Tho'  cataracts  foam,  'stead  of  smooth  flowing 

fountains, 
I  sigh  for  the  raUcy  of  dirk  Loch-na-garr. 

Shades  of  the  dead  !  have  I  heard  your  voices 

Rise  on  the  ni^ht-rulling  breath  of  the  gale, 

Surely  the  bouI  uf  the  hero  rejoices, 

And  rides  on  the  wind,  o*er  his  own  Highland 
dale. 

Round  Loch-na-garr,  while  the  atormy  miat  ga- 
thers. 

Winter  presides  in  his  cold  icy  car ; 

Clouds  there  encircle  the  forms  of  my  fiuhen^ 

They  dwell  *mid  the  tempests  of  dark  Lodw 
oa-garr. 


THE  MERRY  MEN,  O. 

When  I  was  red,  and  ripe,  and  crouse, 
Ripe  and  crouse,  ripe  and  crouse, 

My  father  'built  a  wee  houne,  a  wee  hona^ 
To  baud  me  frae  the  men,  O. 

There  came  a  lad  and  goe  a  shout, 
Gae  a  shout,  gae  a  &out, 
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The  VA*s  fell  iU|  and  I  fell  out, 
AnuQg  the  meny  men,  O. 

I  dream  sic  sweet  thmgn  in  my  iUeep» 

In  my  sleep,  in  my  bleep, 
My  minny  says  I  winna  keep, 

Amang  sae  mony  men,  O. 
When  plums  are  ripe,  they  shuulil  lie  poo*d, 

Should  be  poo*d,  should  be  poo*d. 
When  maids  are  ripe,  they  should  be  \voo*d 

At  seren  years  and  ten,  O. 

■ 

My  lo^,  I  cried  it,  at  the  port. 

At  the  port,  at  the  port, 
The  captain  bade  a  guinea  f(»r*t, 

The  colonel  he  bade  tea,  ( ). 
The  chaplain  he  bade  killer  lor*t, 

Siller  fbr*t,  siller  for*t, 
But  the  sergeant  bade  me  naething  for*t. 

Yet  be  cam  £irthest  ben,  O. 


KENMURE'S  ON  AND  AWA,  WILLIE. 
T»ne^*'  KeBmanTk  on  and  awa." 


O,  KxNMu&x't  on  and  awa,  Willie, 

O,  Kenmnre*!  on  and  awa ; 
And  Kenmure*!  lord's  the  brayett  lord 

That  erer  Qalhnray  saw. 

Succes  to  Kenmore*!  band,  WiQie, 

Success  to  Keumure*!  band  I 
There's  no  a  heart  that  fears  a  Whig, 

That  rides  by  Kenmore'i  hand. 

Here's  Kenmnre*!  health  in  wine,  Willie, 
Here's  Kenmore'i  health  in  wins ! 

There  ne'er  waa  a  coward  o*  Kenmore'i  Uode, 
Nor  yet  o'  Gordon's  linew 

O,  Kenmure's  lads  are  men,  Willie, 

O,  Kenmore'i  lads  are  men  I 
Their  hearts  and  swords  are  metal  tme ; 

And  that  their  £us  ahall  ken. 

They'll  live  or  die  wi'  fame,  Willie, 

They'll  live  or  die  wi'  &me ; 
But  Bune  wi*  sound  and  victorie 

May  Kenmure's  lord  come  hame ! 

Here's  him  that's  far  awa,  Willie, 

Here's  Aim  that's  £ur  awa ; 
And  here's  the  flower  that  I  lo'e  best, 

The  rose  that'a  like  the  naw. 


POLWART  ON  THE  GREEN. 

At  Polwart  on  the  green, 
If  you'll  meet  me  the  mom, 

Where  lasses  do  cenrene 
To  dance  aboot  the  thorn, 


A  kindly  welcome  jroo  diall  meet 
Frae  her  wha  HIm  to  view 

A  lover  and  a  lad  eomplele^ 
Tlie  lad  and  lovw  fon. 

Let  dorty  damea  aay  Na, 

Am  laiii;  as  e'er  they  please, 
Seem  riiulder  than  the  ana', 

N\  hile  inwardly  they  Ueeae ; 
Rut  I  will  frankly  shaw  my  miady 

And  yield  my  heart  to  thee  ; 
lie  ever  to  the  captive  kind. 

That  langa  na  to  be  firee. 

At  Pol  wart  on  the  green, 

Amang  the  ncw-mawn  hay, 
With  sanga  and  dancii^  keen 

We'll  pasa  the  hearteome  day. 
At  night,  if  beds  be  o'er  thraag  ]aid» 

And  thoo  be  twia'd  of  thiae^ 
Thou  shalt  be  wdoome,  my  dor  lad^ 

To  take  a  part  of  mine. 


f  M 


HAME  NEVER  CAICE  HE. 

Saddlbih  and  bridled,  and  boolad  radt  ht, 
A  plome  in  hii  helmet,  a  iwonl  at  hie  knot  | 
Bat  toom  cam*  the  nddle,  aU  bluidy  to  lee^ 
And  hame  cam'  the  itaed,  bat  hame  nevir  ean* 
ha. 

Down  earn*  hii  gray  fiUher,  sabbin*  ne  tiifv 
Down  cam'  his  auld  mither,  tearing  hat  hiirf 
Down  cam*  hii  iweet  wife  wi*  bomio  biinp 

three, 
Ane  at  her  boeom,  and  twa  at  her  kneo. 

There  atood  the  fleet  steed  all  foamin'  and  ho^ 
There  shriek'd  hia  iweet  wife,  and  sank  on  the 

spot. 
There  stood  hia  gray  fether,  weepii^  ne  free^ 
So  hame  cam'  hu  steed,  but  hame  nerer  cam* 

he. 


THE  BOB  OF  DUMBLANE. 

Laisii,  lend  me  yoor  braw  hemp  heeklo» 

And  I'll  lend  you  my  thripling  kame ; 
For  feinnese,  deary,  I'll  gar  ye  keokle^ 

If  }'e'll  go  dance  the  Bob  of  Dumblane. 
Haste  ye,  gang  to  the  ground  of  yoor  tronkifl^ 

Busk  ye  braw,  and  dinna  think  shame  ; 
G>nsider  in  time,  if  leading  of  monkiea 

Be  better  than  dancing  the  Bob  of  PomMintb 

Be  frank,  my  lassit",  le^t  I  grow  fickle. 
And  tike  my  word  and  offer  again. 

Syne  ye  may  chance  to  repeat  it  mickle. 
Ye  did  n%  accept  the  Bob  of  Dumblane. 

4i 
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Tkt  Smmutt  tW  piptr,  tad  prieit  shall  be  ready, 
Aad  I'm  gnwn  damj  with  lying  ny  line  ; 

Awty  tkaa,  leave  baich  minny  and  dady, 
Am  try  witk  bm  the  Bob  of  Domblaoe. 


LOCHABER  NO  MORE. 


FAmiwsu.  to  Lochaber»  and  fiuewell  my  Jean, 
Where  hearteomc  with  thee  I've  mony  day  been ; 
For  Lochaber  no  more,  Lochaber  no  more, 
WeH  may  be  return  to  Lochaber  no  more. 
Thete  tean  that  I  ihed,  they  are  a'  for  my  dear, 
Aad  no  for  the  dangen  attrnding  on  weir, 
Tho*  bora  on  foogh  eeae  to  a  &r  bloody  ihorc^ 
May  be  to  ntom  to  Lochaber  no  more. 

Tlio*  hnrricanee  rite,  and  riae  ev'ry  wind, 
They*]l  ne'er  make  a  tempest  like  that  in  my 
^^fl^f^d- 

Tbo*  hmdeet  of  thunder  on  louder  waves  roar, 
TiMt'a  naethiog  like  learii^my  love  on  the  shore. 
Ti  Imn  tbee  behind  me  my  heart  is  sair  paiaM, 
'Bf  um  that'a  inglorioas,  nn  fame  can  begainM. 
Aad  beaa^  and  love'a  the  reward  of  the  brax'c, 
Aad  I  most  denerve  it  before  I  can  crave. 

Then  glory,  my  Jeany,  mann  plead  ray  exnue. 
Saoe  honour  oomukiuids  me,  how  can  I  rvfu!^  V 
Without  it  1  nc*er  can  have  merit  fur  thee. 
And  without  thy  £ivour  I'd  better  not  be 
I  gae  then,  my  lass,  to  win  honour  and  fduie, 
Aad  if  I  ahoaU  ludc  to  come  gloriously  hame, 
1*11  bring  a  heart  to  thee  with  love  running  o*er, 
Aad  thra  I'll  leave  thee  and  Lochaber  no  more. 


JOCKY  SAID  TO  JEANY. 

JocKT  said  to  Jeany,  Jeany,  wilt  thou  do't  ? 
Ne'er  a  fit,  quo'  Jeanv,  for  my  tocher -good, 
For  my  tocher-good,  I  winna  marry  tliee. 
E'ent  ye  like,  quo'  Jockey,  ye  may  let  it  be. 

I  hae  gowd  and  gear,  I  hae  land  enough, 
I  hae  seven  good  owsen  ganging  in  a  plough. 
Ganging  in  a  pleugh,  anid  linking  o'er  the  lee, 
And  gin  ye  winna  tak  me,  I  can  let  ye  be. 

I  hae  a  good  ha*  house,  a  bam  and  a  byre, 
A  etack  albre  the  door,  I'll  make  a  rantin  fire, 
m  make  a  rantin  fire,  and  merry  shall  we  be : 
And  gin  ye  winna  tak  roe,  I  can  let  yn  be. 

Jeuy  said  to  Jocky,  Gin  ye  winna  (ell, 
Te  shall  be  the  lad.  I'll  be  the  law  myselL 
Te*re  a  bonny  Lid,  and  I'm  a  lissie  free, 
Ye're  welcomer  to  tak  me  than  to  let  me  be. 


THE  LOnXANDS  OF  HOLLAND 

ANOTHEB.  VKKSIOy. 

Thi  luve  that  I  hae  chosen 

ril  therewith  be  content ; 
The  Mut  sea  will  be  froeen 

Bsiore  that  I  repent ; 
Reiient  it  will  I  never 

Uutil  the  day  I  die. 
Though  the  Lowlands  of  Holland 

Hae  twined  my  luve  and  me. 

My  luvc  lies  in  the  Miit  seu, 

And  I  atn  on  the  side ; 
£nou<;h  tu  break  u  young  thing's  heart 

Whi  latelv  was  a  bride — 
Wha  Intely  was  a  ha;>p>'  Inide, 

And  pleasure  in  her  ee  ; 
But  the  Lowlands  of  Holland 

Hiu*  twitied  mv  love  and  me. 

• 

Oil  !  Hollaed  I*  a  barren  place, 

III  it  there  grmv.i  iiae  grain, 
Nur  onv  habitation 
\  \V\\9Ttm  for  to  remain  ; 
But  the  ftiifjar  rain's  are  plenty, 

And  the  wioe  dcaps  frae  the  tree ; 
But  thr  Lowlands  vf  Holland 

ll.ic  twined  my  love  aud  me. 

My  love  he  built  a  bonnie  shipi 

Aud  Ncnt  her  to  tlie  »ea, 
\\"i*  seven  Ncore  guid  mariners 

To  iM^dr  her  eompanie. 
Tlirir  *>core  to  the  liottom  gaed, 

Auil  three  score  died  at  sea ; 
And  the  Lowlauds  of  Holland 

lias  twined  my  bve  and  me* 


JENNY  DANG  THE  WEAVEB. 

JcKVT  lap,  and  Jenny  flasg, 

Jenny  dang  the  weaver ; 
The  piper  played  as  Jenny  ^ringi 

An*  aye  she  dang  the  weaver. 

As  I  cam  in  by  Fbherrow, 

Musselburgh  was  near  mcb 
I  threw  aflr  the  mussel-pock. 

And  courtit  wi'  my  deerie. 

Had  Jenny  s  apron  bidden  down 
The  kirk  wad  ne'er  hae  ken'd  it ; 

But  now  the  word  *a  gane  thro*  the  tiimu§ 
The  devil  canna  mend  it. 

Jenny  lap,  and  Jenny  flang, 

Jenny  dang  the  weaver ; 
The  piper  played  as  Jenny  spraag» 

And  aye  she  dang  the  weavtb 
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AS  I  WENT  OUT  A£  MAT  MORNING. 

Ai  I  went  out  te  May  moraing. 
Ae  May  morning  it  happentd  to  bcb 

0  there  I  mw  a  very  boimie  Um 
Come  liakin'  o*er  the  lea  to  me. 

And  O  the  was  a  weel-fiiod  Urn, 

Sweet  at  the  flower  mo  newly  tprong ; 

1  said,  Uu  maid,  an'  ye  ^cy  me, 

When  she  laughing  toid,  I  am  too  young. 

To  be  your  bride  I  am  too  young, 

And  far  our  proud  to  be  your  loon ; 
This  is  the  merry  month  cS  Biay, 

But  ril  be  aulder,  Sir,  in  June. 
The  hawthorns  flourished  fresh  and  £iir, 

And  o'er  our  heads  the  small  birds  singi 
And  never  a  word  the  lassie  said. 

But,  gentif  Sir,  I  am  too  young. 


THE  WEE,  WEE  GERMAN  LAIRDIK. 

Wha  the  deil  hae  we  gotten  lor  a  king, 
But  a  wee,  wee  Geiman  lainlic  ? 

And,  when  we  gaed  to  bring  liini, 
He  was  delving  in  h\*  yanlic  : 

Sheughing  kaiU  and  laying  leeks. 

But  the*  hose,  snU  but  the  breeks  ; 

And  up  his  beggar  duds  he  desks— 
This  wee,  wee  German  lurdio. 

And  hc*s  clapt  down  in  our  gudemau*a  chair. 

The  wee,  wee  German  lairdie ; 
And  he*s  brought  fouth  o'  foreign  trash. 

And  dibbled  them  in  his  yardie. 
He*s  pu'd  the  rose  u*  English  loons. 
And  broken  the  harp  o*  Irish  clowns ; 
But  our  thistle  tips  will  jag  his  thumbe-* 

This  wee,  wee  German  lairdie. 

Come  up  amang  our  Highland  hilla, 

Thou  wee,  wee  German  lairdie, 
And  see  the  Stuurt*s  lang-kail  thriTt 

We  dibbled  in  our  yordie : 
And  if  a  stock  ye  dare  to  pu*. 
Or  baud  the  yoking  o'  a  plough. 
We'll  break  your  sceptre  o*er  your  mou*. 

Thou  wee  bit  German  lairdie. 

Our  hills  are  steep,  our  glens  are  deep, 

Nae  fitting  for  a  yardie ; 
And  our  Norland  thistles  winna  pn*, 

Thou  wee  bit  German  lairdie  : 
Ami  we*ve  the  trenching  blades  o*  weir, 
Wad  prune  ye  o*  your  German  gear— 


We*ll  pass  ye  'neatK  the  cLiymore's  shear » 
Thou  feckless  German  lairdie  ! 

Attkl  Scotland,  thon*rt  ower  cauld  a  holt 

For  nnrsin*  siccan  vermin  ; 
But  the  very  dougs  o*  England's  court 

They  bark  and  howl  in  German. 
Then  keep  thy  dibble  in  thy  ain  hand, 

Thy  spade  but  and  thy  yardie ; 
For  wha  the  deil  hae  we  gotten  for  a  king, 

But  a  wee^  wee  German  laiidie  ? 


THE  FORAY. 


tlK  WALTia  SCOTT. 


The  lost  of  our  steen  on  the  board  hu 

spread. 
And  the  la«t  flask  of  wine  in  our  goblets  is  ni  t 
Up,  up,  my  bravo  kinsmen !— belt  iwordt  aaA 

begone ; 
There  arc  dangers  to  dare,  and  there's  spoil  It 

won ! 

TIic  c\ci  tii^t  M  lately  mixed  glances  with  oon^ 
For  a'oparu  must  be  dim,  as  they  gaie  from  iSbm 

And  tiU-ive  tu  distinguish,  through  tempest  tad 

j;!uou), 
Tlse  prani-c  of  the  steeds  and  the  top  of  Un 

])!uiue. 

T1.R  r.iin  Is  descouling,  the  wind  rises  kwdt 
The  uuMti  her  red  beacon  has  veiled  witka 

clund— 
*TU  the  better,  my  mates,  for  the  warder's  daU 

eye 
Shall  iu  confidence  slumber,  nor  dream  wt  an 

nigh. 

Our  steeds  are  impatient— I  hear  my  biylhi 

grey; 

There  is  life  in  his  hoof-daag  and  hope  ia  hk 

neigh ; 
Like  the  &sh  of  a  meteor,  the  glance  of  hii 

mane 
Shall  marshal  your  march  through  the  dark- 

ne»  and  rain. 

The  draw-bridge  has  dropped,  and  the  boglo 

has  blown ; 
One  pledge  is  to  qnaff  yet-    then  mount  aaA 

bq;one: 
To  their  honour  and  peaoe  that  ahaU  i«t  with 

the  slain ! 
To  their  health  and  their  glee  that  tee  Tcviol 

again! 
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ADIEU !  A  HEART-WARM  FOND  ADIEU ! 


,(« 


ThePGaoodu* 


Adieu  !  a  hetrt*wAnn  fond  adieu  ! 

Dear  brotbera  ti  the  mytiic  tie  ! 
Yt  fiiTOur*d,  ye  cnlightenM  few, 

Companions  of  my  social  joy ! 
Tbwgh  I  to  foreign  lands  most  hie, 

Pvtiiing  Fortune's  sliddry  ha', 
With,  melting  heart,  and  brimful  eye, 

I*Q  mind  you  stiU,  thoogh  he  awa*. 

Oft  have  I  met  your  social  band, 

And  qient  the  cheerful  festive  night ; 
Oft|  honoiir*d  with  supreme  command, 

Presided  o*er  the  sons  of  light ; 
Aad  bt  that  hieroglyphic  bright, 

Which  none  but  craftsmen  ever  sav ! 
8troi^  memory  on  my  heart  shall  write 

Those  happy  scenes  when  far  awa ! 

Bf^  freedom,  harmony,  and  love. 

Unite  you  in  the  grand  design. 
Beneath  the  Omniscient  Eye  above, 

The  glorious  architect  divine ! 
That  yon  may  keep  th'  unerring  line, 

Still  rising  by  the  plummet's  law, 
TUI  order  bright  completely  shine — 

Shall  be  my  prayer  when  far  awa. 

And  yoo,  farewell !  whose  merits  claim. 

Justly,  that  highest  badge  to  wear ! 
Heaven  bless  your  honour'd,  noble  name, 

To  masonry  and  Scotia  dear  ! 
A  last  request  permit  me  here. 

When  yearly  ye  assemble  a*. 
One  ronnd,  I  ask  it  with  a  tear, 

To  him,  the  bard,  that'a  £ir  awa.* 


AE  FOND  KISS. 

A>  frod  kiss,  and  then  we  sever ; 

Ae  fioewell,  alas,  for  ever ! 

Deep  in  heart-wrung  tears  I*U  pledge  ihee, 

War  in  aigha  and  groans  Fll  wage  thee. 

•  Written  as  a  sort  of  IkreweU  to  tfie  Masonle  oom- 
■SBlom  of  his  youth,  when  the  poet  wss  on  the  point 
iflwfiivScoawdfefJanuUoa,  1780. 


Who  siiall  stay  that  fortune  grieves  him, 
Wiiile  tlic  star  of  hope  she  leaves  him? 
Me,  Due  clictrfu'  twinkle  lights  me ; 
Dork  des[^air  aronnd  benights  me. 

1*11  ne'er  blame  thy  partial  fancy, 
Naething  could  resist  my  Nancy ; 
But  to  see  her,  was  to  love  her ; 
Love  but  her,  and  love  for  ever. 
Had  we  never  loved  sae  kindly, 
Had  we  never  loved  sae  blindly ; 
Never  met — or  never  parted, 
We  had  ne'er  been  broken-hearted. 

Fare  thee  well,  thou  first  and  fairest ! 
Fare  thee  well,  thou  beat  and  dearest ! 
Thine  be  ilka  joy  and  treasure. 
Peace,  enjoyment,  love,  and  pleasure  ! 
Ae  fond  ki*s,  and  then  we  sever ; 
Ae  farewell,  alas,  for  ever  ! 
Deep  in  heart-wmng  tears  1*11  pledge  the^ 
War  in  sighs  and  groana  1*11  wage  thee. 


AFTON  WATER. 
Tune^"  The  YeUow4iaii'd  Laddiau* 

Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  among  thy  green 

braes, 
Flow  gently,  Fll  sing  thee  a  song  in  thy  praise ; 
My  Mary*s  asleep  by  thy  murmuring  stream  ; 
Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  disturb  not  her  dream. 

Thou  stock-dove,  whose  echo  resounds  through 
the  glen. 

Ye  wild-whi»tling  blackbirds,  in  yon  flowery 
den. 

Thou  green-crested  lapwing,  thy  screaming  for- 
bear, 

I  charge  you,  disturb  not  my  slumbering  fair. 

How  lofty,  sweet  Afton,  thy  neighbouring  hills. 
Far  mark'd  with  the  couraea  of  clear-winding 

rills ; 
There  daily  I  wander,  as  mom  rises  high, 
My  flocks  and  my  Mary*s  sweet  cot  in  my  ejre. 

How  pleasant  thy  banks  and  green  valleys  below. 
Where  wild  in  the  woodlands  the  primroses  blow; 
There  oft,  as  mild  evening  creeps  o'er  the  lea. 
The  iweet-aoented  birk  ihiides  my  Bfary  and  me. 
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Thy  eiyatal  stretm,  Afton,  hotv  lovely  it  glides,  ] 
And  winds  by  the  cot  where  my  Mary  reddes  !    i 
How  wanton  thy  waters  her  snowy  feet  lave,      j 
As,  gath'ring  sweet  flow'rets,  she  stems  thy 
clear  wave ! 

Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  among  thy  green 

braes ; 
Flow  gently,  sweet  river,  the  theme  of  my  lays ; 
My  Mary*s  asleep  by  thy  mnrmuring  stream  ; 
Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  disturb  not  her  dream. 


AGAIN  REJOICING  NATURE  SEES. 
Tune-'**  Jolmnie^i  Grey  Breeks." 


Again  rejoicing  nature 

Her  robe  assume  its  vernal  hues ; 
Her  leafy  locks  wave  in  the  breeie. 

All  freshly  steep*d  in  morning  dews. 

In  vain  to  me  the  cowslips  blaw  ; 

In  vain  to  me  the  vi'lets  spring ; 
In  vain  to  me,  in  glen  or  shaw. 

The  mavis  and  the  lintwhite  sing. 

The  merry  ploughlioy  cheers  his  team ; 

Wi'  joy  the  tentie  seedman  ataukt ; 
But  life  to  me*s  a  weary  dream, 

A  dream  of  anc  that  never  wauks. 

The  wanton  coot  the  water  akims  ; 

Aman{^  the  reeds  the  ducklings  cry  ; 
The  stately  nwan  majestic  swims  ; 

And  e>'ery  thing  is  blest  but  I. 

The  shepherd  stceks  his  iiiulding  slaps. 
And  o'er  the  moorland  whistles  shrill ; 

Wi*  wild,  unequal,  wandering  step, 
I  meet  him  on  the  dewy  hill. 

And  when  the  lark,  'tween  light  and  darky 
Blithe  wuukens  by  the  daisy's  side, 

And  mounts  and  sings  on  fluttering  wings, 
A  woe-worn  ghaist,   I  hameward  glide. 

Come,  Winter,  with  thine  angry  howl. 
And  ratting  bend  the  naked  tree ; 

Thy  Rioom  will  soothe  my  cheerless  tool, 
When  nature  all  is  sad  like  me  ! 


A  HIGHLAND  LAD  BfY  LOVE  WAS 
BORN. 


»-•• 


THE    "  KAUCLK  CAKUME  S     tOVO  IM  THI 


t( 


JOLLY  BEGGARS. 


7ttfir— '*  O  an  ye  war  dead,  guidman !" 

A  Highland  lad  my  lore  was  born. 
The  Lawland  Uwt  he  held  in  Kom ; 


But  he  still  was  &ithful  to  his  dan, 
jMy  guUnnf,  braw  John  Highlindmin  ! 

Sing  hetjy  my  braw  John  Highlandwum  ! 

Sing  ho,  my  braw  John  HigkhmdmoM  t 

Thert^s  not  a*  lad  in  a  the  land. 

Was  match  for  my  braw  John  jBighUmdmrnif 

With  his  philabeg  and  tartan  jdaid, 
And  gude  claymore  down  by  hit  nde^ 
The  ladies*  hearts  he  did  trepan, 
Afy  gallant  braw  John  Highlandman. 
Sing  hey,  ^c. 

We  ranged  a*  from  Tweed  to  Spey, 
And  lived  like  lords  and  ladies  gay ; 
For  a  Lawland  face  he  feared  none. 
My  gallant  braw  John  HighUndmto. 
Sing  hey,  tfc. 

They  banished  him  beyond  the  sea ; 
But,  ere  the  bud  was  on  the  tree, 
Adown  my  cheeks  the  pearls  ran, 
Embracing  my  braw  John  Highlandman. 
Sing  hey,  Jv. 

But,  och !  they  catched  him  at  the  last, 
And  bound  him  in  a  dungeon  £ut ; 
My  curse  upon  them  every  one, 
They*ve  hanged  my  braw  John  Highlaodmaa ' 
Sing  hey,  §*c. 

And  now,  a  widow,  I  must  mourn 
Departed  joys  that  nc*er  return. 
No  comfort  but  a  henrty  can. 
When  I  think  on  John  Hii;hlandman. 
Sing  hey,  §v. 


AMANG  THE  TREES  WHERE  HUM. 
MING  DEES. 

Tune—**  The  King  of  France,  ha  nde  a 

Amang  the  trc*e«4  where  humming  bees 

At  buds  and  flowers  were  hinging,  O ; 
Auld  Caledon  drew  out  her  drone, 

And  to  her  pifie  was  singing,  O  ; 
*Twas  Pibroch,  Kins:,  strathspey,  or  reels, 

She  dirrd  them  aff,  fu*  clearly,  O ; 
When  there  cam  a  yell  o*  foreign  squeelst 

That  dung  her  tapdalteerie,  O — 

Their  capon  craws  and  queer  ha  ha*s. 

They  made  our  lugs  grow  eerie,  O ; 
The  hungry  bike  did  scrape  and  pike 

'Till  we  were  wac  and  weary,  (X— 
But  a  royal  ghaist  wha  ance  was  cu'd 

A  prisoner  aughteen  year  awa, 
He  fir*d  a  fiddler  in  the  North 

That  dang  them  tapealtecrie^  O. 
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A  MAJTS  A  MAN  FOR  A'  THAT. 
-••  For  a*  that,  and  a'  that. 


Is  there,  fur  honcat  poverty, 

That  hangi  his  head,  and  a*  that  ? 
The  cuward-aUvf,  we  pa«  him  by ; 

We  daur  be  puir  for  a*  thaL 
For  a*  that,  aod  a*  that. 

Our  toiln  obacure,  aod  a*  that. 
The  rank  ia  but  the  guinea-atamp— 

The  man*s  the  gowd  for  a*  that. 

What  though  on  hamely  fare  we  dine, 

Wear  hoddin-grey,  and  a*  that  f 
Gie  Ibolii  their  ailks,  and  knaves  their  wise ; 

A  man's  a  man  for  a*  that ; 
for  a'  that,  and  a*  that, 

Their  tinsel  show,  and  a*  that. 
The  honest  man,  though  e*er  sae  puir, 

b  king  o*  men  for  a  that. 

To  twf  yon  birkie,  ca*d  a  kird,, 

Wha  atmta,  and  stares,  and  a*  that ; 
Though  hondreds  worvhip  at  his  wocdp 

He's  bat  a  coif  for  a*  that. 
For  a*  that,  and  a*  that. 

His  ribbon,  star,  and  a*  that. 
The  man  <^  independent  mind. 

Ho  kioks  and  laughs  at  a*  that 

A  king  can  make  a  bdtad  knight, 

A  marquis,  doke,  and  a*  that ; 
Bvt  an  honest  man's  aboon  his  micht, 

Qnde  foith,  he  mannna  fo'  that ! 
For  a'  that,  and  a*  that. 

Their  dignities,  and  a*  that. 
The  pith  o*  sense,  the  pride  o*  worth. 

Are  higher  ranks  for  a'  that. 

Then  let  us  pray,  that  come  it  may, 

As  come  it  will,  for  a'  that. 
That  sense  and  worth,  o*er  a*  the  earth. 

May  bear  the  gree,  and  a'  that. 
Far  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 

It*a  comin*  yet  for  a*  that. 
That  man  to  man,  the  warld  o'er, 

Shan  brothers  be  for  a'  that 


A>7iA. 

"Banks  of  Banns." 

YsiTftiKii  I  had  a  pint  o'  wins^ 

A  place  when  body  saw  na ; 
Yeetrscn  lay  on  this  breast  o'  bum 

The  raven  locks  of  Anna. 
The  hungry  Jew  in  wilderness. 

Rejoicing  ower  hia  manna. 
Was  oaething  to  my  hinny  biiss» 

Upon  the  lips  of  Anna. 


Gie  me  within  my  straining  graip 

The  melting  fiarm  of  Anna. 
There  I'll  despise  imperial  charms, 

An  empress  or  suluna. 
While  dying  raptures,  in  her  arms* 

I  give  and  tike  with  Anna. 

Awa,  thon  flaunting  god  of  day  ! 

Awa,  thou  pale  Diana ! 
Ilk  star  gae  hide  thy  twinkling  ray. 

When  I'm  to  mert  my  Anna. 
Coroe,  in  thy  raven  plumage,  night, 

Sun,  moon,  and  stars,  withdrawn  a* ; 
And  bring  au  angel  pen  to  write 

My  transports  with  my  Anna.  * 


ANNIE. 
Tun9~"  Allan  Water." 

I  prALKro  out  with  thcMusrum  in  myhand« 
and  turning  up  Allan  Water,  the  words  appeared 
to  me  rather  unworthy  of  m  fine  an  air,  so  I  sat 
and  raved  umler  the  nhtde  of  an  olit  thorn  tall  I 
wrote  one  to  suit  the  nleA^u^e. 

Br  Allan  stream  I  chim'ed  to  rove. 

White  Phoebus  sank  be}'ond  Benledi, 
The  winds  were  whisp'ring  through  the  grovi^ 

The  yellow  com  wah  waving  reaily  : 
I  listen'd  to  a  lover '»  »anu. 

And  thought  on  youthful  pleasures  many ; 
And  aye  the  wikl-wcioil  echoes  r4nf; — 

O,  dearly  do  1  love  tlu-e,  Annie ! 

O,  happy  be  the  woodbine  bower  ; 

Nae  nightly  bogle  mnk  it  eerie ; 
Nor  tvtr  Mirrow  stain  the  hour. 

The  place  and  time  I  meet  my  dearie ! 
Her  head  u))on  my  throbbii^  breast, 

Slie,  Kinking,  *aid,  Vm  thine  for  ever  ! 
While  many  a  kiss  the  seal  imprem'd. 

The  tacicd  vow,  we  ne'er  shoukl  sever. 

The  haunt  o*  Spring's  the  primrone  brae ; 

The  Simmer  jop  the  flocks  to  follow ; 
How  cheerie,  through  her  short'ning  d«y. 

Is  Autumn  in  her  vnxdn  oT  yellow ! 
But  can  they  melt  the  glowing  heart, 

Or  chain  the  soul  in  speechless  pleasure. 
Or  through  eich  nerve  the  rapture  dart. 

Like  meeting  her,  our  bosom's  tressnre  ? 


T«  imirchi  tak  the  «it  and  wtil^ 
ntt  bto  It  fifnuiah ! 


•  Thhiong,  like  ••  HichUad  Mary,"< 
proof  of  the  power  whioi  poetry  voasncs  of  laWag 
and  subliming  oMeets.  Highlanit  Nary  was  the  dairy, 
maid  of  CoilitMil  t  Anna  Tc  laid  to  have  been  some- 
thing meaner.  The  poet  cure  %ras  In  a  fine  phmsy* 
rolling  when  he  said,  "  I  think  this  is  the  best  lovo- 
C  lever  wrote." 
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A  BED  BSD  BOSS. 


Low  4om  io  Um  BninM*' 


O,  MT  lave*s  jike  a  red  red  nat^ 
Tbat's  newly  upnug  in  Jane ; 

Oy  mj  luTC*!  like  the  mdiMlie, 
Tlut*s  eweeCly  pl^y'd  in  tone. 

At  fiur  art  thou,  my  bonnie  laa^ 

Sae  deep  in  lure  am  I ; 
And  I  will  lore  thee  atill,  my  dear, 

Till  a*  the  Mat  gang  dry. 

Till  a*  the  teas  gang  dry,  my  dear. 
And  the  rocka  melt  wi*  the  sun ; 

I  will  lore  thee  still,  my  dear* 
While  the  sands  o*  life  shall  run. 

And  £une  thee  weel,  my  only  luve. 
And  fttt  thee  wcel  a  while ! 

And  I  will  come  again,  my  luve. 
Though  it  were  ten  thousand  mila. 


A  ROSE-BUD  BY  MY  EARLY  WALK. 

Tbis  song  I  composed  on  MIm  Jenny  Crnik- 
•hank,  only  child  to  my  worthy  friend  Mr. 
William  Cniikshank  of  the  High-Schoul,  Edin- 
burgh.  The  air  is  by  Datid  Sillar,  quondam 
merchant,  now  schoolmaster,  in  Irvine:  the 
Davie  to  whom  I  address  my  poetical  epi«tlc. 

A  nosK-Bi'o  by  my  early  walk, 
Adown  a  corn-inclosed  bawk, 
Sae  gently  bent  it*  thorny  stvlk. 
All  on  a  dewy  morning. 

^e  twice  the  shades  o*  dawn  are  fled. 
In  a'  its  crimson  glory  spread, 
And  drooping  rich  the  dewy  head. 
It  scents  the  early  inuraing. 

Within  the  bush,  her  corert  nest 
A  little  linnet  fondly  prest. 
The  dew  sat  chilly  on  her  breast 
Sae  ettly  in  the  morning. 

She  soon  shall  see  her  tender  bivod. 
The  pride,  the  plesaure  o*  the  wood, 
Amang  the  frc^  green  leaves  bedewed. 
Awake  the  early  morning. 

5>o  thon,  dear  bird,  young  Jeany  fitir, 
On  trembling  string  or  vocal  air. 
Shall  sweetly  pay  uia  tender  care 
That  tents  thy  early  morning. 

So  thott,  sweet  rose-bod,  yonng  and  gay, 
Shalt  beuiteoas  Uaie  upon  the  day, 
Aad  blcii  the  partnt*!  evening  ray 
That  witched  thy  Ctrl  j  monuaf  . 


A  SOUTHLAND  iSNNT. 

This  18  a  popokr  Aynhire  aong,  thoii|^lht 
notes  were  never  taken  down  Mire.— -It^  m 
well  as  many  of  the  ballad  tunca  in  thia  eoUan- 
tion,  was  written  from  Mrs.  Bnms's  voice. 

A  SouTHtAKD  Jenny  that  was  ri^ht  bonny. 
Had  for  a  suitor  a  Norland  Johnnie^ 
But  he  was  sicken  a  bashfu'  wooer. 
That  he  could  scarcely  speak  onto  her. 


But  blinks  o*  her  beauty,  and  hopes  o*har  i 
Forced  him  at  last  to  tdl  his  mind  till  her ; 
My  dear,  quo*  he,  we*ll  nae  Unger  tarry. 
Gin  ye  can  lo*e  me,  let*s  o*er  the  moor  aad  mirrf* 

Come  awa  then,  my  Norland  laddie, 
Tho*  we  gang  neat,  some  are  mair  gaady  ; 
Albeit  I  hae  neither  land  nor  money. 
Come,  and  1*11  ware  my  betuty  on  tliee. 

Ye  lawctt  o*  tlie  South,  ye*re  a*  finr  dressin ; 
Jjutten  o*  the  North,  mind  milkin  and  thr«hia  ) 
My  minnie  wad  be  angry,  and  sae  wad  ay 

(laddie, 
Should  I  marry  one  as  dink  as  a  lady. 


I  maun  hae  a  wife  that  will  rise  i*  the 
Cruddle  a*  the  milk,   and  keep  the  hoMt  • 

fc^tilflin ; 
Tukie  wi*  her  neebors,  and  learn  at  ray  «iorf% 
A  Norland  Jocky  maun  hue  a  Noriand  Jcnngr. 

My  father's  only  dochter,  wi*  £ums  and  mBm 

ready. 
Wad  be  ill  bvAtowed  upon  sic  a  dowmsh  body  ; 
A*  that  I  ^id  w^n  to  try  what  was  in  thee, 
Gae  hanie,  ye  Norland  Jockie,  aad  eovrt  JOV 

Norland  Jenny  ! 


AULD  LANG  SYNE. 

Shouu)  auld  acquaintanee  be  foifoly 

And  never  brought  to  mind  ? 
Should  auld  acquaintance  be  fiorgnt, 
And  auld  lang  syne  ! 

Per  auld  lany  t^tu,  ^9J<h 

For  anld  lang  syne, 
We^U  iak  a  cup  o*  kindntuyHtf 
For  avid  lang  aync  / 

And  surely  yo*n  be  your  pint  iCo«p ! 

And  surely  1*11  be  mine  I 
And  we'll  tsk  a  cup  o*  kindncn  ycCy 

For  auld  lang  syne. 
For  auld,  jpc* 

We  twa  hae  run  about  the  braw, 
And  pou*t  the  gowans  flat ; 

But  we've  waader'd  oMay  t  witry  AmI 
Sia  tnld  lang  syat. 
Flarmdd,ffk 


IM 


BURWfif  tiroitcs. 


Wa  twi  kM  fiUn  I*  &•  Vm, 
Ftm  momag  nn  'till  dine ; 
B«t  MM  biCwMn  m  bnid  bM  rotf'dt 
.    8Sii  avid  lanf  ■jrne. 

And  thcre'i  a  haii*,  mj  trnsty  fiere, 

And  pm  a  han'  o'  thine ! 
And  we*U  tak  a  right  glide  wiDj-wavght 

For  auld  lang  ayne ! 
ForauU,  ffv. 


AULD  ROB  MORRIS. 

TnEB*a  mid  Rob  Morris,  that  wioi  in  yon 

glm* 
He*a  the  king  o*  glide  fiellowB,  and  wale  of  auld 

men; 
He  hM  gowd  in  his  cofien ;  he  has  ousen  and 

kbe, 
*  And  as  bonnie  laseie,  hii  darling  and  mine. 

• 

She's  fresh  in  the  morning,  the  fairest  in  IVIay  ; 
She's  sweet  ai  the  evenin;^  among  the  new  hay  ; 
Aa  blythe,  and  asutlusat,  at  the  lamb  on  the 

lea; 
And  dear  to  my  heart  as  the  llglit  to  my  ee. 

Bat  oh !  she*s  an  helrese :  auld  Rubin's  a  laird, 
And  my  daddie  has  nought  but  a  cothouse  and 

yard. 
A  wooer  like  me  mauna  hope  to  come  speed. 
The  wounds  I  must  hide  that  uili  %ooa  be  my 

dead. 

The  day  eomes  to  me,  but  deligbt  brinsp«  me 

none ; 
The  night  comes  to  mo,  but  my  rest  it  is  gane ; 
I  wander  my  lone  like  a  nipht-troubliti  ^haist, 
And  1  sigh  as  my  heart  it  u'ad  bur>t  in  my 

breast! 

Oh  had  she  bat  been  of  a  lower  degree, 

I  then  might  hae  hop'd  she  wad  smil'd  upon 

me; 
O  how  past  deserving  aad  then  been  my  bless. 
As  now  my  distractionf  no  words  can  esprcas. 


BESSY  AND  HER  SPINNING  WHEEL. 

Tune-'"  The  bottom  of  the  Punch  Bowl." 

O  LKCzc  me  on  my  spinning-wheel ! 
O  leeM  me  on  my  rock  and  reel  ! 
Frae  tap  to  tae  that  deeds  me  bien, 
And  haps  me  feil  *  and  warm  at  e'en ! 
I'll  set  me  doun,  and  sing,  and  spin. 
While  laigh  dssoends  the  simmer  son ; 


•  OoffiBBWwithaitaffagiMMBtDibtdan. 


Blest  wi'  eoBtent,  and  milk,  ud 
O  leeie  me  on  my  spinning-whMl  1 

On  ilka  hand  the  bumies  trot, 
And  meet  below  my  theekit  oot ; 
The  n-ented  birk  and  hawthorn  wbilt 
Acro«s  tho  pool  their  arms  unite, 
Alike  to  Hcreen  the  birdie's  nest, 
Abd  little  fishes*  ealler  rest ; 
The  sun  blinks  kindly  in  the  biel. 
Where  blythe  I  turn  my  spimiiiig-wlMd. 

On  lofty  aiks  the  cnshats  wail. 
And  echo  cons  the  doolfu'  tale  ; 
The  lintwhites  in  the  hsiel  braes, 
Delighted,  rival  ithcr's  lays : 
The  craik  among  the  clover  hay, 
The  paitrick  whirring  ower  the  lea. 
The  swallow  jinkin'  round  my  sMel ; 
Amuse  me  at  my  spinniog-whceL 

Wi*  sma'  to  n-ll.  ami  ]cs%  to  buy, 
Aboi>n  di>tnr«s,  1k:1i>\v'  « iivy, 
O  wha  wad  leave  tluA  humble  state. 
For  a*  the  pride  of  a'  the  great  ? 
Amid  their  flaring  idle  toys 
Amid  their  cumbrouii,  ilinsiome  joys 
Con  they  the  (HMce  and  ple.iMire  feci 
Of  Bessy  at  her  spinning-wheel  ? 


BEWARE  O*  BONNIE  ANN. 

I  coMPosEc  this  song  out  of  compliment  to 
MiNS  Ann  Mabterton,  the  daughter  of  my  friend, 
All-m  M-i«t<>rton,  the  author  of  the  air  of  Strati^ 
ailans  JLament,  and  two  or  three  others  in  this 
work. 

Yje  gallant!  bright  I  red  j-e  right, 

Ik'U'arr  o'  bonnie  Ann  ; 
Her  comely  face  uc  fu*  o*  grace, 

Your  heart  she  will  trepan. 
Her  een  rae  bright,  like  stars  by  night, 

Her  skin  i*  like  the  swan  ; 
Sae  jimply  lac*d  her  genty  waist. 

That  sweetly  ye  might  span.         ^ 

Youth,  grace,  and  love,  attendant  move, 

And  pleasure  leads  the  van  : 
In  a'  their  charms,  and  conquering  arms. 

They  wait  on  bonnie  Ann. 
The  captive  bands  may  chain  the  hands^ 

But  love  enslavM  the  man ; 
Ye  gallants  braw,  I  red  yoa  a*» 

Beware  o'  boonio  Ann. 


SONGS. 


in 


fiEHOLD  THB  HOtTR,  THE  BOAT 
ARRIVE. 

3%ii#-^'  Onn  GaoU.** 

BiROLD  the  hoar,  the  boat  arrive ; 

Thou  goest,  thou  darling  of  my  heart ! 
Serer'd  from  thee,  can  I  survive  ? 

But  fate  has  will'd,  and  \ve  must  part. 
1*11  often  greet  this  surging  swells 

Yoo  distant  isle  will  often  hail  : 
'*  E'en  here  I  took  my  last  fdreweli, 

There  latest  mark*d  her  vanish*d  sail.'* 

Along  the  solitary  shore. 

While  flitting  sea-fotvl  round  mo  cry. 
Across  the  rolling,  dashing  ronr, 

ril  westward  turn  my  wistful  eye  : 
Happy,  thou  Indian  grove,  I'll  say, 

Where  now  my  Nancy*s  path  may  be ! 
While  through  tby  sweets  slie  love*  to  stray, 

Oh,  tell  me,  does  she  muse  on  me  ? 


BEYOND  THEE,  DEARIE. 

It  b  remarkable  of  this  air,  that  it  is  the  con- 
fine of  that  country  where  the  greatest  part  of 
•or  Lowland  music,  (so  f.ir  a^  frum  the  title, 
words,  tec  we  can  localize  it),  lias  been  com- 
posed.  From  Craigie-biirn,  nt-jr  Moffat,  until 
one  reaches  the  Webt  Hi^^landc,  wo  have  scarce- 
ly  one  slow  air  of  any  antiquiiy. 

The  Mng  was  composed  on  a  passion  which 
a  Mr.  Gillespie,  a  particular  friend  of  mine,  had 
for  a  Miss  Lorimer,  aftei  wards  a  Mrs.  Whelp- 
dale. — The  young  lady  was  born  at  Craigie- 
burn  wood.^>The  chorus  ik  part  of  an  old  fool- 
ish ballad.— 

JBeyond  thee,  dearie,  beyond  thee,  dearie, 

And  O  to  be  lying  beyond  thee, 
O  tweedy,  eoundly,  weel  may  he  sleep. 

That's  laid  in  the  bed  beyond  thee. 


CRAIGIE-BURN  WOOD. 

Swirr  doaci  the  evening  on  Craigie-bum  troodf 

And  bljrthely  awakens  the  morrow ; 
But  the  pride  of  the  spring  in  the  Craigie-bum 
wood. 
Can  yield  roe  to  nothing  but  iorrow* 
Beyond  thee,  {fc. 

I  see  the  spreading  leaves  and  flowery 

I  hear  the  wild  birds  singing ; 
But  pleasure  they  hae  nane  fur  me. 

While  care  my  heart  is  wriogiog. 
£eyond  thee,  ^ 


ctnaa  ttU,  I  nunn  na  tcD, 
I  dan  M  fiv  your  ABgtr  I 


Bnt  neret  lore  will  break  my 
If  1  conceal  it  langer. 

Beyond,  thee,  ffe» 


1  see  thee  gracefu',  straight  and  ta!l^ 
I  see  thee  sweet  and  boooie, 

But  oh,  what  will  my  tormeati  k% 
If  thou  refuse  thy  Johnie  ( 
Beyond  thee,  ^. 

To  see  thee  in  anither*s  armti 
In  love  to  lie  and  languish* 

*Twad  be  my  dead,  that  will  be  tetl^ 

My  heart  wad  burst  wi*  ■w^ui,, 

Beyond  thee,  ^ 

But  Jeanie,  say  thou  wilt  be  miney 
Say,  thou  lu'es  nane  before  me  | 

And  a'  my  days  o'  life  to  com^ 
1*11  gratefully  adore  thee. 
Beyond  thee,  ^. 


BLYTHE  HAE  I  BEEN  ON  TON  SBJU 


•• 


Bltthe  hae  I  been  on  yon  hill, 

As  the  lambs  before  me ; 
Careless  ilka  thought  and  frei^ 

As  the  breexe  flew  o'er  me : 
Now  nae  langer  sport  and  play. 

Mirth  or  sang  can  please  me : 
Lesley  u  sae  fair  and  coy. 

Care  and  anguish  eeiae  me. 

Heav^,  heavy  ia  the  task. 

Hopeless  love  declaring : 
Trembling,  I  dow  nocht  b«t  tlavi^ 

Sighing,  dumb,  dcspairiof  I 
If  she  winna  ease  the  thrawey 

In  my  boeom  iwelling ; 
Underneatli  the  grass-green  ao^ 

Soon  maun  be  my  dweUiflf  . 


1 


BLYTHE  WAS  8HB. 

Bfythe,  Uythe  and  merry  wm  aH 
Blythe  was  she  but  and  ben  ; 

Blythe  by  the  banks  of  Em, 
And  blythe  in  Glentnrit  gkn. 

Br  Oughtertyre  grows  the  aik. 

On  Yarrow  banka,  the  birkett  Amt  | 

But  Phfmic  was  a  bonnnier  laea 
Than  braes  o*  Yarrow  ever  aaw. 
BlythM,  ^. 

Her  looks  were  like  a  flow'r  in  Blay, 
Her  smile  was  like  a  eimnMr  noim| 


« 


l9i     ~ 

She  tripped  by  the  banla  of  Era. 
Am  light*!  A  bird  upoo  ft  thora. 
Blytke,  ^. 


Her  bonny  Care  it  vu  m  meek 

At  ony  kinb  upon  a  lee ; 
The  evening  ran  was  ne'er  tae  nreit 

As  wu  the  blink  o'  Phemie'e  •*€. 
Bl^thtt  ^. 

The  Highland  hlU't  I've  inuidff*d  wid«, 
And  o*er  the  LowUumU  I  hie  beta  ; 

Bat  Phemie  wu  the  blythekt  Um 
That  ever  trod  the  dewy  green. 
3/yMe,  ^v. 


BUEKS'  WOkKS. 


BONNIE  WEE  THINQ. 
ntne— "  Bonnie  Wee  Thing.'' 

BovxiE  wee  thing,  cannie  wee  thing, 
Lovely  wee  thing,  wert  thou  mine, 

I  Wed  wear  thee  in  my  boiom, 
Lett  my  jewel  I  should  tine. 

Wiftfiilly  I  look  and  languish 
In  that  bonnie  face  o'  thine ; 

And  my  heart  it  stounds  wi*  anguish* 
Lest  my  wee  thing  be  na  mine. 

Wit,  and  grace,  and  love,  and  beauty, 

In  ae  constellation  shine  ; 
To  adore  thee  is  my  duty. 

Goddess  o*  thi9  soul  o*  mine  ! 

Bonnie  wee  thing,  camiie  wee  thing. 
Lovely  wee  thing,  wert  thou  mine, 

I  wad  wear  thee  in  my  bosom. 
Lest  my  jewel  I  should  tinei 


BONNIE  BELL. 

Tm  smiling  Spring  oomes  in  rejoicing, 

And  surly  Winter  grimly  flies ; 
Now  crystal  dear  are  the  fidling  waters. 

And  bonnie  blue  are  the  sunoy  skies ; 
Fresh  o*er  the  mountains  breaks  forth  the  mor- 
niog, 

The  ev*ning  gilds  the  ocean  s  swell ; 
AD  creatures  joy  in  the  sun's  returning. 

And  1  rejoice  in  my  bonnie  BelL 

The  flow*ry  Spring  leads  sunny  Summer, 

And  yellow  Autumn  presses  near. 
Then  in  his  turn  comes  gloomy  WinteTf 

*Till  smiling  Spring  again  appear. 
Thus  seasons  dancing,  life  advancing, 

Old  Time  and  Nature  their  change!  tdl« 
But  never  ranging,  still  unchanging 

I  idoff  07  booiw  Bell 


BONNIE  LESLEY. 
•<  The  Cornel's  bonnie 


O,  SAW  ye  bonnie  Lesley, 

As  she  gaed  o*cr  the  Border  ? 
She*s  gan«*,  like  Alexander, 

ToHpiead  hpr  c4>nquest«  farthef. 
To  see  her  i«  to  love  her. 

And  loi'c  but  her  for  ever ; 
For  nature  made  her  what  she  iS| 

And  never  made  anither  ! 

Thou  art  a  queen,  fiir  Lesley, 

Thy  subjects  we  before  thee  *. 
Thou  art  divine,  fair  Lesle}* ; 

The  hearts  o*  men  adore  thee. 
The  Deil  he  eonldni  scaith  thee, 

Or  aught  that  wad  belang  thee ; 
He*d  look  into  thy  bonnie  fiict, 

And  say,  I  canna  wrang  thee ! 

The  Powers  aboon  will  tent  thee, 
Mufortune  shanna  steer  thee ; 

ThouVt  like  themselves  sae  lovely. 
That  ill  they'll  ne'er  let  near  thee. 

Return  again,  fair  Ledey. 
Return  to  Caledmiie ! 

That  we  may  brag  we  hoe  a  lass 
*  There's  naoe  again  sae  bonnie* 


BONNIE  JEAN. 
TVne— '*  Bonnie  Jesn.** 

Tbeki  was  a  lass,  and  she  was  ftitt 
At  kirk  and  market  to  be  seen ; 

When  a*  the  fiiirest  maids  were  met, 
The  fairest  maid  was  bonnie  Jean. 

And  aye  she  wrought  her  mammie's  wtrkp 
And  aye  she  sang  sae  merriUe ; 

The  biythest  bird  upon  the  bush 
Had  ne*er  a  lighter  heart  than  she. 

But  hawks  will  rob  the  trader  joys 
That  ble9«  the  little  lintwhite*s 

And  frost  will  blight  the  fiurest 

And  love  will  break  the  sonndest  nil. 

Young  Robie  wu  the  braweat  Ud, 
The  flower  and  pride  of  a*  the  glca  | 

And  he  had  owsen,  sheep^  and  kyv, 
And  wanton  naigiet  nine  or  ten. 


He  gaed  wi*  Jeame  to  the  tiyifee» 
He  daneed  wi'  Jeanie  on  th« 

And  Ung  ere  witless  Jcuie  wilt. 
Her  heart  was  tint,  ber 


•  Written  In  honoar  of  Miss  Lerisy  BsHHt  •£  Afft. 
ihire,  (now  Mis.  Cunminc  of  LqM»  VlMI  M  Ml 
way  to  SaflHldf  ttaWfll  MOMMb 
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At  ia  tikt  boiom  o*  tke  ttreim 

Tiie  moonbeam  dwdls  at  dewy  t*ea^ 

Sd  trembling,  pure,  was  tender  lore. 
Within  tbe  breast  o*  bonnie  Jean. 

And  now  she  wxn-ks  her  mammie's  warlr. 
And  Mye  she  sighs  wi*  grief  and  pain  ; 

Yet  wistna  what  her  ail  might  be» 
Or  what  wad  make  her  weel  again. 

But  didna  Jeanie*s  heart  loup  light. 
And  didna  joy  blink  in  her  ee. 

As  Robie  tauld  a  tale  o*  love* 
Ae  e'ening,  on  the  lily  Ittx  ? 

The  sun  w;is  sinking  in  the  west, 
The  bird*  sang  sweet  in  ilka  grove ; 

Kin  cheek  to  hers  he  fundly  prest, 
And  whisper'd  thus  his  tale  of  love : 

O  Jeanie  fair,  I  lu*e  thee  dear ; 

O  canst  tliou  think  to  fancy  me  ? 
Or  wilt  thou  leave  thy  mammie's  cot. 

And  learn  to  tent  the  farms  wi*  me  ? 

• 

At  Inm  nor  byre  thoa  thalt  na  drudge, 
Or  naethiiig  else  to  trouble  thee ; 

But  Ntray  aniang  the  heather-bells. 
And  tent  the  waving  corn  wi*  me. 

Now  what  could  artless  Jeanie  do? 

She  had  nae  will  to  say  him  na : 
At  length  she  blush'd  a  sweet  consent. 

And  lo^e  wa»  avc  between  them  twa. 


HEY  TUTTIE  TAITTIE. 

t  hdve  met  the  tradition  universally  over 
Scotland,  and  particularly  about  Stirling,  in 
the  neiglibourhiMMl  of  the  scene,  that  this  air 
Was  Robert  Hruce's  march  at  the  Battle  of  Ban* 
Bockburn. 

BRUC£*S  ADDRESS 

TO  HIS  TROOPS  BRFORI  THE  BATTLI  OF 
BAXNOCKBUB.M. 

Ttrne^"  Hey  tuttie  taittit." 

Scots,  wha  hae  wi*  Wallace  bled  ! 
Scots,  wham  Bruce  has  aften  kd ! 
Welcome  to  your  gory  bed, 

Or  to  victorie !  I 

Kow*s  the  day,  and  now*!  the  hour : 
See  the  front  of  battle  lenr : 
See  approach  proud  Edward*!  powcr-«- 
Chains  and  alavcrie ! 

Wha  will  be  a  traitor  knave? 
Wha  can  ftU  a  coward'a  grave  ? 
Wha  sac  bsN  as  be  a  tUve? 
|.ct  him  tom  tad  flee!  . 


Wha,  for  Scotland*!  kiilg  abd  law. 
Freedom's  sword  will  strongly  dravfy 
Freeman  stand,  or  fireeman  £a', 
Let  him  follow  me ! 

By  oppression's  woes  tad  paia% 
By  your  sons  in  servile  chains, 
We  will  drain  our  dearest  veiB% 
But  they  shall  be  frte. 

Lay  the  proud  usurpers  low, 
Tyrants  foil  in  every  foe. 
Liberty's  in  every  blow, 
Let  us  do,  ot  die ! 


CA*  THE  YOWES  TO  THE  KNOWE& 

Ca'  the  yowes  to  the  knowes, 
Ca*  them  where  the  heather  grows^ 
Ca*  them  where  the  bumie  rowes^ 
My  bonnie  dearie. 

Hark,  the  mavis*  evening  sang. 
Sounding  Cluden*s  woods  amang ; 
Then  a-fuulding  let  us  gang, 
IMy  bonnie  dearie. 

We*ll  gang  doun  by  Cluden  aide, 
Through  the  haseh  spr^ing  wide 
0*er  the  waves  that  sweetly  glide. 
My  bonnie  dearie. 

Yonder  Cluden*s  silent  towers. 
Where,  at  moon^ioe  midnight  honrs, 
0*er  the  dewy  budding  flowers 

The  fairies  dance  sae  cheerie. 

Ghaist  nor  bogle  shalt  thou  fear ; 
Thon'rt  to  love  and  heaven  sae  dear, 
Nocht  of  ill  may  come  thee  near, 
My  bonnie  dearie. 

Fair  and  lovely  as  thou  art. 
Thou  hast  stoun  my  very  heart ; 
I  can  die — but  canna  part. 
My  bonnie  dearie. 


CANST  THOU  LEAVE  ME  THUSi  ICT 

KATY? 

rMM-oRoy^wIfo.* 

Cakst  then  leave  me  thos,  my  Ktty? 
Canst  thou  leave  me  thus,  my  Katy  f 
Well  thou  knowest  my  aching  heart, 
And  canst  thou  leave  me  thus  for  pity  ? 

Is  this  diy  plighted  fond  r^ard. 
Thus  cruelly  to  part,  my  Katy  ? 

Is  this  thy  £uthful  swain's  reward- 
Ay  achisg,  brokea  bcart,  mj  Ktt^?^ 


BURNS*  WORKS- 


FanvrtU !  tiid  aeVr  s«eK  torrofTK  tear 
That  fickle  heart  of  thine,  my  Katy  ! 

Thoa  iii«y*tt  find  those  will  love  thee  dear- 
Bat  BOt  a  love  like  mine,  my  Katy. 


REPLY  TO  THE  ABOVE. 

BT  ▲  TOVKO  IlfOLISH  OEMTLEWOMAir.      FOUND 
▲VOMOn  BURNs'a  MAKUSCRirrs  AFTSa  HIS 


8taT|  my  Willie — yet  believe  me, 
6t$jf  lAy  Willie — yet  believe  me ; 
*Twad,  thou  koo\v*at  na  every  ping 
Wii  Wring  my  bosom  sbouldst  thou  leave  me. 

Tan  BM  that  thou  yet  art  true, 

And  t*  mv  wrongs  bball  be  forgiven  ; 

And  whdl  this  heart  proves  false  to  thee, 
Yoa  ion  shall  cease  its  course  in  heaven. 

Bat  to  think  I  was  betray'd, 

That  fidaehood  e'er  our  loves  should  sunder  ! 
To  take  the  floweret  to  my  breast, 

And  find  the  guilefu*  serpent  uniler  ! 

Conld  I  ho|K  thouMst  ne*er  deceive  me, 
Cilaatial  pleasures,  might  I  choose  'em, 

I'd  i%hi,  nor  seek  in  other  spheres 
That  heaven  I'd  find  within  thy  bosom. 


CALEDONIA. 

Tuna,  groves  O  sweet  myrtles  let  foreign  lands 
reckon, 
Where  bright-beaming  summers  exalt  the  per- 
fume ; 
Far  dearer  to  me  yon  lone  glen  o'  g^reen  breckan, 
With  the  burn  steahng  under  the  lang  yellow 
broom. 

Far  dearer  to  me  yon  humble  broom  bowers, 
Where  the  blue  bell  and  gowan  lurk  lowly 
unseen  ; 

For  there,  lightly  tripping  amang  the  wild  flowers, 
A  liatenlng  the  linnet,  aft  wanders  my  Jean. 

Though  rich   is  the  breeze,  in  their  gay  sunny 
vallivs. 
And  fcanM  Caledonians  blast  on  the  wave  ; 
Thair  aWett-tcented  woodlands,  that  skirt  the 
prottd  palace, 
Whill  itt  they  ? — the  haunt  o*  the  tyrant  and 
alave! 

Tha   alare'a   apicy  forests  and  gold-bubbling 
fimntains, 
The  br4^  Caltdonian  viewt  wi*  diadain; 


He  wanders  as  free  as  the  wind  on  his  moiintaiaa« 
Save  love's  willing  fetters — the  chaiaa  of  hia 
Jean.* 


CHLOE. 


ALTERED  FROM  AN  OLD  SKQLISH  BOMO 

It  was  the  charming  month  of  May, 
When  all  the  flowers  were  fresh  and  gay, 
One  morning  by  the  break  of  day, 
The  youtliful,  charming  Chloe ; 

From  peaceful  slumber  she  arose. 
Girt  on  her  mantle  and  her  hose. 
And  o'er  the  flowery  mead  she  goe% 
The  youthful,  charming  Chloe. 
Zjovely  was  the  by  the  dawn^ 

Youthful  Chhty  charming  iXbtf 
Tripping  o'er  the  pearly  lawn. 
The  youthful,  charming  Chloe, 


The  fcather'd  people  you  might 
Perch'd  all  around  on  every  tree, 


*  Bums  wrote  this  song  in  compliment  to  Mn.  Bam 
during  their  honeymoon.  The  air.  witii  many  othna 
of  equal  beauty,  was  the  composition  of  a  Mr.  Mar- 
shall, who,  in  Bums'stime,  was  butler  to  the  Duke 
of  Gordon. 

This  beautiful  son/;— beautlAil  for  both  its  amatory 
and  its  patriotic  sentiment— -«eem«  to  have  been  com- 
posed by  Bums  during  the  period  when  he  was  court, 
mg  the  lady  who  afterwards  became  his  wife.  The 
present  Rcncration  is  much  interested  in  this  lady,  and 
descr\'ediy;  as,  in  addition  to  her  poetical  history, 
which  is  an  extremely  interesting  one,  she  is  a  person* 
age  of  the  grpAtcst  pnvate  worth,  and  In  every  respect 
deserving  to  Ix;  esteemed  as  the  widow  of  Scotland's 
best  and  moxt  endeared  bard.  The  following  anecdote 
will  (KMhaiH  lie  hold  as  testifying,  in  no  inconsiderable 
degree,  to  n  Quality  which  she  may  not  hitherto  have 
been  supp.^neo  to  iH>sie&s — her  wiu 

It  is  generally  known,  that  Mrs.  Bums  has,  ever  sinco 
her  husbmd's  death,  occupied  exactly  the  swrne  house 
in  Dumfries,  which  she  inhabited  t>efore  titac  •vent* 
and  that  it  is  cu&tomary  fur  strangers,  who  happen  to 

Koss  through  or  visit  the  town,  to  pay  their  resfiects  to 
er,  with  or  without  letters  of  introduccian,  precisely 
as  they  do  to  the  churchyard,  the  bridge,  the  harbour, 
or  Any  other  public  objpt^  of  curiosity  about  the  place. 
A  gay  young  Knglish  gentleman  one  day  visited  Mrs. 
Burns,  and  after  he  had  seen  alt  that  (|he  had  to  show 
—the  bciiri)om  in  i^hich  the  poet  died,  his  original  par. 
trait  bv  Nastnyth,  his  family-bible,  with  the  names  and 
birthoAysof  himself,  his  wife,  and  childien,  written  on 
a  blanlcleaf  by  his  own  hand,  and  some  other  littla 
trifles  of  the  same  nature — he  proceeded  to  intreat  that 
frhe  would  have  the  kindness  to  present  him  with  soma 
relic  of  the  poet,  which  he  might  carry  away  with  him, 
as  a  wonder,  to  show  in  his  own  co<mtry.  "  Indeed, 
Sir,"  said  Mrs.  Burns,  "  I  have  given  awav  so  many  re> 
lies  of  Mr.  Bumo,  that,  to  tell  ye  the  truth,  I  have  not 
one  left" — "  Oh,  you  must  surely  have  something ,** 
uiid  the  persevering  Saxon ;  "  any  thing  will  do— any 
little  scrap  of  his  handwriting— the  least  thing  you 
please.  All  I  want  Injust  a  relic  of  the  poet;  and  any 
thing,  you  know,  will  do  for  a  rt'lic."  Some  further 
altercation  took  place,  the  lady  reasserting  that  she  had 
no  relic  to  gUe,  and  he  as  repeatedly  renewing  his  ra> 
quest.  At  length,  fairly  tired  out  with  the  man's  iro- 
portiinities.  Mrs.  Bums  said  to  him,  with  a  smiic^ 
"'Deed,  Sir,  unless  ye  tak  mj^^rtf,  then,  I  dinnasaa 
how  you  arc  to  get  what  you  want :  for,  really,  Pm  tha 
only  relic  o'  him  that  1  kea  tf»*  Ttue  PatitioMratiMf 
withdrew  hia  la^uast. 
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In  metet  of  itwettett  nelodjr 
They  hail  the  chuming  Cbloe ; 

*Tin,  paiDting  gay  the  eastern  tkies. 
The  glorious  sun  began  to  rise, 
Outrivall'd  by  the  radiant  eyes 
Of  youthful,  charming  Chloe. 
Lovely  wot  $he,  |fc 


CHLORIS. 
TufU"**  My  Lodging  is  on  the  Cold  Ground." 

My  Chloris,  mark  how  green  the  groTes» 

The  primrose  banks  how  fair  ; 
The  balmy  gales  awakfc  the  flowers, 

And  wave  thy  flaxen  hair. 

The  Iav*rock  shuns  the  palace  gay. 

And  o*er  the  cottage  sings ; 
For  nature  smiles  as  sweet,  I  ween, 

To  »hepherds  as  to  kings. 

Let  minstrels  sweep  the  skilfii*  string 

In  lordly  lechtit  ha*  ; 
The  shepherd  stops  his  simple  reed, 

Blythe,  in  the  birken  shuw. 

The  princely  revel  may  survey 

Our  rustic  dance  wi'  scorn  ;  ^ 

But  are  their  hearts  as  light  as  curt. 

Beneath  the  milk-white  thorn  ? 

Tlie  shepherd,  in  the  flow*ry  glen, 
In  shepherd's  phrase  will  woo; 

The  courtier  tells  a  fairer  tale. 
But  is  his  heart  ai  true  ? 

These  wild^wood  flowers  Tve  pu*d,  to  deck 

That  spotless  breast  of  thine  ; 
The  courtier's  gems  may  witness  love, 

3ut  'tis  na  love  like  mine. 


CLARINDA.* 

Clarinda,  mistren  of  my  soul, 

The  mea»ur*d  time  is  run  ! 
The  wretch  beneath  the  dreary  pol^ 

So  marks  his  latest  sun. 

To  what  dark  cave  of  frocen  night 

Shall  poor  Sylvander  hie  ; 
Depriv'd  of  thee,  his  life  and  ligh^ 

The  sun  of  all  his  joy. 

We  part, — ^but  by  these  precioui  dropi^ 

That  fill  thy  lovely  eyes  ! 
No  other  light  shall  guide  my  stepi, 

Till  thy  bright  bcame  arise. 

^e  Tbe  widow  MMid  10 IB  ttM  Itfk 


I  She,  the  fair  niB  ol  all  btr 
Has  blest  my  glorioui  day : 
And  shall  a  glimmering  pliMt  if 
My  worship  to  ita  ray  ? 


CONTENTIT  WT  UTTUL 
T^n*— *'  Lmnps  oT  Poddla.'* 


IT  wi*  little,  and  cantie  wi*  maiTi 
I  forgather  wi'  sorrow  aod  CU9, 


CONTIWTIT 

WhenoVr 

I  gie  (hem  a  skelp,  as  they're  ereepin'  alaiii^ 

Wi*  a  cogue  o*  gude  swata  and  an  anld  flfoHJii^ 

sang. 


I  whiles  claw  the  elbow  o*  tronblemne  tbteht  ;* 
But  man  is  a  sodger,  and  life  is  a  fiwcht : 
My  mirth  and  gude  humour  are  coin  in  my  poo^W 
And  my  freedom's  mylairdship  nae  montrdi 
daur  touch. 

A  towmond  o*  trouble,  should  that  be  ny  f^  « 
A  nicht  o*  gude  fellowship  aowthen  it  a  : 
When  at  the  blythe  end  o  our  joomey  at  IpfL 
Wha  the deil  ever  thinka  o'  the  road  he  Imppnt? 

Blind  chance,  let  her  anapper  and  ttoite  on  ^ 

way; 
Be*t  to  me,  be't  frae  me,  e'en  let  the  jaod  gw  i 
Come  ease  or  come  travail,  come  pleasure  er  pim» 
My  warst  word  is — Welcome,  and  wdeopi^  ^ 

gain! 


COME,  LET  ME  TAKE  THEjB  TO  MT 
BREAST. 


Tune—"  Caukl  Kail  in 


Come,  let  me  take  thee  to  my  breaa^ 

And  pledge  we  ne'er  shall  sunder  ; 
And  I  shall  spurn,  as  vilest  dust, 

The  warld's  wealth  and  grandeur : 
Aud  do  I  hear  my  Jeanie  own. 

That  equal  transports  move  her  ? 
I  ask  for  dearest  life  alone 

That  I  may  live  to  love  her. 

Thus  in  my  arms,  wi*  a'  thy  chanM^ 

I  clasp  my  countless  treasure ; 
I'll  seek  ndie  mair  o'  heaven  to  shan^ 

Than  sic  a  moment's  pleasure  t 
And,  by  thy  een  sae  bonnie  blna^ 

I  swear  I'm  thine  for  ever ! 
And  on  thy  lips  I  seal  my  vow* 

And  break  it  shall  I  never. 


BDimr  WORKS. 


COmiTRT  I1A88IB. 


Iv  mmmtt  wImb  the  haj 

Aad  com  wavM  gjttn  in  ilka  fidd, 
miDt  daTer  bloopra  white  o*er  the  lea. 

Ami,  roKi  Uaw  in  ilka  bield  ; 
BIfdw  Beiiie  in  the  milking  thid, 

8iyt»  in  be  wed  come  o't  what  will ; 
Oat  ifMka  a  dame  in  wrinkled  eild, 

O*  glide  advisement  comes  nae  ilL 

Ili  ft  Ittt  wooers  mony  a  ane» 

Imm,  ye're  Imt  young,  ye  ken  ; 
«k  A  wn^  and  cannie  wale» 
A  naCUi  bntt,  a  roathie  ben  : 
l*s  Jbhnie  o*  the  Buskie-glen, 
ni'  n  hit  barn,  fu'  ia  his  byre ; 
Tik  due  frae  me,  my  bonnie  hen, 
It*a  plenty  beets  the  Iurer*s  fire. 

For  Jolmie  o*  the  Buskie-glen, 

I  dinna  care  a  single  flie ; 
He  hi*ce  aae  weel  his  craps  and  kye. 

Bo  has  nae  luve  to  spare  for  me  : 
Brt  Ujthe's  the  blink  o*  Robie*s  e'e, 

Aad  weel  I  wat  he  lo*es  roe  dear : 
Jm  bliiik  o'  him  I  wad  na  gie 

Vbr  Bukie-glcn  and  a*  his  gear. 

O  iBovghtlesB  lassie,  life's  a  faught, 

Tbo  canniest  gate,  the  strife  is  soir ; 
Bvt  aye  fu*  han*t  iv  fuchtin*  best, 

A  hni^ry  care's  an  unoo  care : 
Bot  iome  will  spend,  and  name  will  spare, 

And  wilfii*  folk  maun  hae  their  %ill ; 
Syne  as  ye  brew,  my  maiden  fair. 

Keep  mind  that  yc  maun  drink  the  yill. 

O  Mir  will  buy  me  rigs  o*  land,  ^ 

Aad  gear  will  buy  me  hheep  and  kye ; 
Bot  the  tender  heirt  o*  Iccsonie  luvc. 

The  fowd  and  siller  conna  buy  : 
Wo  moy  be  poor.  Ruble  and  I, 

Light  is  the  burden  luve  lays  on ; 
OoBiBDt  and  love  brinp  peace  and  joy, 

'What  mair  hoe  queens  u}K>n  a  throne  ? 


DAINTIE  DAVIE. 

Tma  song,  tradition  says,  and  the  compoei- 
ilsdf  confirms  it,  was  composed  on  the  Rev. 
Dtifid  Williamson's  getting  the  daughter  of 
liOdy  Cberrytrees  with  child,  while  a  party  of 
drofoooa  were  searching  her  house  to  apprehend 
Ilim  ht  being  an  adherent  to  the  solemn  league 
laA  covonant. — The  pions  woman  had  put  a 
laiM  nghfc-cap  on  him,  and  had  laid  him  a»bed 
wlm  htt  own  daughter,  and  passed  him  to  the 
wMkrf  as  a  lady,  her  daughter's  bed-fellow. 
»-A  BOtilated  stania  or  two  are  to  be  found  in 
Mffd^$  coBection,  but  the  original  song  consists 
•f  ivt  or  six  stanaas  nad  were  their  ddieacy 


•qnal  to  thdr  wk 

merit  a  place  in  any 


Being  parsned  by  a  dragoon* 
Wit£n  my  bed  ho  was  laid  down  ; 
And  well  I  wat  he  wu  worth  his 
For  he  was  my  dabtio  Dstio. 


DAINTY  DAVIE. 

TWiM^*'  Dainty  Davlo.** 

Now  rosy  May  comes  in  wi'  flowon^ 
To  deck  her  gay  green  birkca  bowon^ 
And  now  come  in  my  happy  hou% 
To  wander  wi'  my  Davie. 
Mttt  me  on  lAe  wariotk  hmmM^ 

Dainty  J^avit^  dainty  Damt 
There  rU  spend  tht  day  «•*  fMi 
My  ain  dear  dainty  Damtm  ^ 

The  crystal  waters  roond  vs  &'» 
The  merry  birds  are  lovers  a** 
The  scented  brecMs  round  as  \AtWf 
A-wandering  wi*  my  Darie. 
Meet  me  on,  ^. 

When  purple  morning  starts  the  hu% 
To  steal  upon  her  eariy  fiire. 
Then  through  the  dews  I  wiU  repair* 
To  meet  my  fiiithfii'  Davie. 
JIUet  me  on,  ^ 


When  day,  expirii^  in  the 
The  curtain  draws  o'  Natnre's  rssl» 
rU  flee  to  his  arms  I  k>'o  beat. 
And  that's  my  dainty  Davit. 
Mtetwuonf  fftm 


DELUDED  SWAIN,  THE  PLEASURE. 

TbeGoUisili; 


Deluded  swain,  the  pleasure 
The  fickle  £ur  can  give  that 

Is  but  a  fiiiry  treasni e^ 

Thy  hopes  will  soon  dooeiTe  thaOi 

The  bilk>w9  on  the  octan. 
The  brecses  idly  ruamii^. 

The  clouds*  uncertain  motion. 
They  are  but  types  of  woman. 

O  !  art  thou  not  ashamed 

To  doat  upon  a  iMtura? 
If  man  thou  wouldst  be  namodf 

Despise  the  silly  creatnrei 

Go,  find  an  honest  leDow ; 

Good  daret  set  before  thee: 
HoU  on  till  thoa  art  meUow; 

And  then  to  bad  in  f  lfli7. 
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DOES  HAlTOHTr  OAUL.^ 

niM-M  PMii  ^boot  tte  Jocum.* 
Afrtl,  1195, 

Don  baoghtjr  Gaol  invMion  thratt? 

Thn  let  the  loooe  beware,  Sir, 
There's  wooden  waUs  upon  our  eeai^ 

And  Tolanteere  on  thore,  Sir. 
The  Nith  ihall  run  to  Conincon,* 

And  Criftl  sink  in  Solway^f 
Ere  we  permit  a  ferei|^  foe 

On  British  ground  to  rally ! 

O  let  us  not,  like  snarling  tykes, 

In  wranglii^  be  divided  ; 
*Till  sl^  come  in  an  unco  loon 

And  wi'  a  rang  decide  iL 
Be  Britain  etill  to  Britain  true, 

Amang  oursds  united ; 
For  nerer  but  by  British  hands 

Bfaun  British  wrangs  be  righted. 
PaB  da  rail,  fe. 

The  kettle  o*  the  kirk  and  state, 

Perhaps  a  dout  may  fkil  in*t ; 
But  deil  a  foreign  tinkler  loon 

Shan  ever  ca*  a  naU  in*L 
Our  fothers*  bluid  the  kettle  bought^ 

And  wha  wad  dare  to  epoil  it ; 
By  heaven  the  sacrilegious  dog 

ShaU  fuel  be  to  boU  iL 

FoUdaraB,^ 

The  wretch  that  wad  a  tyrant  own. 

And  the  wretch  his  true-born  brother. 
Who  would  set  the  wub  aboon-  the  throne. 

May  they  be  damned  together ! 
Who  will  not  sing  «  God  save  the  king, 

ShaU  hang  as  high's  the  steeple ; 
But,  while  we  sing  '*  God  save  the  king, 

We'll  ne*er  for^  the  people. 
Fall  derail,^ 


M 


DOWN  THE  BURN  DAVIE. 
▼BEfi  aubsd  bt  Buniia  lo  thx  old  sovo. 

As  down  the  born  they  took  tiietr  way,    ' 

And  through  the  ilowcry  dale. 
His  chedc  to  hers  he  aft  did  lay. 

And  love  was  aye  the  tale. 
With~>Mary  when  shall  we  return, 

Such  pliMure  to  renew  ? 
Quoth  Mary,  kive,  I  like  the  burn. 

And  aye  will  foBow  you.  ^ 


'  AbMlhinattiiesouraeortheNKh. 

t  A  w-lovuB  mountalB  at  tiie  nooth  of  the 


DUNCAN  GRAY. 


Dr.  Black  lock  informed  me  that 
often  heard  the  tradition  that  this  air  was 
posed  b}'  s  carman  iu  Glo^w. 

Ddn'cam  Gray  cam  here  to  woo. 

Ha,  ha^  the  wooing  o*t. 
Oa  blythe  )*ute  night  when  we  were  foa« 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o*i, 
Ma^ie  coott  her  head  fu*  high, 
Look'd  asklent  and  uoco  skeigh ; 
Gjurt  poor  Duncan  stand  abeigh ; 

//a,  Ao,  the  wooing  o't,  I 

Duncan  flcecb'd  and  Duncan  pray'd : 

Ha,  ha^  i^e. 
yitg  was  deaf  as  Ailxa  Craig,  * 

Ha,  ha^  (fc. 
Duncao  tagh'd  baith  out  and  in, 
Grut  hi«  e*en  baith  bleert  and  falin, 
Spak  ti*  lowpia  o*er  a  linn ; 

Hut  lui,  ^. 

Time  and  chance  are  but  a  tide. 

Ha,  ha,  ^c. 
Slighted  love  i«  sair  to  bide. 

Ha,  hut  ^. 
Shall  I,  like  a  fool,  quo*  he. 
For  a  haughty  hisie  die ; 
She  may  gae  to— France  for  me ! 

Ha,  ha,  ^. 

How  it  comes  let  doctors  tell, 

Ha,  ha,  ^. 
Meg  grew  sick->--as  he  grew  heal, 

Ha,  ha,  §fv. 
Something  in  her  boM>m  wrings. 
For  relief  a  sigh  she  brings ; 
And  O,  her  eeii,  they  spak  sic  things ! 

Ha,  ha,  ^c. 

Duncan  was  a  lad  o'  grace. 

Ha,  ha,  ^c. 
Maggie's  was  a  piteous  case. 

Ha,  ha,  ^c. 
Duncan  could  na  be  her  death, 
Swelling  pity  smoor*d  his  wrath ; 
Now  they're  crouse  and  canty  baith. 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  oV. 


\ 


\ 


EVAN  BANKS. 

Slow  spreads  the  gloom  my  soul  deuits, 
The  sun  from  India's  shore  retires ; 
To  Evan  hanks  with  template  ray. 
Home  of  my  youth,  it  leadv  the  day. 
Oh  !  hanks  to  me  fi)r  ever  dear  ! 
Oh !  utream  who«e  murmurs  still  I  hear ! 
All,  all  my  hope*  of  blim  n*side« 
Where  Evan  mingles  with  the  Clyde. 


•  A  wslMmown  rock  lo  the  Frith  oC  Clyde. 


mp 


BUBXnt  WORKS. 


JUi  ibib  ^  iuBpIc  beintir  drttc, 
VhoM  iBMgt  lire*  withia  my  breut ; 
i^ifho  trtmbliiig  heard  my  piercing  tigli, 
jAd  loif  portuM  me  with  her  eye  ! 
Thm  Aa,  with  heart  unchangM  as  mincy 
Oh  la  tht  Tocal  bowers  recline  ? 
Or  when  yon  grot  o'erhang*  the  tide^ 
Man  wkah  the  Evan  seeks  the  Clyde. 

Y«  lofty  banks  that  Evan  boand  ! 
Y«  bviah  woods  that  wave  around, 
And  o*tr  the  stream  your  shadows  throw» 
Whiflk  •weetlr  winds  so  far  below  ; 
"WhtA  taaH  charm  to  mem*ry  brings, 
AU  dwt  on  Evan's  border  springs  ? 
SvmC  btnki !  ye  bloom  by  Mary's  side  : 

she  views  thee  haste  to  Qyde* 


■n  dit  wealth  of  Tndia*s  coast 
for  years  in  absence  Imt  ? 
BotuBi  vo  moments  of  delight, 
^HA  riuer  treuures  bless  my  sight ! 
Swift  from  this  desert  let  me  part, 
Aad  flj  to  meet  a  kindred  heart ! 
Mor  aon  may  aught  my  steps  divide 
Vnm  duit  dttr  stream  which  flows  to  Clyde. 


FAIR  ELIZA. 


A  GAELIC  AXE. 


TuAV  igain,  thou  fair  Eliza, 

Ao  kind  blink  before  we  part, 
Row  on  thy  despairing  luver ! 

Quut  tlM>u  break  his  foithfu*  heart ! 
Turn  afiin,  thou  fair  Elisa ; 

If  to  k»v«  thy  heart  denies. 
For  pity  hide  the  cruel  sentence 

Undtf  friendship's  kind  disguise ! 

Thm,  dotr  maid,  hae  I  offended  ? 

Tho  oflnoe  is  loving  thcc : 
Guit  ihon  wreck  his  peace  for  ever, 

Wkft  frr  thine  wad  gladly  die ! 
^Hiilo  tho  lifr  beats  in  my  bosom, 

Thott  ohalt  mix  in  ilka  throe : 
Ton  agUDy  thou  lovely  maiden, 

Ao  oweol  imile  on  me  bestow. 

Not  the  bee  npon  the  blossom. 

Id  the  pride  o*  sinny  noon  ; 
Not  the  lUtle  sporting  fairy. 

All  boneith  the  simmer  moon ; 
Not  dio  poet  in  the  moment 

Vaaef  Ughtens  on  his  ee, 

tao  ideasure,  feels  the  rapturo 

Thai  i£f  presence  gies  to  mc. 


FAIREST  MAID  ON  DEVON  8ANK& 

Tkni#-««  RotUemmebkh!' 

FaireH  maid  <m  l}f9om  bcnks, 
Cryttal  Devon,  winding  DeWMf 

Wilt  thou  lay  that  frown  OMidtf 
And  imile  at  thou  wert  woni  fo  A. 

Poll  well  thon  knowest  I  love  thee  dtif^ 
Couldst  thou  to  malice  lend  an  ear  I 
O  did  not  love  exclaim,  "  Forbear  I 
Nor  use  a  faithful  lover  so.*' 
Fairest  maid,  ^. 

Then  come,  thou  fairest  of  the  iairp 
Those  wonted  smiles,  O  let  me  shart  | 
And  by  that  beauteoos  self  I  iwetrt 
No  love  but  thine  my  heart  ahiU  knowSi  , 
Fairett  maid,  jpc* 


FATE  GAVE  THE  WORa 
T*tm»  ''  FinlayitOB  Hoooib" 

Fate  gave  the  word,  the  arrow  aptdy 

And  pierced  my  darling's  heart  t 
And  with  him  all  the  joys  aro  flod 

Life  can  to  me  import. 
BIy  cruel  hands  the  sapling  drop% 

In  dust  dishonour'd  laid  : 
So  full  the  pride  of  all  my  hopMi, 

My  age's  future  shade. 

The  mother  linnet  in  the  brake 

Bewails  her  ravished  young  ; 
So  I  for  my  lost  darling's  sake. 

Lament  the  live-day  long. 
Death,  oft  I've  fear'd  tliy  fatal  Uow* 

Now  fond  I  bare  my  breast, 
O  do  thou  kindly  lay  me  low 

With  him  1  love  at  rest ! 


FOR  THE  SAKE  OF  SOMEBODY. 

Mr  heart  is  sair,  I  dare  nae  tell, 
Aly  heart  is  sair  for  somebody  ; 
I  could  wake  a  winter  night 
For  the  sake  of  somebody. 
Oh-lion !  for  somebody ! 
Oh-hry  1  for  somebody ! 


•  These  vcTscR,  sad  the  letter  enelodi^  tham,  are 
written  in  a  ehsraeter  that  marks  the  very  fbeble  state 
of  Uicir  author.  Mr.  Syme  Is  of  opinion  that  he  eouw 
not  have  b  en  in  any  danger  of  a  Jail  at  DumMes. 
where  certainly  he  had  many  Arm  friends,  nor  under 
any  necessity  ot  imploring  sid  from  Edinbuifh.  But 
about  this  time  his  mfhd  iMsan  to  be  at  times  unset. 
tied,  and  tho  horrors  of  a  jairperpatually  hauntsA  his 
jtonitf  nation  I    UeiUedoBtlieSlkoClMiBHBtfib 


SONGS. 


in 


I  eoold  nnge  tbt  world  aroaiul» 
For  the  saIm  of  aomebody. 

Ye  powers  that  smile  on  virtuous  lofi^ 

O  ftweetly  tmile  on  somebody  ! 
Frae  ilka  danger  keep  him  freet 
And  send  me  safe  my  siimebody. 
Oh*hon  !  for  somebody  ! 
Oh-hey !  for  somebody ! 
I  wad  do— what  wad  I  not, 
For  the  sake  of  somebody ! 


FORLORN,  MY  LOVE. 

Titn»-'"  Let  mo  in  this  at  night" 

FoELOEK,  my  love,  no  comfort  near, 
Far,  far  from  thee  I  wander  here ; 
Far,  fiur  from  thee,  the  £ite  severe 
At  which  I  moat  repine,  love. 

O  wert  thou  love,  but  near  me, 
Sut  near,  near,  near  me ; 
How  kindly  thou  wouldtt  cheer  me. 
And  mingU  tighe  with  mine,  love. 

Aronnd  me  acowlf  a  wintry  sky, 
That  bUsts  each  bud  of  hope  and  joy ; 
And  shelter,  shade,  nor  home  have  I, 
Save  in  these  arms  of  thine,  love. 
O  wert,  ^ 

Gold,  alterM  friendship'a  cruel  part. 
To  poison  fortune*!  mthless  dart- 
Let  me  not  break  thy  faithful  heart. 
And  Bay  that  fate  is  mine,  love. 
Ow^,^. 

But  dreary  tho*  the  momenti  fleet, 
O  let  me  think  we  jet  shall  maet  1 
That  only  ray  of  solace  sweet 
Can  on  thy  Chloris  shine,  love. 
O  wert,  ^. 


FROM  THEE,  ELIZA. 
TmM-<"  Gildetoy." 

Feom  thee,  Eliia,  I  mutt  go. 

And  from  my  native  shore  ; 
The  cruel  fates  between  us  throw 

A  boundless  ocean's  roar  : 
But  boundlese  oceans,  roaring  wide 

Between  my  love  and  me. 
They  never,  never  can  divide 

My  heart  and  soul  from  tl 

Farewell,  farewell,  Eliia  dear, 

The  maid  that  I  adore ! 
A  boding  voice  is  in  mine  ear. 

We  pirt  to  meet  no  men. 


But  tha  lait  thrab  that  leavat  ay  htirt, 
While  death  stands  victor  by. 

That  throb,  Eliia,  it  thy  part, 
And  thine  that  latest  sigh.* 


GALA  WATER. 
fkne^*  Gala  Walsi.  * 

Thbek*s  braw,  braw  lads  on  Yarrow  hraai, 
That  wander  through  the  bluming  hetther  ; 

But  Yarrow  braee,  nor  Ettrick  thaws, 
Can  match  the  lads  o*  Gala  Water, 

But  there  is  ane,  a  secret  ane, 
Abune  them  a*  I  loe  him  better ; 

And  ril  be  his,  and  he'll  be  mine. 
The  boonie  lad  o*  Gala  Water. 

Although  his  daddie  waa  nae  laird. 
And  though  I  hae  na  mickle  tocher  2 

Yet  rich  in  kindest,  truest  love. 
We'll  tent  our  flocka  on  Gala  Water. 


It  ne'er  was  wealth,  it  aa'er  wm  wealth. 
That  eoh  contentment,  peace,  or  flaaiwui 

The  binds  and  UiM  o^  mntaal  love, 
O  that's  the  ehiafcst  warid'a  tfttiut  I 


; 


GLOOMY  DECEMBER. 

Amcb  mair  I  hail  thee,  thoa  gloomy  December, 

Ance  mair  I  hail  thee,  wi'  torrow  and  care  ; 
Sad  was  t)ie  parting  thou  makrs  me  remember. 

Parting  wi*  Nancy,  Oh  !  ne'er  to  meet  mair. 
Fond  lovers  parting  in  sweet  painfiil  pleasure, 

Hope  beaming  mild  on  the  noft  porting  hour  ; 
But  the  dire  feeling,  O  farewell  for  ever. 

Is  auguikh  unmingVd  and  ugony  pure. 

Wild  as  the  winter  now  tearing  the  forest, 

'Till  the  la^it  leaf  o'  the  summer  is  flown, 
Such  is  the  tempest  has  shaken  my  bosom. 

Since  my  last  hope  and  last  comfort  it  goaa^ 
Still  as  I  hail  thee,  thou  gloomy  December, 

Still  shall  I  hail  thee  wi'  sorrow  and  cart  | 
For  sad  was  the  parting  thou  makes  ma  it" 
member. 

Parting  wi'  Nancy,  Ob,  ne'er  to  meet  mair. 


•  Mi«  Miller  of  Mauchline,  (probably  tbe  mmo 
lady  whom  the  poet  has  eelsbrated  In  his etdilofaaor 
tbe  beauties  of  that  village— 

*•  Miu  Miller  to  fln^' ) 

afterwantt  Mrs.  TempleCon,  was  the  heretot  of  tMi 

beauti/iil  song. 


i 


BDRHtf  WORKS. 


OUBK  GROW  THE  RASHBSs 
▲  rmAOMkm, 

Onm grow tht ra»ke$t  Of 
Qratm  paw  <A«  ruAcf,  O  / 

t%§  twMtut  hotirt  that  t*tr  1  <pcfid^ 
Art  tpent  amanp  th9  UuMt,  0/ 

Tnftt*!  Bought  but  care  on  ertry  haii*» 
]■  tv«7  bour  that  |MMea,  O ; 

Wbii  wgsABm  the  life  o*  muh 
Ab*  *twere  da  for  the  liaect,  O. 
Green  ffrowt  jpc* 

TW  vtiljr  nee  may  richm  chaief 
A«*  riebca  still  may  fly  them,  O ; 

Aa'  thooffh  at  last  they  catch  them  iaat» 
Their  hearts  can  De*er  enjoy  theoit  O. 
Green  grow^  jrc* 

Bat  gie  me  a  canny  hour  at  e'en. 
My  vms  about  my  dearie,  O  ; 

Aa*  wirl}*  cams  aa*  tvarly  men. 
May  a  gae  up«altcerie,  O. 

Crten  groWf  ^. 

For  yoB  to  (knise,  ye  uneer  at  this, 
Ya*ri  Bought  but  tenseleai  asses,  O  ; 

The  wiaett  man  the  warld  e*er  saw. 
He  d«rly  IotmI  the  lasses,  O. 
Green  grov,  ffc, 

Auld  nature  i^'earv,  the  lovely  dears 
Her  noblest  work  she  classes,  O ; 

Her  *|irenlice  han*  she  tried  on  man, 
Aad  then  she  made  the  lasses,  O. 
Green  grow,  ^« 


QUDBWIFE,  COUNT  THE  LA  WIN. 


'*  Gudewlfe,  count  the  Lawin.* 


Gakb  2i  tht  day,  and  mirk*s  the  night ; 
Bat  well  ne'er  stray  for  feut  o*  light ; 
For  ab  and  brandy's  stars  and  moon, 
Aad  blade-rrd  wine'a  the  rising  sun. 

Tken,  gmdewiftf  eotmt  the  faaria, 

Tke  lawin,  the  iawin, 

Tkam,  gudewife,  eomnt  the  iawim, 

Amd  bring  a  coggU  aunr. 

Thai*!  wealth  and  ease  for  gentlaneB, 
And  aampfe  folk  maun  fecht  and  fca ; 
Bat  hare  we're  a*  in  ae  accord. 
For  tta  man  that's  drunk'a  a  lord. 
Then,  gudewife,  |pe. 


And  pleasure  m  a  waatOB 

Ab*  ye  drink  bat  doepi  y»*H  iai  kte 

Tktn,  gtidewifi,  eotad  th§  tawlm^ 

Th€  Immnj  the  ktwin, 

Hbca,  gudewife,  eomnt  the  la«ii^ 

Amd  bring* t  a  eoggie  mair. 


HANDSOME  NELL. 


**  I  am  a  man  uamanMi 


O,  ONCE  I  lov'd  a  bonnie  laa% 
Ay,  and  I  love  her  still, 

And*  whilst  that  virtue  warms  ny 
I'D  love  my  handsome  Nell. 
Tal  lot  de  ral,  (fu 

As  bonnie  lasser  I  hae  seen, 
And  mony  full  as  braw. 

But  for  a  modest  graoefu*  mien 
The  like  I  never  saw. 

Tal  ltd  de  rai,  fft. 

A  bonnie  latu,  I  will  cooftaBp 

Is  pleasant  to  the  ee. 
But  without  some  better  qoalitin 

She's  no  a  la»  for  me. 

Tal  lal  de  ral,  gv. 


But  Nelly's  kiokf  are  blithe  and 
And  what  ia  best  d  a* 

Her  reputation  was  complete^ 
And  fair  without  a  flaw. 

Tal  lal  dc  ral,  ^ 


My  eoggie  in  a  haly  pool, 

Taat  heals  the  wounds  o*  care  and  diBol ; 


She  dresses  aye  sae  ck>an  and  netiv 

Both  decent  and  genteel ; 
And  then  there's  something  in  htr  giit 

Gars  ony  dress  look  weel. 

Tal  hi  de  ral,  ^. 

A  gaudy  dren  and  gentle  air 

May  slightly  toudi  the  heart, 
But  it's  innocence  and  modesty 

That  jKilifcheH  the  dart' 

Tal  lal  de  nd,  jpc 

*Tis  this  in  Nelly  pleases  me, 

*Tis  this  enchauta  my  aoul ; 
For  absolutely  in  my  breast 

She  reigns  without  ctmtroL 
Tal  lal  de  ral,  ^ 

It  must  lie  confened  that  theaa  linai  gift  bo 
indication  of  the  future  genius  of  Bans  ;  bat 
he  hiftiself  ivems  to  have  been  fond  of 
probably  from  the  reooUeetiona  they  csoiled» 


•-1 


80N0& 


HAD  I  A  CAVE. 

Hab  I  t  atvt  on  lome  wild  diatiat  tiiar% 
WImm  tht  windt  howl  to  the  waTca*  dtthiiif  roar, 
Then  would  I  weep  my  woee. 
There  teck  mj  lost  repoee» 
Till  grief  my  eyes  •hould  cloee, 
Nc*er  to  wake  more. 

Ftleeet  of  womankind,  canst  tKon  declare 
All  thy  Ibnd  plighted  vowe — fleeting  as  air  ! 

To  thy  new  lorer  hie, 

Laugh  o*er  thy  perjury, 

Then  in  thy  boeom  try 
What  peace  is  there. 

Compare  this  with  the  old  crambo-cIiok»— 40 
the  same  air— 

Yoo*ji  wdcome  to  Paxton,  jmung  Robia  Adair, 
Your  welcome,  but  asking,  sweet  Robin  Adair. 

How  does  Johnnie  Maekeral  do  ? 

Aye,  and  Luke  Gardener  too? 

Come  love  me  and  never  rue,* 
Robin  Adair. 


HIGHLAND  HARRY. 

Mt  Harry  was  a  gallant  gay ; 

Fu*  statelv  strode  he  on  the  plain  ; 
But  now  he  s  banish'd  far  away, 
rii  nerer  nee  him  back  again. 
Oh,  for  him  back  cufuin. ! 

Oh,  fur  him  back  ayain  ! 
I  ttad  gie  a  KHorkhaspus  land 
Fifr  Highland  Harry  back  again. 

When  a*  the  lave  gae  to  their  bed, 

I  wander  dowie  up  the  glen  ; 
I  sit  me  down,  and  greet  my  flU, 

And  aye  I  wish  him  back  again. 

Ohf  for  him  back  again  !  |re. 

Oh,  were  some  villains  hangit  hie, 

And  ilka  body  had  their  ain, 
Then  I  roicht  see  the  joyfu*  sicht. 

My  Highland  Harry  back  again. 

Oh,  for  him  back  again  I  ^. 

Sad  was  the  day,  and  sad  the  hour, 

He  left  roe  in  his  native  plain. 
And  rush*d  his  much-wronged  prince  to  join ; 

But,  oh  !  he'll  ne*er  come  back  again  i 
Oh,  for  kim  back  again  I  ^. 

Strong  was  my  Harry's  arm  in  war, 
Unmatch*d  in  a'  Culloden*s  plain ; 

But  vengeance  marks  him  for  her  ain— 
rU  never  see  him  back  again.  * 

Ok,  for  Aim  back  again  I  jr. 


•  The  ilrit  thtee  venss  of  this  song,  eaeeptfnf  the 
cboras,  are  by  Bufw.  The  air  to  wbSch  It  is  smc,  is 
the  Hi|{htaBd«^  FtaewaO  to  Inlancl,  with  someallv- 
"       sosfiloiriiw 


HIGHLAND  MART. 


.<* 


Katharine  Ogle.* 

Ye  banks,  and  braes,  and  streams  around 

The  Castle  o*  Montgomery  !* 
Orren  be  your  woods,  and  fair  your  flow*f% 

Your  waters  never  drumlie  ! 
There  simmer  flrst  unfauld  her  robcii 

And  there  they  langcst  tarry ! 
For  there  I  took  the  last  farewcel 

O*  my  sweet  Highland  Alar}*. 

How  sweetly  bIoom*d  the  gay  green  kirk  i 

How  rich  the  hawthorn's  blossom ! 
As,  underneath  their  fragrant  shades 

I  daspM  her  to  my  bMom  ! 
The  golden  hours,  on  angel  wings, 

Flew  o*er  me  and  my  dearie ; 
For  dear  to  me,  as  light  and  life. 

Was  my  sweet  Highland  Mary. 

Wi*  monie  a  vow  and  lock'd  embraeii 

Our  parting  was  fu*  tender  \ 
And,  pledging  aft  to  meet  again. 

We  tore  ourselves  asunder  : 
But,  oh  !  itW  death's  untimely  firoat, 

That  nipt  my  flower  sae  early  ! 
Now  given 's  the  nod,  and  eauld's  the  clayi 

Tkut  wraps  my  Highland  Mary ! 

0  pale,  p:ilc  now,  those  rosy  lips, 

I  aft  hae  kisit'd  sae  fondly ! 
And  clowd  fur  aye  the  ^Mrkling  glance^ 

Ttiat  dwelt  on  me  sae  kindly ; 
And  mould'ring  now  in  silent  dust, 

That  heart  that  lo'ed  me  dearly ! 
But  ftill  within  my  bonom's  core. 

Shall  live  my  Highland  Mar>'. 


HER  FLOWING  LOCKS: 


A  FEAGMEITT. 


Hke  flowing  locks,  the  raven's  wing, 
Adown  her  neck  and  bosom  hing ; 

How  sweet  unto  that  bresst  to  cling. 
And  round  that  neck  entwine  her ! 


Her  lips  are  roses  wat  wi*  dew, 
O,  what  a  feast,  her  bonnie  i 

Her  cheeks  a  mair  celestial  hoe, 
A  crimson  still  diviner. 


•  CoiUMd  House, 
litled  as  above,  on 
prtefor. 


Mauchlinei  but 
of  tbenm 
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/ 
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BURNS'  WORKS. 


HERE'S,  A  BOTTLE  AND  AN  HONEST 

FRIEND. 

Hni*t,  a  bottle  ind  aa  hooctt  friend ! 

WImI  wad  ye  wish  for  mair,  man  } 
Wha  kens,  before  hii  life  may  end, 

4fbat  his  share  may  be  of  carCi  man. 
Then  catch  the  moments  as  they  fly. 

And  uee  them  as  ye  ought,  man :— « 
Bidi«va  me,  happiness  is  shy, 

And  comes  not  ay  when  sought,  man. 


HERE'S  A  HEALTH  TO  THEM 
THAT'S  AWA. 

rATEXOnC — UNFINISHID. 

Hxfti*s  a  health  to  them  that's  awa, 

Hara*s  a  health  to  them  that's  awa ; 

And  wh«  winna  wish  gude  luck  to  our  caase» 

^iay  never  gude  lock  be  their  fa' ! 

It's  gude  to  be  merry  and  wise, 

It*s  gude  to  be  honest  and  true, 

It's  gnde  to  support  Caledonia's  cause, 

Aad  bid*  by  the  buff  and  the  blue. 

Hera's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa, 

Hen's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa ; 

Here's  a  health  to  Chariie,  the  chief  o'  the  dan, 

Altho*  that  his  band  be  sma*. 

May  liberty  meet  wi*  succesi  ! 

May  prudence  protect  her  frac  eril ! 

May  tyrants  and  tyranny  tine  in  the  mist. 

And  wander  their  way  to  the  devil ! 

Hen'a  a  health  to  them  that's  awa, 

Hen*s  a  health  to  them  that's  awa, 

Hera's  a  health  to  Tammie,  the  Norland  laddie, 

That  lives  at  the  lug  of  the  law  ! 

Here's  freedom  to  him  that  wad  read, 

Herals  freedom  to  him  that  wad  write ! 

There'i  nana  ever  fiear'd  that  the  truth  shouM 

be  heard. 
Bat  tliey  wham  the  truth  wouU  i^te. 

Han's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa, 
Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa, 
Hen'a  Chieftain  M'Leod,  a  ChiefUin  worth 

gowd, 
Tlio*  bred  amang  moontaina  o'  snaw ! 


Thou  art  sweet  M  tht  imik  when  kind  loven 

meet, 
And  ioft  as  their  parting  tear,  Jesiia ! 

Although  thou  maun  never  be  mine—-    > 
Although  even  hope  is  denied—  "> 

'Tis  sweeter  for  thee  despairing 

Than  aught  in  the  world  beside,  Jessie ! 

I  moorn  through  the  gay  gaudy  day, 
As  hopelesa  I  muse  on  diy  charms ; 

But  welcome  Uie  dream  o'  sweet  slumber, 
For  then  I  am  lock'd  in  thy  arms,  Jesne  ! 

I  guess  by  the  dear  angel  smile, 

I  guess  by  the  love-rolling  ee ; 
But  why  urge  the  tender  tonfesrion, 

'Gainst  fortune's  fell  cruel  deeree,  Jmm  !* 


HOW  CRUEL  ARE  THE  PARENTS. 

ALTXUCD  FROM  AH  OLD  SVOUSH  SONO. 

3*iMe— "  John  AnderMn  my  ja* 

How  cruel  are  the  parents 

Who  riches  only  prise, 
And  to  the  wealthy  booby. 

Poor  woman  sacrifice. 
Meanwhile  the  hapless  daughter 

Has  but  a  choice  of  strife  ; 
To  shun  a  tyrant  father's  hate, 

Become  a  wretched  wife. 

The  ravening  hawk  pursuing. 

The  trembling  dove  thus  nle^ 
To  shun  impelling  ruin  / 

A  while  her  pinions  tries ; 
'Till  of  escape  despairing. 

No  shelter  or  retreat, 
She  trusts  the  ruthless  falconer, 

And  drops  beneath  his  feet. 


HBRFS  A  HEALTH  TO  ANE  I  LO'E 
DEAR. 

I^i   "  HereTs  a  Health  to  them  thatfs  awa.* 

UamtfB  t  health  to  ane  I  lo'e  dear— 
Hm^ftk«athloaDeIlo'ed«ar2     . 


HOW  LANO  AND  DREARY  IS  THE 
NIGHT. 

Tttii^-"  Cauld  Kail  hi  Aberdeen. 

How  lang  and  dreary  is  the  night, 

When  I  am  frae  my  dearie  ; 
I  restless  lie  frae  e'en  to  morn. 

Though  I  were  ne'er  sae  weary. 

For,  oh,  her  landy  nighti  art  langt 
And,  oA,  her  dreamt  art  etritf 

And^  oh,  h^r  toidow*d  heart  it  tair^ 
ThaVt  ahtentfrat  her  dearit. 


•  Written  upon  Miss  Lewan,  now  Mrs.  ThomsMi. 
of  Dumflncst  a  true  Mend  and  a  great  Ikvourile  of 
ttepoet,  and,  at  his  death,  oneef  tki 
tlliBM  BiMill  (tf  his  aflUsted  widn». 


fiOlfOS. 


soi: 


When  I  dunk  on  ttie  ligKtsoiBe  diyt 
I  spent  wi*  thee,  my  dearie ; 

And  now  what  seas  between  us  rotr. 
How  can  I  but  be  eerie  ? 
For,  ohf  §*c. 

How  slow  ye  more,  ye  heary  houn  ; 

The  joyless  day  how  dreary  ! 
It  wasna  sae  ye  glinted  by, 

When  I  was  wi'  my  dearie. 
For,  oh,  Sfc. 


I  AM  A  SON  OF  MARS. 
Twif— "  Soldiei'i  Joy.- 

I  AM  a  son  of  Mars  who  have  been  in  many 

wars. 
And  ^how  my  cuts  and  scars  wherever  I  come ; 
Tins  here  was  for  a  wench,  and  that  other  in  a 

trench, 
When  welcoming  the  French  at  the  sound  of 

the  drum. 

Led  de  dattdU,  ^. 

My    'prenticeship    I    put    where   my   leader 

breith'd  his  ld«t. 
When  the  bloo<ly  die  wa%  cast  on  the  heights  of 

Abram ; 
I  served  out  ray  trade  f^hen  the  gallant  game 

was  play*d, 
And  the  Muro  low  was  laid  at  the  sound  of  the 

drum. 

Xa/  de  daudlc,  $*c. 

I  lastly  was  with  Curtis,  among  tiie  floating 

batt'ries, 
And  there  I  left  for  witness  an  arm  and  a  limb^; 
Yet  let  my  country  need  me,   with  Elliot  to 

head  me, 
Td  clatter  my  stumps  at  the  sound  of  the  drum. 
JxU  de  dandle,  ^c 

And  now  tho'  I  must  beg  with  a  wooden  arm 

and  leg. 
And  many  a  tatter'd  rag  hanging  over  my  bum, 
I*m  aa  happy  with  my  wallet,  my  bottl«  and  my 

callet. 
As  when  I  us*d  in  scarlet  to  follow  a  dram. 
Iial  de  ^udU,  ^ 

What  tho*  with  hoary  Ibcka,  I  must  atand  the 

winter  shocks, 
Beneath  the  woods  and  rocks  of^  limn  for  a 

home, 
When  the  tother  bag  I  sell,  and  the  tother 

bottle  tell, 
I  could  meet  a  troop  of  hell  at  the  loiiiid  ot  the 

drum. 

LtUdidoMdh,  fft. 


I  DREABTD  I  LAV  WRERS  TLOWBRS 
WERE  8PRINQINO. 

Thesk  two  atanxas  I  compoeed  when  I  wtf 
seventeen,  and  are  among  the  oldeat  of  my  prial- 
ed  pieces. 

I  DRKAM*D  I  lay  where  flowen  were  aprisgiag» 

Gaily  in  the  sunny  beam ; 
List'ning  to  the  wild  Inrds  einging, 

By  a  falling,  crystal  stream  : 
Straight  the  sky  grew  black  and  darinf ; 

Thro*  the  woods  the  whirlwinda  raYt  | 
Trees  with  aged  arms  were  warring^ 

0*er  the  swelling,  drumlie  wave. 

Such  was  my  life's  deceitful  moraing, 

Such  the  pleasures  I  enjoy'd  ; 
But  lang  or  noon,  loud  tempesti  etonttUift 

A*  my  flow'r}'  bli«  destroy'd. 
Tho*  fickle  fortune  has  deceiv'd  me, 

She  promis'd  fair,  and  perform*d  bat  ill ; 
Of  niooy  a  joy  and  hope  bereav'd  me, 

1  bear  a  heart  shall  support  me  atill. 


I'LL  AYE  CA*  IN  BY  YON  TOUN. 
Tune""  111  gang  nae  mair  to  yea  tamtu* 

Vu.  aye  ca*  in  -by  yon  toun. 

And  by  yon  garden  green  again ; 

V\\  aye  ca*  in  by  yon  toun. 
And  see  my  bonnie  Jean  again. 


Therc*s  nioc  shall  ken,  there*8  nane  shall 
What  brings  me  bark  the  gate  again, 

But  she,  my  fairest  faithfu*  lass  ; 
And  ^tonlius  we  shall  meet  again. 

She*ll  wander  by  the  aiken  tree, 

When  tr)'stin  time  draws  near  again ; 

And  when  her  lovely  form  I  aee, 
O  haith,  she*s  doubly  dear  again. 

1*11  aye  ca*  in  by  yon  toun. 

And  by  yon  garden  green  again ; 

ril  aye  ca*  in  by  yon  toun. 
And  see  my  bonnie  Jean  again. 


FM  O'ER  YOUNG  TO  MARRY  YET. 

Thb  chorus  is  old  :— the  test  of  it,  rack  it  tl 

is,  IS  mine. 

Vu  my  mammy's  ae  bairn, 

Wi*  unco  folk,  I  weary.  Sir ; 
And  lying  in  a  man's  bed, 

I*m  fley'd  wad  mak  me  irle^  Sir. 
/'m  o*er  young,  JTm  o'er  yonv* 
Tm  o*$r  young  to  wmnyptif 


BURNS'^WORKS. 


Ai  i^tf  yom^i  twnd  Urn  tin 
To  tak  wmfrag  mp  mamatjf  yet 


Meome  and  gaoe^ 
TIm  aigliti  are  Ung  in  winter,  Sir ; 
Aad  fM  and  I  in  ae  bed, 

Im  trawth  I  darena  rentare,  Sir. 
Tm  o'er  youmg,  |re. 

Iff  Binnie  coft  roe  a  new  gown, 
TW  luric  maun  hae  the  gracing  o*t ; 

War  I  to  lie  wi'  yon,  kind  Sir, 
Vm  fcar'd  ye*d  spoil  the  lacing  o*t. 
Tm  o*er  young,  ^. 

W  lottd  and  thrill  the  frtmty  wind 
Bkwa  thro*  tht  leafleie  timmer.  Sir ; 

Bm  fhoold  ye  coma  this  gate  again, 
rn  nddtr  be  gin  timmer.  Sir. 
Pm  o*er  young,  ^ 


R  18  NA,  JEAN,  THY  BONNIE  FACE. 


TttBtB  were  originally  English 
their  Scotch  drest. 


rertes:— I 


Ir  ii  na,  Jean,  thjr  bonnie  face» 

Nor  ihape  that  I  admire, 
Ahbo*  thjr  beauty  and  thy  graot 

Might  weel  awank  desire. 
SooMfthing  in  ilka  part  o*  thco 

To  praise^  to  knrc,  I  6nd ; 
Bat  dttr  at  it  thy  form  to  me^ 

Still  dearer  it  thy  mind. 

Naa  mair  lingen'rout  with  I  hac^ 

Nor  ttronger  in  my  breatt. 
Hum,  if  I  canna  roak  thee  tae. 

At  least  to  tee  thee  Uett. 
Gbntent  am  I,  if  hnven  thall  giva 

B«t  happincat  to  thee  t 

at  wi*  thee  I*d  with  to  lirei 

For  thee  Fd  bear  to  die. 


JAMIE,  COBiE  TRY  BfE. 

Jamix,  eoma  try  roc^ 
Jamie,  come  try  me ; 
If  y«  wad  win  my  knre^ 
Gao  ye  na  try  me  ? 
If  ye  thoold  atk  mr  lon^ 
Could  I  deny  thee  f 
If  ye  wad  win  my  lore, 
Jamie,  come  try  me. 

My  heart  leaps  light,  my  lovf^ 
When  ye  come  nigh  me ; 
If  I  had  wings,  my  loY«f 
na  r<i  fl/  thee. 


Ifye  wad  woomt^  lofi^ 
Wha  can  aapy  thee  ? 
Vm  fiu*  aboon  fortuae^  ]at%f 
When  lam  by  thee. 

I  come  from  my  chamber 
When  tbe  moon*t  glowing ; 
I  walk  by  the  ttreaaalct 
*Mang  the  broom  flowing. 
The  bright  moon  and  ttar% 
None  elte  eqiy  me ; 
And  if  ye  wad  win  my  knr^ 
Jamie,  come  try  me. 


JOCKIE*S  TA*£N  THE  PARTINQ  KI8& 

JocKiE*t  ta*en  the  parting  kiti, 

Ower  the  mountaint  he  it  gane ; 
And  with  him  it  a*  my  blita ; 

Nought  but  griefii  wi*  me  remain. 
Spare  my  lore,  ye  wiodt  that  blaw, 

Plathy  ileett,  and  heating  rain ! 
Spare  my  bve,  thou  featheij  tnaw, 

Drifting  o'er  the  froien  plain  ! 

When  the  shadet  of  evening  creep 

Ower  the  day't  £ur  gladtome  ca^ 
Sound  and  tafely  may  he  tleep, 

Sweetlv  blythe  hit  waukening  be ! 
He  will  think  on  her  he  loret. 

Fondly  he*ll  repeat  her  name ; 
For,  where*er  he  dittant  roret, 

Jockie*t  heart  it  ttill  at  hame. 


JOHN  BARLEYCORN.  • 

A  BALLAD. 

Tusax  were  three  kingt  into  the  eatt. 
Three  kingt  both  great  and  high, 

An*  they  hae  twom  a  tolemn  oath 
John  Barlej'com  should  die. 


They  took  a  pkiugh  and  plongh*d 
Put  clodi  upon  hit  head. 

And  they  hae  tworn  a  tolemn  oath 
John  Barleycorn  was  dead. 


But  the  cheerful  tpring  cama  kiodlj  «^ 

And  thow'rt  began  to  fidl ; 
John  Barleycorn  got  op  again. 

And  sore  tarprit'd  diem  aU. 


The  tultry  rant  of  summer  cama^ 
And  he  grew  thick  and  ttroog , 

Hit  head  weel  arm*d  wi'  pointed  i 
That  no  one  thonld  him  wroof  • 


•  This  Is  Mitly 
fOQf  kaowB  oy  tSw 


eomposadon  Ibe  pta  if  fB44 
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Wlm  he  grtir  waa  and  pd« ; 
fiit  bendinf  jointi  and  droopiiif  Inad 
Show*d  Iw  heguk  to  fail. 

Oil  colour  ticken'd  more  and  more, 

He  fiuled  into  age ; 
And  then  hit  enemies  began  « 

To  ihow  their  deadly  rage. 

They*Te  ta*en  a  weapon  long  and  iharm 

And  cut  him  by  the  knee ; 
Then  ty'd  him  fast  il^n  a  cart, 

Like  a  rogue  for  forget  ie. 

They  laid  him  down  upon  his  back, 

iAdA  cudgeU*d  him  full  sore ; 
They  hung  him  up  before  the  storm, 

And  tum*d  him  o*er  and  o*er. 

*  • 

They  filled  up  a  darksome  pit 

With  water  to  the  brim, 
They  heaved  in  John  Barleycorn, 

There  let  him  sink  or  swim. 

They  laid  him  out  upon  the  floor. 

To  work  him  forther  woe, 
Aud  still  as  signs  of  life  appeared. 

They  tossed  him  to  and  no. 

They  wasted  o*er  a  scorching  flame^ 

The  marrow  of  his  bones ; 
But  a  miller  used  him  worst  of  all. 

For  he  cruah*d  him  between  two  stones. 

And  they  hae  ta*en  his  very  heart's  blood 
And  drank  it  round  and  round ; 

And  still  the  more  and  more  they  drank, 
Their  joy  did  more  abound. 

John  Barle}'com  was  i^hero  bold, 

Of  noble  enterprise. 
For  if  you  do  but  taste  his  blood, 

*Twill  make  your  courage  rise» 

*Twill  make  a  man  forget  his  woe ; 

*Twill  heiglym  all  his  joy : 
*Twill  make  the  widow's  heart  to  siag, 

Tho*  the  tear  were  in  her  eye. 

Then  let  us  toast  John  Barleycorn, 

Each  man  a  glass  in  hand ; 
And  may  his  great  posterity 

Ne*er  frU  in  oU  Scotland ! 


JOHN  ANDERSON,  MY  JO,  IMPROVED. 

JoRX  ANDtmsoy,  my  jo,  John,  I  woodtr  what 

you  mean, 
To  riae  so  aooo  in  the  nandag,  and  lit  «p  w 


Tc*U  Umr  Ml  a*  mr  mnHi  Joh%  tad  vkf 

should  yon  do  to. 
Gang  sooner  to  your  bed  at  e'en,  John  h  nihrwi^ 
my  jo. 

John  Anderson,  my  jo,  John,  when  natart  finl 

began 
To  try  her  canny  hand,  John,  her  maatcr'^work 

was  man ; 
And  you  amang  them  a*,  John,  saa  trig  frta 

tap  to  toe, 
She  proved  to  be  nae  journey-work,  John  A»« 

derson,  my  jo. 

John  Anderson,  my  jo,  John,  ye  were  my  finl 

conceit. 
And  ye  na  t^nk  it  strange,  John,  tho*  I  m*  yt 

trim  and  neat ; 
Tho*  aome  folk  say  ye*re  auld,  John,  I  mtw 

think  ye  so. 
But  I  think  ye*re  ave  the  same  to  me^  John  A»« 

derson,  my  jo. 


John  Anderson,  my  jo,  John,  we*ve 

baima*  bairns^ 
And  yet,  my  dear  Jolin  Andcrsoo,  rm  kifpf 

in  your  arms, 
And  aae  are  ye  in  mine,  John— Taa  anrt  ya*]l 

ne'er  say  no, 
Tho*  the  days  are  gane,  that  wt  htTt  nc%  Johm 

Anderson,  my  jo. 

John  Anderson,   my  jo,  John,  what  plMiww 

does  it  gie 
To  see  soe  mony  sprouts,  John,  spring  vp  *twwB 

you  and  me. 
And  ilka  lad  and  lass,  John,  in  our  ibotrtapa  to  g% 
Makes  perfect  heaven  here  on  earth,  Jcdin  A»» 

derson,  my  jo. 

John  Anderson,  my  jo,  John,  when  wt  wan 

first  acquaint. 
Your  locks  were  Kke  the  rmfOH  ymir  boonii 

brow  was  brent. 
But  now  your  head's  tumad  bald,  John,  ytor 

locks  are  like  the  anew. 
Yet  blessings  on  your  frosty  pow,  John  tinim 

son,  my  jo. 

John  AnderMm,  my  jo,  John,  fraa  yiar  to  ywr 
we've  put. 

And  soon  that  year  maun  eooe,  John,  wiS 
bring  us  to  our  laat : 

But  let  nae  that  affright  us,  John,  onr  haarti 
were  ne'er  our  foe, 

While  in  innocent  delight  we  lived,  John  An- 
derson, my  jo. , 

John  Anderson,  my  jo,  John,  wt  tlam  the  kil 

thegithcr. 
And  mony  a  canty  day,  John,  wt'ft  had  W| 

aneanitherj 


BURNS"  WORKS. 


JImT  w»  nuim  totter  down,  JoKn,  but  hand  ia 
tiaDd  we*ll  go, 
««*11  sitep  tbegithtr  at  tb«  foot,  John 
deraOD,  my  jo. 


LA8T  MAY  A  BRAW  WOOER. 


The  Lothian  Laide.'' 


Mtj  a  hrtivr  wooer  cam*  down  the  lang 
glen, 

And  aair  wi'  his  love  he  did  (leave  me  ; 
I  laid  there  wai  naetbing  I  hated  like  mea  : 
Xh»  deuce  gae  wi*  him  to  believe  me»  believe 

me, 
Tilt  deuce  gae  wi*  him  to  believe  me  ! 

lb  i^ak*  0*  the  darts  o*  my  bonnie  bhck  een, 
And  vow'd  for  my  love  he  wim  deein*. 

llakflM  micht  dee  when  hf  lilct'd  lor  Jean  ; 
The  guid  forgi'e  me  for  ieein',  for  Keia*, 
Tlie  guid  forgi'e  me  tor  iecin'  ! 

A  wad-atockit  mailin*,  himsell  for  the  laird. 
Aid  marriage  aff-hand,  were  his  proffer. 

1  Mrtr  loot  on  that  I  kenn'd  it  or  cared  ; 
Batthocht  I  might  hue  a  waur  offer,  waur 

offer, 
BttI  dwoght  I  might  hae  a  waur  offer. 

Baty  what  wad  ye  think,  in  a  fortnicht  or  less, — 
Tht  deU*a  in  his  ta»te  to  gang  near  her  ! — 

Be  vp  the  lang  loan  to  my  black  cousin  Bess — 
QiMM  ye  how,  the  jaud  !  I  could  bear  her, 

could  bear  her, 
GKupa  ye  how,  the  jaud  !  I  could  bear  her ! 

^ut  a*  the  neist  week,  a%  I  fretted  wi'  care, 
I  gaad  to  the  tryst  o*  Dalgarnock ; 

Aad  wha  but  my  braw  fickle  wooer  was  there  ? 
Wka  glowr'd  aa  he  had  seen  a  warlock,  a 

warlock, 
y0hM  gloWr'd  as  ha  had  aeen  a  warlock. 

^1  o#tr  my  left  ahouther  I  gi*ed  him  a  blink, 
Leat  neebors  micht  aay  I  waa  saucy  ; 

My  tmotr  he  caper*d  aa  he*d  been  in  drink. 
And  vow'd  I  was  hia  dear  lassie,  dear  lassie, 
And  vow'd  I  was  his  dear  lassie. 

t  ijteirM  for  my  cousin,  fou  couthie  and  aweet, 

Gin  ahe  had  recover'd  her  hearin*  ? 
And  how  my  auld  shoon  fitted  her  shauchled 
fcet?» 
Oude  sauf  us!  how  he  fell  a-swearin*,  a- 

awearin', 
Cttde  sauf  us !  how  he  fell  a-swearin*. 


Ha  begged,  for  gudesake  !  I  wad  be  hif 
Or  else  I  wad  kill'  him  wi*  sorrow  j 

Sae,  e'en  to  preserve  the  puir  body  in  fiH^ 
I  think  I  maun  wed  him  to-morrow, 

row, 
I  think  I  maun  wed  him  to-morroir. 


LASSIE  WI*  THE  LINT-WHITE  LOCKS. 
Tune—*'  Rothiemurdius'  Rant* 

Lassie  wV  the  lint  white  locks, 

Bonnie  laisie,  artiest  lassie, 
Wilt  thou  wi*  me  tend  the  flocks  9 

Wilt  thou  be  my  dearie,  O  9 

Now  Nature  cleads  the  flowery  lea, 
And  a'  is  young  and  sweet  like  thee, 
O,  wilt  thou  share  its  joys  wi*  me. 
And  say  thou'lt  be  my  dearie,  O? 
Lassie  un\  9^. 

And  when  the  welcome  aimmer  ehower 
Has  cheer'd  ilk  drooping  little  flower, 
We'll  to  the  breathing  woodbine  bowtr. 
At  sultry  noon,  my  dearie,  O. 
Lassie  toi,  ^c. 

When  Cynthia  lights,  \^  silver  ray. 
The  weary  shearer's  hameward  way, 
Through  yellow- waving  fields  we*Il  «trty» 
And  talk  o'  love,  my  dearie,  O. 
Lassie,  wi*,  ^c. 

And  when  the  howling  wintry  blast 
Disturbs  my  lassie's  midnignt  rest. 
Enclasped  to  my  faithful  breast, 
I'll  comfort  thee,  my  dearie,  O. 
Lassie,  wV,  Sfc» 


.  •  to  SooUand,  when  a  cast-off  lover  pays  his  ad. 
AfiMilo  a  new  mistress,  that  new  mistrets  Is  said  to 
liava  fpt  tba  auld  shoon  (old  shoes)  of  the  former  one. 
»tM  metaphor  is  inade  to  carry  an  extremely  li> 
,  atthe  dumslnassof  tba  near  mistxaH^ 


LAY  THY  LOOP  IN  MINE,  LASS 

Tune^**  O  lay  the  loof  bi  minc^  lasa.* 

O  LAY  thy  loof  in  mine,  lass, 
In  mine,  Iom,  in  mine,  lass; 
And  swear  on  thy  white  hand,  lasa, 
That  thou  wilt  be  my  ain. 

A  slave  to  love's  unbounded  sway. 
He  aft  has  wrought  me  muckle  wat ; 
But  now  he  is  my  deadly  fae, 
Unless  thou  be  my  ain. 

There's  mony  a  lass  has  broke  my  rest. 
That  for  a  blink  I  hae  lo'ed  best ; 
But  thou  art  queen  within  my  brearty 
For  ever  to  rtauun. 


1 


SONGS. 


SM 


LET  NOT  WOMAN  E^EU  C63IPLAIN. 
T^Mt'-^'  Dunein  Gray.* 

Lit  not  woman  e*er  complaiii 

Of  incoDstancy  in  love ; 
Let  not  woman  e'er  complaloy 
•Fickle  man  is  apt  to  rove. 

Look  abroad  through  nature's  range, 
Nature's  mighty  law  is  change ; 
Lailics,  wouM  it  not  be  strange, 

Man  aliould,  then,  a  monster  prove  ? 

Blark  the  winds,  and  mark  the  skies ; 

Ocean's  ebl»i  and  occan'n  fluw. 
Sun  ami  moon  but  mrt  to  rise  ; 

Round  and  round  the  seasons  ga 

Why,  tlten,  ask  of  silly  man, 
To  op|M>se  great  nature's  plan  ? 
We'll  be  constant  while  we  can*  ^ 

You  can  be  no  more,  you  knoir* 


LONG,  LONG  THE  NIGHT. 
Tksf— "  Ayt  wfcklnV 

ItOnffy  long  the  ntfffit, 

Heavy  comes  the  morrotep 

While  my  »ohCs  delight^ 
It  on  her  bed  0/ tor  row* 

Cam  I  cease  to  care, 

Cao  I  cease  to  languish. 
While  my  darling  fair 

Is  on  the  much  of  anguish  ?. 
Xtong,  5*c* 

Every  hope  is  fled. 

Every  fear  w  terror  : 
Slumber  e'en  1  dread. 

Every  dream  is  horror. 
Long,  ^. 

Hear  me,  pow'rs  divine ! 

Ob,  in  pity  hear  me  ! 
Take  aught  elw  of  mine, 

But  my  Chloris  »pare  mc ! 


LOGAN  BRAE9. 
Tune^**  Logan  Water." 

0,  Logan  sweeetly  didst  thou  glide^ 
That  day  I  was  my  Willie's  bride  { 
And  years  sinsyne  hae  o'er  us  run, 
Like  Logan  to  the  simmer  sun. 
But  now  the  flowery  banks  appear 
Like  drumlie  winter,  dark  an  drear, 
While  my  dev  bid  maun  face  his  fadb 
Ftf,  iufamm$$ad  hofm  !""»§• 


Again  the  merry  month  o*  May, 

lias  made  our  hills  and  valleys  giy} 

The  birds  lejoice  in  leafy  boweis, 

The  l)ees  hum  round  the  breathing  flowcnt 

niythe  morning  lifts  hit  rosy  eye, 

And  evening's  teara  are  teara  of  joy : 

My  soul,  delightlevs,  a'  surveys, 

While  Willie's  far  frac  Logan  braei. 

Within  yon  milk-white  hawthorn  Inislit 
Ainang  her  nestlings  sits  the  thrush  : 
Her  faithfu*  mate  will  share  her  toilf 
Or  wi*  his  song  her  carce  beguile ; 
Hut  I,  wi*  my  sweet  nurslings  bert, 
Nae  mate  to  help,  nac  mate  to  cheer, 
P.iK^  widowM  nights  and  joyless  dayi^ 
While  Willie's  for  frae  Lo^an  broM. 

O  wae  upon  you,  men  o*  state, 
That  brethren  rouse  to  deadly  hate ! 
As  ye  make  mony  a  fund  heart  moura. 
Sue  may  it  on  your  heads  return  ! 
How  can  your  flinty  hearts  enjoy, 
The  widow's  tears,  the  orphan's  cry  ;* 
Hut  soon  may  peace  bring  happy  dayi, 
And  Willie,  hamt  to  Logan  bract  i 


LORD  GREGORY. 

Oh,  mirk,  mirk  is  this  midnight  howv 
And  loud  the  tempests  roar ; 

A  waefu'  wanderer  seeks  thy  towcr» 
Lord  Gregoiy,  ope  thy  door  1 

An  exile  frae  her  father's  ha% 

And  a*  for  loving  thee; 
At  least  some  pity  on  me  shaw. 

If  love  it  may  na  be. 


Lord  Gregory,  mind'st  thoa  not  the 

Hy  Imnnie  Irvine  side. 
Where  first  I  own'd  that  vir]gia  lovf 

I  laiig  long  had  denied  ? 

How  aflen  didst  thou  pledge  the  von 
Thou  wad  for  ave  be  mine  ! 

And  uiy  fond  heart,  it>ell  sae  trWf 
It  ne'er  mistrukted  thine. 

Hard  is  thy  heart,  Lord  Gregoijy 

And  flinty  is  thy  breast ! 
Thou  dart  of  heaven  that  flashes  bff 

Ob,  wilt  thou  give  me  rest ! 

Ye  mustering  thunders  from  aborc^ 
Your  wilUog  victim  tee ; 

•  Originally, 


**  Ye  mind  na  'rold  yottr  eruel  Jojr^ 
*'  Ibe  widow's  tears,  ths  ur|i|i4.''  s  «|1«* 
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no 


BORNr  WOftES. 


Brtjptra  tab  jfttiom  wj  ftkt  lovi 
viwfi  to  hmnrn  tad  ■•  1* 


LINES  ON  LORD  DAEB. 

Tmu  vol  yi  all  whom  it  conoera^ 
If  lUiyflMr  Robb,  alias  Burns, 

October  twenty-third, 
A  M*cr-to-be-ibrgott«n  day, 
8m  hr  I  spnickl«i  f  np  the  brae, 

I  dmner*d  wi*  a  Lord. 

Fft  htm  at  drunken  writen*  \  feasts, 
Naji  been  Utch  fbu  *mang  godly  priest^ 

Wi*  rev*renre  be  it  spoken  ; 
I*ft  em  join'd  the  honour'd  jorum, 
yfhm  imgbty  Squireships  of  the  quorum, 

Tmu  bydra  drouth  did  sloken. 

Bst  wi*  t  Lord— stand  out  my  shin, 
A  Lard    a  Peer — an  Earrs  son. 

Up  higher  yet  my  bonnet ; 
Att'  MO  a  Lord — lang  Scotch  ells  twa, 
Our  pavaga  be  o*erIooks  them  a' 

Aa  I  look  o'er  a  sonnet 

But  O  &r  Hogarth*s  magic  power ! 
To  ibow  Sir  Bardy*s  willyart  glowr,$ 

And  bow  he  stared  and  staromer*d, 
Vlhtn  goavan  |  as  if  led  wi*  branks,^ 
An*  itBFy*  on  his  ploughman  shanks, 

He  in  the  parlour  hammer*d. 


I  MdliBC  shdter*d  in  a  nook. 
An'  at  MS  Lordship  steal*!  a  look, 

Like  some  portentous  omen ; 
Sieipl  good  aense  and  social  glee. 
An*  (what  surprised  me)  modesty, 

I  marked  nought  uncommon. 

I  waftdh'd  the  symptoms  o*  the  Great, 
The  gentle  pride,  the  lordly  state 

The  arrogant  assuming ; 
The  fient  a  pr^e,  nae  pride  had  he. 
Nor  HBoei  nor  state  that  I  could  see, 

Ifair  than  an  honest  ploughman. 

Then  from  bii  Lordship  I  shall  leam, 
Heneefertn  to  meet  with  unconcern, 

One  rank  as  well's  another ; 
Nae  komut  worthy  man  need  care, 
To  meet  with  noble  youthful  Dabe, 

For  he  but  meets  a  brother. 

Thmt  tinea  will  be  read  with  no  common  in- 
by  all  who  remember  the  unaffected  aim- 


tBefcyafappiMinB^  flw 
nance  and  manMrs,  and  the 

of  heart,  efBoiil,  Levi  Dnt* 
bfotfaerofhiswhob  MEarfoTWkfak, 

D  well  known  M  the  adroeate  of 
tary  cmigratioo,  and  who  nttU  te 
upon  the  Red  BItv. 


MACPHERSON'S  FAREWELL. 


Tu» 


jt* 


FAaxwBXL,  ye  prisons  dark  and 

The  wretch's  destinie ! 
Mscpherson's  time  will  not  be  long 
On  yonder  gallows  tree ! 

S<u  rantingfy,  so«  wmUomlih 

Sat  damttmljf  gaitd  ha. 
He  pla^d  a  aprimg,  and 
Aniath  the  gaUowt  tree  / 

Oh,  what  is  death,  but  parting  bcaatli? 

On  mony  a  bluidy  plain 
I've  daur*d  his  Uee,  and  in  this  pliee 

I  scorn  him  yet  again. 

Sat  nmtin^Pf  4^. 

Untie  theee  bands  firae  aff  my  hapdl^ 
And  bring  to  me  my  sword ; 

And  there's  nae  man  in  a*  Sco^and 
But  rn  brave  him  at  a  word. 
Sat  nuiiinglp,  ^ 

I've  lived  a  life  of  sturt  and  strife ; 

I  die  by  treacherie : 
It  burns  my  heart  I  must  depart 

And  not  avenged  be. 

iSae  rantin^g,  ^ 


Now  fereweil,  light,  thou 
And  all  braeath  the  sky  I 

May  coward  shame  distaia  his 
The  wretch  that  dares  not 
Sae  raiUinflf,  ^. 


Wgh^ 


MARIA'S  DWELLma 
The  last  time  I  earn  oTisr  the 


o  TMb  soog  was  compoMd  upon  the  suUeet  of  the 
Mlli^nowB  and  very  beautiful  ballad,  entitled  •<  The 
ran.'' 

±  Attorneys, 
stare.  S  WaUUi^  stupidly. 


^oTLochi 


Fa  Kx WILL  thou  stream  that  winding 

Around  Maria's  dwdling ! 
Ah  cruel  mem'iy !  spars  the  throaa 

Within  my  boeom  swelling : 
Condemn 'd  to  drag  a  hopdcsa  ehaia» 

And  still  in  secret  l^ng^jali  * 
To  feel  a  6re  in  ev'iy  vein. 

Yet  dare  not  qMck  my  angniih. 


The  wretch  of  love^ 
I  feiA  m^  criat  woild  «9Vir  i 


SOXGS. 


til 


tV  Witulf  dlgli,  ck*  ttttwtatiaf  groia 

Btftnj  Um  liopden  lovtr. 
I  kaoir  my  doom  mmt  be  doptir. 

Thou  wilt,  nor  eaatt  raUero  me ; 
Bat  oh,  Mark,  hear  one  prajrer, 

For  pity's  lake  forgive  mOi 

The  moiie  of  thy  tongoe  I  heard. 

Nor  wiet  while  it  eiialav*d  me ; 
I  saw  thine  eyee,  yet  nothing  fiear'd. 

Till  lieart  no  more  had  laTed  me. 
The  unwary  sailor  thus  aghast. 

The  wlwding  torrent  viewing ; 
Ttfid  circling  horrors  yields  at  last 

To  overwhelmii^  ruin. 


To  thee  my  £itiey  took  its  wing— • 
I  sat,  but  neither  heard  nor  saw. 

Though  this  was  £ur,  and  that  was  brawy 
And  you  the  toast  o*  a'  the  town, 

I  sif^h'd,  and  said  amaog  them  a*. 
Ye  are  na  Mar}*  Morison. 

O,  Mary,  canst  thou  wreck  his  peace, 

Wha  for  thy  sake  wad  gladly  dee  ? 
Or  canst  thou  break  that  heart  of  his» 

Whaae  only  iaut  is  loving  thee  ? 
If  love  for  love  thou  wilt  na  gie. 

At  least  be  pity  to  me  shown ; 
A  thocht  ungentle  canna  be 

The  thocht  of  Mary  Morison. 


MARK  YONDER  POBfP. 
Twtt^'  DsU  tak!  Owwais.* 

Makk  yonder  pomp  of  coatly  fashion, 
Round  the  wealthy,  titled  bride : 

But  when  compared  with  real  paaaioBy 
Poor  is  all  that  princdy  pride. 
What  are  their  ahowy  treasures  ? 
What  are  their  noisy  pleasures  ? 

The  gay,  gaudy  glare  of  vanity  and  art. 
Tht  poUsh'd  jewd*s  hiaatt 
May  draw  the  wond*ring  gai% 
And  courtly  grandeur  bn^t. 
The  foncy  may  delight. 

But  never,  never  can  come  near  tht  heart. 


But  did  yon  see  my  detiwt  Chloris, 

In  simplicity*i  array ; 
Lovely  as  yonder  sweet  opening  flowtr  i% 

Shrinking  from  tht  gne  of  day. 

O  then  the  heart  alarming. 

And  all  lesistless  charming, 
In  Love's  ddvhtful  fettera  aba.  ehaiaa  the  wil< 
ling  soul! 

Ambition  would  disown 

The  world's  imperial  crowB* 

Even  Av'riee  wonkl  daay 

His  worshipp*d  deity. 
And  M  thfo  eivcry  vein  Lofve'a  nfCoifS  rolL 


MARY  MORISON. 
"BideyeyeL" 


O,  Manr,  at  thy  window  be ; 

It  is  the  wished,  the  trysted  hoor : 
Thoee  smiles  and  glances  let  me  ace 

That  make  the  miser's  treasure  poor. 
How  Uythcly  wad  I  byde  the  stonrc^ 

A  weary  slave  ftae  sun  to  son. 
Could  I  the  rich  reward  secure. 

The  knrdy  fiiary  Bforison ! 

YwtKan,  when  to  the  itanted  atriiig  * 


MEQ  O'  THE  MILL. 
"  O  bonnie  Ian,  will  you  lie  In  abamslL" 

O,  KER  ye  what  Meg  o*  the  Mill  has  gotten. 
An*  ken  ye  what  Meg  o*  the  Mill  has  gotten  f 
She  has  gotten  a  coof  wi'  a  dant  o'  siller. 
And  broken  the  heart  o*  the  barley  miller. 

The  miller  was  strappin*,  the  miller  was  mddy} 
A  heart  like  a  kird,  and  a  hue  like  a  lady : 
The  laird  was  a  wuddiefu'  Ueerit  knurl ; 
She's  left  the  guid  £iUow,  and  U'cn  the  dindL  ! 

The  miller  be  hecht  her  a  heart  leal  and  loriag t 
The  lainl  did  address  her  wi'  matter  mair  waom 

ving ; 
A  6De  pacing-horse  wi*  a  clear-chain'd  bridl% 
A  whip  by  her  side,  und  a  bonny  side-aaddla* 

O  wae  on  the  siller,  it's  sae  prevailing ; 
And  wae  on  the  love  that'a  fix'd  on  a  maifia*  I 
A  tocher's  nae  word  in  a  true  tover'a  pailaii 
But,  Gie  me  my  love,  and  a  fig  for  the  warl  1 , 


MUSING  ON  THE  ROARING  OCEAN. 


I  cox POsxD  these  verses 
to  a  Bfrs.  M'Lachlan, 
ficer  in  the  East  Indies. 


out  ot  compli 
hnsbaad  is 


Tune^"  Drumion  Dnbb.* 

Mnaivo  on  the  roaring  ocean. 
Which  divides  my  love  and  me ; 

Wearying  heaven  in  warm  devotioOf 
For  his  weal  where'er  he  be. 

Hope  and  fear's  alternate  billow 
Yielding  late  to  nature'a  law, 

Whispring  spirits  round  my  pillow^ 
Talk  of  him  that'a  for  awt. 

Yt  whom  Borrow  *mw  wottBded^ 
Yf  who  mvfr  iM  ft  totf. 


tit 


BURMS*  WORKS. 


GwMiiitroublcd,  joy-rarrAonded, 
Qtaadj  day  to  you  is  dear. 

Gtatle  night,  do  thoa  befriend  mc» 
Donmy  sleep  the  cgrtain  draw  { 

Spiriti  lund,  again  attend  me, 
T^  of  hiin  that's  far  awa ! 


MY  BONNIE  MARY. 

Tni  air  is  Oswald*! ;  the  first  hilf^taosa 
-of  tbt  toof  is  old,  the  rett  mine,  * 

Oo  ftcdi  to  me  a  pint  o'  wine, 

An*  fin  it  in  a  silver  ta»sie ; 
Tbak  I  may  drink  befiire  I  go, 

A  Mrriee  to  my  bonnie  lassie  ; 
Tte  bwl  focki  at  the  pier  o*  Leith ; 

W  Ipnd  tbt  wind  blaws  frae  the  ferry ; 
T^  ihip  rid«i  by  the  Berwick-law, 

And  1  wuMa  lea*e  my  Uonuie  jl^lary. 

Ybt  if— ptls  sound,  the  banners  fly, 

Tht  giitlfring  spears  are  ranked  ready ; 
Ybt  ihMll  o*  war  are  heard  afar, 

.  Ths  Wttb  eloB«  thick  and  bloody  i 
Bgt  itVaot  the  roar  o*  sea  or  sboie 

Wad  mike  me  langer  wish  to  tarry  ; 
Kir  iktato  o*  war  that's  heard  afar, 
,   ll^  ktifiB$  tiiMi  my  bonnie  Maiy. 


MT  BBARrS  IN  THE  HIGHLANDS. 
Xf  tartfff  ia  the  Highlands,  my  heart  is  not 


My  iMtft^i  in  the  Highlands  a-chaaing  the  deer ; 
A-duHOf  the  wild  deer,  and  following  the  roe, 
My  Imiit  s  in  the  Highlands  wherever  I  go. 
FwViU  to  th«    Highlands,   farewell   to   the 

^  Varth, 
TW  hirA-pkce  of  valour,  the  country  of  worth ; 
WklPiaif  I  wander,  wherever  I  rove, 
Hm  Mlk  af  tha  Highlands  lor  ever  I  love. 

Fanwdl  to  (he  mountaina  high  cover'd  with 


VSuawdl  to  the  stratha  and  green  valle)t  below ; 
Fuawall  to  the  forests  and  wild  hanging  woods ; 
VSuiwdl  to  the  torrents  and  loud-pouring  floods. 
My  hmxi*9  in  the  Highlands,  my  heart  is  not 

here; 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands  a-rhasing  the  deer, 
Quwinf  the  wild  deer  and  following  the  roe — 
My  lieart'e  in  the  Highlands  wherever  I  go. 


MY  LADY*S  GOWN  THERE'S  GAIRS 
UPON'T. 

AIt  lady*s  gown  there's  gain  npon*t. 
And  gowden  flowers  sac  rare  ttpoa*t ; 
But  Jenny's  jiinp«  and  jirkinet. 
My  lord  thinks  muckle  mair  upon*t. 


My  lord  a-hnnting  he  is  ganc, 
But  hounds  or  hawks  wi*  him  art 
By  Colin's  cottage  lies  his  game, 
II  G)liu*s  Jenny  be  at  bame. 


^ly  lady*s  white,  my  Udy*s  red. 
And  kith  and  kin  o*  Cassilis'  bludcb 
But  her  ten-pund  lands  o*  tocher  gude 
Were  a*  the  charms  his  lonUhip  le'ed. 

Out  o*cr  yon  moor,  oot  o*er  yen  mem, 
Whare  gor-cocks  through  the  heather  put 
There  wons  auki  Colin*s  bonny  hm, 
A  lily  in  a  wildernesa. 

Sae  sweetly  move  her  genty  Iimb% 
Like  music  notes  o*  lover's  hymna : 
The  diamond  dew  is  her  een  aae  bine. 
Where  kughing  love  sae  wantoa  fwiisib 

My  lady*s  dink,  my  1adv*s  drct^ 
The  fluwer  nod  fancy  o  the  west ; 
But  the  Uftsic  that  man  lo'es  the  bw^ 
O  that's  the  loss  to  mak  him  bjfttt 


MY  NANNIE'S  AWA, 
7ua^-"  ThcierU  never  be  rcMO  till  Jaatfe  < 


Now  in  her  green  mnntle  biythe  nature  arrays. 
Aud  listens  the  lambkins  that  bleat  ower  the 

braes. 
While  birds  warble  welcome  In  ilka  green  diaw ; 
But  to  me  it's  delightleie— my  Nannie** 


MiewB, 


— ^  wbleh  Dumt  here  acknowledm  to  be 
was  ifsi  Intmdueed  by  htm  In  a  letter  to 
'—  astnQftfilMaaii 


The  snaw.drop  and  primrose  our  woodlaada 

adorn, 
And  violets  bathe  in  the  weet  o'  the  morn  ; 
They  pain  my  »ad  boeom,  tae  sweetly  they  blew  I 
They  mind  nie  o*  Nannie— and  Nannie's  aw^ 

Thou  laverock,  that  springs  frae  the  dewa  of 

the  lawn. 
The  shepherd  to  warn  of  the  grey-breakiof 

dawn  ; 
And  thou  mellow  mavis,  that  hail*  the  n^ht-^*  | 
Give  over  for  pity — my  Nannie's  awa. 

Come,  autumn,  aae  pensive,  in  yellow  and  pwff 
And  soothe  me  wi*  tidings  o'  nature's  deoiiy  i 
The  dark,  dreary  winter,  and  wild-ilrivio|[  inaw^ 
Alaoe  can  delight  me — my  Nannie'a  awa. 


SONGS. 


Ill 


MY  NANNIE,  0. 
My  Naaai*,  a" 


Behind  yon  hilli  when  Stinchar  flowi^ 

Mang  moors  an*  moMes  many,  Ot 
The  wintry  sun  the  day  has  closed. 

And  VU  awa  to  Nannie,  O. 
The  westland  wind  bluws  loud  an*  shrill ; 

The  night*s  baith  mirk  and  rainy,  O  ; 
But  ]*il  get  my  plaid  and  out  1*11  steal, 

An*  owre  the  hilla  to  Nannie,  O. 

My  Nannie*!  charming,  tweet,  an*  yoniig ; 

Na*  artfii'  wiles  to  win  ye,  O ; 
May  ill  befa'  the  flattering  tongue 

That  wad  beguile  my  Nannie,  O. 
Her  face  is  fair,  her  heart  is  true, 

As  spotless  as  shc*s  bonnie,  O  : 
The  opening  gowan,  wet  wi*  detr, 

Nae  purer  is  than  Nannie,  O. 

A  country  bd  Is  Illy  degree, 

An*  few  there  be  that  ken  me,  O  ; 
But  what  care  I  how  few  they  be, 

I*m  welcome  aye  to  Nannie,  O. 
My  riches  a*  *m  my  penny-fee, 

An*  I  maun  guide  it  cannie,  0 ; 
But  warPs  gear  ne*er  trouhlei  me, 

My  thoughts  are  a*  my  Nannie,  0. 

Our  auld  Guidman  delights  to  view 

HU  sheep  an'  kye  thrive  bonnie,  O ; 
But  Vm  as  blythe  that  hands  his  pleugh, 

An*  has  nae  care  but  Nannie,  O. 
Come  weel,  come  woe,  I  care  na  by, 

I'll  take  what  Heaven  will  sen*  me,  O; 
Nae  ither  care  in  life  hae  I, 

But  live,  an*  love  my  Nannie,  0. 


MY  PEGGY*S  FACE. 

My  Peggy*»  face,  my  Pcggy*s  form 
The  frost  of  Hermit  agt  might  warm ; 
My  Peggy* s  worth,  my  P«^y*s  mind. 
Might  charm  the  first  of  human  kind  t 
I  love  my  Peggy*s  angel  air. 
Her  face  so  truly,  heavenly  fair, 
Her  native  gract  so  void  of  art, 
But  I  adore  my  P^ggy**  hctrt 

The  Iily*s  hue,  the  rote's  dye, 
The  kindling  lustre  of  an  eye  ; 
Who  but  owns  their  magic  sway. 
Who  but  knows  they  all  decay ! 
The  tender  thrill,  the  pitying  tear, 
The  gtncron  purpose,  ncb\y  dear, 
The  gentle  look,  that  rage  disainu, 
These  are  all  immortal  charms. 


AIY  SODGER  LADDIE, 


THE  SOLDIBR*S  DOXT*S   80NO   IN   "  THI  JOUT 


BBGOA1I8. 


t. 


Tiuu^"  Sodger  Laddte." 

I  ONCE  was  a  maid,  tho*  I  canna  tell  when, 
And  still  my  delight  w  in  proper  young  men  ; 
Some  one  of  a  troop  of  dragoons  was  my  daddii^    ■ 
No  wonder  I*m  fond  of  a  sodger  laddie. 
Sinfft  Lai  dt  ltd,  jre. 

The  first  of  my  loves  was  a  swaggering  Uidt^ 
Tu  rattle  the  thundering  drum  was  hit  trade  | 
His  leg  was  so  tight,  and  his  cheek  wat  to  nuMfy 
Transported  I  was  with  my  sodger  laddie. 
Sitiff,  Lai  cfe  kd^  ^, 

But  the  godly  old  chaplain  left  him  in  the  Inreh^ 
The  sword  I  forsook  fur  the  sake  of  the  chnid^ 
He  ventur'd  the  «ou/,  and  I  risked  the  hodf^ 
'Twos  then  1  prov'd  f  ilne  to  my  sodger  laddie 
Sing^  Jjul  de  /u/,  ^. 

Full  soon  I  grew  sick  of  my  sanctified  sot. 
The  regiment  at  large  fur  a  huvliand  I  got ; 
From  the  gilded  spuntuou  to  the  fife  I  waamdys 
I  asked  no  more  but  a  sodger  laddie. 
Sing,  Lai  ife  lui,  |«. 

But  the  peace  it  reduc*d  me  to  beg  in  devptir. 
Till  I  met  my  old  lx>y  at  Cunningham  fear  | 
Hit  ra(f  rrgimeiital  they  flutter*d  so  gaudy,' 
My  heart  it  rejoiu*d  at  my  sodger  laddie. 
Singt  Lai  de  lalf  ^w. 

And  now  I  hive  liv*d — I  know  not  how  kl^ 

And  still  I  can  join  in  a  cup  or  a  song; 

But  whilst  with  both  hands  I  can  hold  tbt  f  iMi 

steaily, 
Hen*t  to  thee,  my  hero,  my  todger  laddie. 
8ing,  Lai  d€  kd,  jre. 


MY  SPOUSE  NANCIE. 
Tune—"  My  Jo,  Janet.* 

HtTSBAKD,  husband,  cease  your  ttril^ 
Nor  longer  iifly  rave.  Sir ; 

Thtiugli  I  am  your  wedded  wife, 
Yet  I'm  not  your  slave,  Sir. 

One  of  two  must  still  obey, 

Nancie,  Nincie; 
Is  it  man  or  woman,  say. 

My  spouse  Nancie  ? 

If  *ti!i  still  the  lordly  word. 

Service  and  obedience ; 
1*11  de!«ert  my  sovereign  lord. 

And  to  good-b)e  allegiance  I 

Sad  will  I  be  so  bereft 
Naiici%  Naaew; 
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Yet  I'll  try  to  nuke  a  ibift, 
My  spouse  Nancie. 

My  poor  lieart  then  break  it  must, 

BIy  last  hour  Tin  near  it ; 
When  yon  lay  me  in  the  dost. 

Think — think  how  you  will  bear  it 

I  will  hope  and  trust  in  Heaven* 

Nancie,  Nancie, 
Strength  to  bear  it  will  be  given. 

My  vpouse  Nancie. 

Well,  Sir,  from  the  silent  dead, 
Still  I'll  try  to  daunt  you ; 

Ever  round  your  midnight  bed 
Horrid  sprites  shall  haunt  yon. 

I'D  wed  another  like  my  dear 

Nancie,  Nancie; 
Then  all  bell  will  fly  for  fiear. 

My  spouse  Nancie ! 


MY  TOCHER'S  THE  JEWEL. 

O  KBXKLX  thinks  my  luve  o'  my  beauty. 

And  meikle  thinks  my  luve  o*  my  kin ; 
But  little  thinks  my  luve  I  ken  brawlie. 

My  tocher's  the  jewel  has  charms  for  him. 
It*s  a'  for  the  apple  he'll  nourish  the  tree ; 

It*s  a'  for  tlie  hinney  he'll  cherish  the  bee. 
My  laddie's  soe  meikle  in  luve  wi'  the  siller. 

He  canna  hae  luve  to  spare  for  me. 

Your  proffer  o*  love's  an  arle  penny, 

My  tocher's  the  bargain  ye  wad  buy ; 
But  an'  ye  be  crafty,  I  am  cunnin, 

Sse  ye  wi'  anither  your  fortune  maun  try. 
Ye're  like  to  the  timmer  o*  yon  rotten  wood, 

Ye're  like  to  the  bark  o*  yon  rotten  tree, 
Ye'll  slip  frae  me  like  a  knotless  thread. 

And  ye'll  crack  your  aedit  wi*  mae  nor  me. 


MY  WIFE'S  A  WINSOME  WEE  THING. 
aVM— "  My  wUi^s  a  wanton  wee  thUy." 

• 

Shs  is  a  winsome  wee  thing. 
She  is  a  handsome  wee  thing, 
She  is  a  bonnic  wee  thing, 
This  sweet  wee  wife  o'  mina ! 

I  never  saw  a  foirer, 
I  never  loo'd  a  dearer ; 
And  neist  my  heart  1*11  wear  her, 
,  For  foar  my  jewel  tine. 

She  is  a  winsome  wee  thing. 
She  is  a  handsome  wee  things 
She  »  a  bonnie  wee  thing, 
TUi  tweet  wet  wife  o  miaib 


The  warhl's  wrack  we  ihae  e*l^ 
The  warstle  and  the  care  o*t ; 
W*  her  ni  Uythdy  bear  it, 
And  think  my  lot  divine. 


NAE-BODY. 

I  RAX  a  wife  o*  my  ain, 
I'll  partake  wi'  nae-body ; 

I'll  tak  cuckoki  frae  naae, 
I'll  gie  cuckold  to  nie-body. 

I  hae  a  peony  to  spend. 

There — thanks  to  nee  body ; 
I  hae  naething  to  lend, 

rn  borrow  fine  nae-body. 

I  am  nae-body'a  krd, 
rUbe  skve  to  nae-body; 

I  hae  a  guid  braid  swocd, 
1*11  tak  dunti  fine  nae-body. 

1*11  be  merry  and  fireey 
ril  be  sad  for  nae*body ; 

If  nse-body  care  for  me^ 
I'll  care  for  nae-body. 


NANCY. 


Tbine  am  I,  my  fnithfol  fiur, 
Thine,  my  lovely  Nancy ; 

Ev*ry  pulse  along  noiy  veinsi 
Ev*ry  roving  Uncy. 

To  thy  booom  lay  my  heart, 
There  to  throb  and  languish ; 

Tho'  despair  had  wrung  its  core, 
That  would  heal  its  anguish* 

Take  away  these  roiy  lipe. 
Rich  with  balmy  treasart : 

Turn  away  thine  tym  of  love^ 
Lett  I  die  with  pleatnrt. 

What  is  life  when  wanting  loee? 

Night  without  a  morning : 
Love^  the  cloudiest  tommer  torn 

Natnre  gay  adorning. 


NOW  SPRING  HAS  CLAD  THE  GROVB 
IN  GREEN. 

Now  tpriug  has  clad  the  grove  in  green, 

And  ttrew'd  the  In  wi'  flowers ; 
The  fiifTOw'd  waving  com  is  tten 

R^oice  ia  fomriDg  thowcn  2 


SONGS. 


21S 


WUb  ilkA  lluaf  ia  aitanjoia 

Thtir  loiTOWB  to  ^ingOf 
O  whjr  thu  all  aloot  ara  miM 

Tht  wtary  itept  of  wot ! 

The  trout  within  yon  wimpUnf  bora 

Qlidei  awift,  a  ailvcr  dartp 
And  safe  beneath  the  ahady  thorn 

Defica  the  angler*a  art ; 
My  U£e  waa  ance  that  careleaa  atrMa, 

That  wanton  trout  waa  I ; 
But  lore,  wi'  unrelenting  baun, 

Hat  icorchM  my  fountaina  dry. 

The  little  flow*ret*s  peaceful  lot, 

In  yonder  cliff  that  gn>wii, 
Which  uve  the  linnet*a  flight,  I  wot, 

Nae  ruder  vi»it  knowa, 
Waa  mioe ;  till  love  haa  o*er  me  paat. 

And  blighted  a'  my  bloom, 
And  now  beneath  the  withering  falait, 

My  youth  and  joy  consume. 

The  waken'd  Uv*rock  warbling  apringi^ 

And  dimba  the  early  sky. 
Winnowing  blythe  her  dewy  wingi 

In  moming'a  roay  eye ; 
Aa  little  reckt  I  aorrow*a  power. 

Until  the  flowery  anare 
O*  witching  l«»ve,  in  luckleaa  hoar, 

3Iadc  me  the  thrall  o*  care. 

O  Lad  my  fate  been  Greenland's  snows, 

Or  Aftic*a  burning  lone, 
Wi*  man  and  nature  leagued  my  foes, 

So  Peggy  ne*er  I'd  known  ! 
The  wretch  whaae  doom  is,  **  hope  nae  mair," 

That  tongue  hia  woea  eaa  tdl ! 
Within  whMe  boaom,  save  despair, 

Nae  kinder  apirits  dwell. 


KOW  BANK  AND  BRAE  ARE  CLAD 
IN  GREEN. 

Now  bank  and  brae  are  clad  in  green 

An*  scatter'd  cowslips  sweetly  sprii^. 
By  Girvan's  fairy  haunted  stream 

The  birdiea  flit  on  wanton  wing. 
To  Cassillis'  banka  when  e*ening  fit'a, 

Thei  J  wi*  my  Mary  let  me  fle€, 
There  catch  her  ilka  gUnoe  of  km 

The  bonnie  blink  o*  Mary's  ee ! 

The  child"  wha  botsts  o*  warld'a  walth. 

Is  aften  laird  o'  meikle  care  ; 
But  Mary  she  is  a*  my  ain. 

Ah,  fortune  canna  gie  me  mair ! 
Then  let  me  range  by  Cassillis*  banks, 

Wi*  her  the  lassie  dear  to  me^ 
And  catch  her  ilka  glance  o*  lore, 

The  boBAie  blink  o'  Mary's  §• ! 


NOW  WESTLIN*  WINDS. 
"  I  had  a  hocse«  I  bad  nae  mair.* 

Now  westlin'  winds,  and  slaughtering  guii% 

Bring  autumn's  pleasant  weather ; 
The  muircock  springs,  on  whirring  wings, 

Amang  the  blooming  heather. 
Now  waving  grain,  wide  o'er  the  plain. 

Delights  the  weary  farmer ; 
And  the  moon  ahine'a  bright,  when  I  rort  It 
night. 

To  muse  upon  my  charmer. 

The  partridge  lores  the  fruitful  fells ; 

The  plover  loves  the  mountains  ; 
The  woodcock  haunts  the  lonely  dells  ; 

The  soaring  hern  the  fountains. 
Through  lofty  groves  the  cusliat  roves, 

The  path  of  man  to  shun  it ; 
The  haael  bush  o*erhang9  the  th|ysh. 

The  spreading  thorn  the  linnet. 

• 

Thus  every  kind  their  pleasure  find, 

The  savage  and  the  tender ; 
Some  social  join,  and  leagues  combine ; 

Some  solitary  wander : 
Aviunt,  away !  the  cruel  sway. 

Tyrannic  man's  dominion ; 
The  sportman's  joy,  the  murdering  cry, 

The  flutt'ring,  gory  pinion. 

But,  Peggy  dear,  the  evening's  clear. 

Thick  fliea  the  skimming  swallow  ; 
The  sky  is  blue,  the  fields  in  view. 

All  fading  green  and  yellow : 
Come  let  us  stray  our  gladsome  way. 

And  view  the  chamia  of  nature ; 
The  rustling  corn,  the  fruited  thorn, 

And  every  happy  creature. 

We'll  gently  walk,  and  sweetly  talk. 

Till  the  silent  moon  shine  clearly  ; 
I'll  gr&<*p  thy  wsiiitt,  and  fondly  preu'l^ 

And  %wedr  I  lovo  thee  dearly. 
Not  vernal  showers  to  budding  flowenb 

Not  autumn  to  the  former. 
So  dear  can  be  as  thou  to  me. 

My  fiur,  my  lovely  charmer ! 


OF  A'  THE  AIRTS  THE  WIND  CAN 
BLAW. 

TuM^*  MiM  Admiiai  Gordonli  Stntthspey." 

I  coMFOSEO  this  aong  out  of  compliment  t§ 
Mrs.  Bums.     It  was  during  the  honey-moon* 

Or  a'  the  airts  the  wind  can  Uaw, 

I  dearly  like  the  west. 
For  there  the  bonnie  lasaie  lives. 

The  laas  that  I  loe  beat  i 
Tbo'  wild  woods  grow,  and  rivwi  mWp 

Wi*  mony  a  hill  between, 
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Brfdi  diy  9/4  nighe,  my  itaiey*i  fliglit 
b  fvcr  wi'  njr  Jetn. 

I  nt  Wr  in  the  dewy  flowV, 

ta  lofllx,  iweet,  and  fair  ; 
I  Inr  Wr  voice  in  ilka  bird, 

Wf  imidc  chbrm  the  air : 
ntn^t  aot  «  bonnic  flower  that  tpriogty 

W$  kmmtain,  shaw,  or  green, 
Ihr  ffl  a  boonie  bird  that  sing«, 

Bol  nlndi  me  o*  my  Jeau. 

Vfoa  tlM  btnkf  o*  flowing  Clyde 

Tht  kNMe  bulk  tliem  braw  ; 
Bol  wImii  their  best  they  hae  put  0% 

Alj  Jmau  dings  them  «* ; 
]b  kuniy  weeds  she  for  exceeds 

Tht  finrtat  o*  tlie  town  ; 
Blith  Mn  and  gay  confetH  it  sae, 

Tbo^nit  in  ruasct  gown. 

Tht  giiiMM>me  lamb,  that  sucks  its  damy 

Ifair  harmless  canna  lie ; 
Sht  has  BM  faut,  (if  sic  ye  ca*t), 

£xoe|ll  her  kive  for  mc : 
Tht  ntrkliog  dew,  o*  clearest  hoe^ 

b  Ilka  her  shining  cen ; 
1m  duuM  ftiid  air,  nane  can  comparo 

Vi'  Bf  tweet  lovely  Jean. 

O  tlpEir»  J9  westlin  wind^,  blaw  soft 

Amuw  the  leafy  trcc« ; 
Wi*  gntM  gale,  frae  niuir  and  dal^ 

Bring  bame  the  laden  hers, 
Aad  brwg  the  losaie  back  to  mo 

That*a  are  sae  neat  and  clean  ; 
At  blink  o  her  wad  bani^  care^^ 

8m  lovdj  is  my  Jean. 

Whit  i%ht  and  vows  amang  the  koowcsi 

Hat  past  atwcen  us  twa  ! 
How  fiun  to  meet,  how  wac  to  part 

That  day  she  gav«l  awa  { 
The  powers  alKxin  can  only  ken, 

To  whom  the  heart  is  seen. 
That  nana  can  be  sac  dear  to  mo 

Aa  my  awcet  lovely  Jean. 


0»  AY  MY  WIFE  SHE  DANG  MC 
**  O,  ay  my  Wifb  she  daufi  me.* 


Of  ajf  my  wife  »he.  danp  me, 
JLmd  aft  my  wift  uhe  Lanrfett  me  / 
J[fjf€  gi*  a  woman  a'  her  wU!, 
GwdM  faith,  i/ieV/  iooii  owerijang  ye. 

On  peace  and  rest  my  mind  was  bent|- 

And,  fool  I  was,  I  marricil ; 
But  never  honest  man's  intent 

As  eoffteily  miscarried ! 
Oy  ay  my  wtfe,  jpe. 


Some  sair  o*  comfort  ttfll  at  laal, 
When  a*  thir  days  are  dune, 

My  pains  o*  hell  on  earth  is  past, 
I'm  sure  o*  heaven  aboon,  man. 
O,  ay  my  wife,  ^c. 


O  BONNIE  WAS  YON  ROSY  BRIEB. 


O  BOWNiK  was  yon  rosy  brier. 
That  blooms  sae  far  tVae  haunt  o* 

Antl  bonnie  she,  and  ah  !  how  dear  ! 
It  sliaded  frae  the  e'eniu'  sun. 


Yon  rosebuds  in  the  morning  dew 

How  pure,  amang  the  leaves  sae  groan  ; 

But  purer  was  the  lover's  vow 

They  witnessM  in  their  shade  yestraam. 

All  in  its  rude  and  prickly  bower. 

That  crimson  rose,  how  sweet  and  fair  I 

But  love  is  f tr  a  sweeter  flower 
Amid  life's  thorny  path  o' 


The  pathless  wild,  and  wimpling  bnra, 
Wi'  Chloris  in  my  arms,  be  mine ; 

And  I  the  world,  nor  wish,  nor  tcorat 
Its  joys  and  griefs  alike  resign. 


0,  FOR  ANE  AND  TWENTY,  TAIL 

TMMe— "  The  Moudiewort.* 

An*  O,  fir  one  and  twenty,  Tom  f 
An  hey,  iwrtt  ane  and  twmtj^,  Tami 

TU  learn  my  kin  a  rattUny  eany. 
An*  I  taw  ane  and  twenty,  TamI 

TifET  snool  me  sair,  and  baud  me  down, 
And  gar  mc  look  like  Bluntic,  Tam  I 

Hut  three  short  years  will  soon  wheel  roon% 
And  then  comes  one  ami  twenty,  Tam  I 
Ail   O,  for,  ^-c. 

A  glcib  o*  Ian*,  a  claut  o*  gear, 
Wntt  left  me  by  my  auntie,  Tam  | 

At  kith  or  kiu  I  need  na'  spier, 
Au'  I  saw  ane  and  twenty,  Tanu 
Ah*  0,for,  ^. 

Tlicv'll  hae  me  wed  a  wealthv  coof, 
Tliu'  I  mvBcl  hae  plenty,  Tam ; 

Dut  hears'c  thou,  laddie,  there's  my  loof| 
I'm  thine  at  ane  and  twenty,  Tau ! 
Au*  0,for,  ^T. 


80NG§^ 


tlT 


OH,  cm  MY  LOVE  WERE  YON  RED 

ROSE. 

arra^— "  llughlo  Gnham." 

OiTf  p'n  my  love  were  yon  red  rose 

That  grows  upon  the  castle  wa*, 
And  I  myjiell  a  drap  o'  dew, 

Into  her  bonnic  breast  to  fa* ! 
Ohy  there,  beyond  expression  blest, 

rd  feast  on  beauty  a*  the  nicht ; 
Seated  on  her  silk-saft  fauhls  to  rest, 

Till  fleyed  awa  by  Phabus*  licht. 

ADDITIONAL  STANXA  BY  BUBITS. 

Of  vntML  my  love  yon  lilac  fair, 

Wi*  purple  blossoms  to  the  spring ; 
And  I  a  bird  to  shelter  there, 

When  wearied  on  my  little  wing ; 
How  I  wad  mourn  when  it  was  torn 

})y  autumn  wild,  and  winter  rude ! 
How  I  wad  sing  on  wanton  wing. 

When  youthfu'  May  its  bloom  rcocfrcd. 


OH,  WERT  THOU  IN  THE  CAtJLD 
BLAST. 

Oh,  wcrt  thou  in  the  cauld  blast, 

On  yonder  lea,  on  yonder  lea ; 
My  plaidie  to  the  ingry  nirt, 

I'd  shelter  thee.  Vd  shelter  thee : 
Or  did  misfortune's  bitter  storms 

Around  thee  blaw,  around  thee  blatr, 
Thy  bield  should  be  my  bosom, 

To  share  it  a*,  to  shore  it  a*. 

Or  were  I  in  the  wildest  waste, 

Sae  black  and  bare,  sae  black  and  bare. 
The  desert  were  a  paradine. 

If  thou  wert  there,  if  thou  wert  there. 
Or  were  I  monarch  of  the  globe, 

With  thee  to  reign,  with  thee  to  reigo ; 
The  In-ightest  jewel  in  my  crown 

Wad  be  my  queeoi  wad  be  my  queen. 


0  LEAVE  NOVELLES,  YE  MAUCHLINE 

BELLES. 

A  rRAOMEirr. 
Tttnt'-'**  Donald  OIuc." 

O  LKAVZ  novelles,  ye  I^Iiuchline  belles, 
Ve're  safer  at  your  spinning  wheel ; 

Such  witching  books  arc  liaited  hotiks, 
Fur  rakish  rooks  like  Rob  MossgicL 
Sing  ialf  lal,  lay. 

Yovr  fine  Tom  Jones  and  Grandisoni, 
Tbqr  nuJw  your  youthful  fiuicies  it^ 


They  hett  your  bnifM,  and  in  jovr  viiii» 
And  then  you*re  prey  for  Rob  MoMgitL 
Simg  to4  H  'N^ 

Beware  t  tongue  that's  tmoothly  hunf ; 

A  heart  that  warmly  seeks  to  feel ; 
That  feeling  heart  but  acts  a  part, 

*Tis  rakish  art  in  Rob  MossigieL 
Sing  tal,  UUt  lay. 

The  frank  adilress,  the  soft  carea, 
Are  worse  than  poison *d  darts  olttHl^ 

The  frank  address,  and  politesee, 
Are  all  finesse  in  Rob  Bfossgid« 
Sing  tal,  lal,  lag. 


O  LET  ME  IN  THIS  AE  NIQHT 

TtejM^' Let  me  In  this  at  nlifht" 

O  LASSIE,  art  thou  sleeping  vet^ 

Or  art  thou  wakin,  I  would  xnU 
For  love  has  bound  me  hand  and  foott 
And  I  would  fain  be  in,  jo. 

O  let  me  in  thit  ae  night, 

Thit  ae,  ae,  at  night. 
For  pity^t  tahe  thit  ae  nighi, 

0  riee  and  let  me  in,  jo, 

TTiou  hear*st  the  winter  trlnd  tnd  wtt% 
Nae  star  blinks  thro*  the  driving  sleety 
Tuk  pity  on  my  weary  feet, 
And  shield  me  frae  the  rain,  jo. 
O  let  me  in,  jpe. 

The  bittiT  blast  that  round  me  blswB 
Unheedefl  howls,  unheeded  fa's ; 
The  cauldnesit  o*  thy  heart's  the 
Of  a'  my  grief  and  pain,  jo. 
O  let  me  in,  ^ 

HER  ANSWER. 

O  TF.LL  na'e  me  o*  wind  and  rain. 
Upbraid  nae  me  wi*  cauld  disdaioy 
Gae  back  the  road  ye  cam  again, 
I  winna  let  you  in,  jo. 

/  tell  you  now  this  ae  nl^^ 

Thie  at,  ae,  ae  night  / 
And  aneefor  a\  thie  ae  m^ 

1  winna  let  you  in^Jo* 

The  snellest  blast  at  mirkest  hours. 
That  round  the  pathless  wand'rer  pMr% 
Is  nought  to  what  poor  she  endures 
That**  trustctl  faithless  man,  jo, 
/  tell  you  now,  ^ 


The  sweetest  flower  that  deek'd  the 
Now  trodden  like  the  vilest  weed : 
Let  simple  maid  the  lesson  read, 
The  weird  may  bt  her  ain,  ja 
I  tdl  yoie  moWf  ff9m 


t» 


BURKS*  WORKS. 


Tht  Urd  tbat  ehaimM  hit  wttntrwdtT, 
b  mem  tKe  ctmI  fowltr^  prijr ; 
LtC  witltM,  trattufc  woaua  my 
Baw  aft  W  fiite*t  the  Mine,  jo. 
iHUfom  mom,  fv. 


O  LUVE  WILL  VENTURE  IN. 

O  LUVK  wUl  viQtan  in,  where  at  <Uor  nt  wed 

be  teen, 
O  Ivre  will  Ttntare  in,  where  wisdom  taee  has 

been. 
Bat  I  will  down  yon  river  rove,  arntng  the 

wood  sae  green» 
And  a*  to  pu*  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

The  primrose  I  will  pu\  the  finding  o*  the  year. 
And  I  will  pa'  the  pinkt  the  emblem  o*  my  dear* 
For  shc*s  the  pink  o*  womankind,  and  blooms 
•  withovt  a  peer ; 
And  a*  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

rn  pu'  the  budding  rosc^  when  Phoebus  peeps 

in  riew. 
For  it*s  like  a  baomy  kiss  o'  her  sweet  bonie 

moo; 
The  hyacintVs  for  constancy  wi*  its  unchanging 

blue. 
And  a*  to  bo  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

The  lily  it  is  pore,  and  the  lily  it  is  fiur. 
And  in  her  loVdy  bosom  1*11  plaoe  the  lily  there  ; 
The  daisy's  for  simplicity  and  nnafiected  air. 
And  a'  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

The  hawthorn  I  will  pu*,  wi*  its  kicks  o'  tiller 

where,  nke  an  aged  man,  it  ttaodt  at  break  o' 

day, 
Bat  the  »ongster*s  nest  within  the  bush  I  winna 

tak  away ; 
And  a'  to  bo  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

The  woodbine  I  will  pu',  when  the  e'ening  star 

is  near. 
And  the  diamond  drape  o'  dew  shall  be  her  een 

taedear; 
The  violet*s  for  modesty  which  wed  she  fo's  to 


O  MAY,  TRY  MORK. 

O  May,  thy  mom  was  ne'er  sat  flwtt^ 
At  the  mirk  night  o*  December  | 

For  sparkling  was  the  rosy  win*. 
And  prirate  was  the  chamber : 

And  doir  was  she  I  dama  nama^ 
Bnt  I  will  aye  remember. 
And  dear,  ^ 

And  here's  to  them,  that  like  ounel. 
Can  push  about  tlie  jorum  ; 

And  here's  to  them  that  wish  us  wed. 
May  a*  that's  gude  wateh  o'er  thea ; 

And  here's  to  them  we  dama  tell, 
The  dearest  o'  the  quorum, 
And  kere't  to,  {re* 


ON  CESSNOCK  BANKS  THERE  LIYBS 
A  LAS&* 


.(( 


If  be  be  a  bntdisr  neat  sad  tite.' 


Ok  Cessnock  banks  there  liret  a  lata. 
Could  I  describe  her  shape  and  miea  ; 

The  graces  of  her  wedfar'd  foee, 
And  the  glancin'  of  her  sparklin'  e'ca. 

She's  fresher  than  the  morning  dawn 
When  rising  Phoebtu  first  u  teen. 

When  dewdrops  twinkle  o'er  dM  lawn  ; 
An*  she's  twa  glandn'  sparklin'  #'( 


And  a*  to  be  a  posie  to  ny  ain  dear  May. 

ni  tie  the  posie  loaad  wi'  the  silken  band  o' 

lave. 
Aid  111  plaes  it  ia  her  breast,  tad  IHiwear  by 

a*  above^ 
That  to  my  latest  draught  o*  life  the  b«id  shall 

ae  er  remava, 
Aad  thifl  will  be  a  peaie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 


She's  sUtely  like  yon  youthful  adi. 
That  grows  the  eowdip  braes  betWMat 

And  shoots  its  head  abore  each  bodi ; 
An*  she's  twa  glancin*  sparklin'  e'en. 

She's  spotless  as  the  flow*ring  thorn 
With  ilow're  so  white  and  leavea  to  gian^ 

When  purest  in  the  dewy  mom ; 
An'  she's  twa  glancin*  spaiUia*  e'en. 

Her  looks  are  like  the  sportive  lamb^ 
When  flow'iy  May  adoms  the  eoeatb 

That  wantons  round  its  bleating  dam  ; 
An*  she*s  twa  glandn'  spaiUia*  e'ea. 

Her  hair  is  like  the  curling  mist 
That  shades  the  mountain  side  at  e'en, 

When  flow'r-revivii^  rains  are  past ; 
An'  she's  twa  glancin'  sparkUn*  e'' 


Her  forehead's  like  the  show'ry  bow, 
When  shining  sunbeams  intervene 

And  gild  the  distant  mountain's  brow  ; 
An*  she's  twa  glancin*  sparklin'  e'en. 


eoTcreii  Trwn  Uic  m«]  eoromunloatkn  of  a  M' 
mg^tG\aafpm  whom  the  Bsnl  io  eady  lift 
ately  adoir^d. 


m 


SONGS. 


tl9 


Bit  voim  »  KIm  the  ev'niiig  tlmnk 
TIttt  rings  ia  Cemock  btnln  uoMtB* 

While  hb  nttt  rite  iMeding  ia  the  boah ; 
An*  ihe't  twa  ghmcin*  ■parklin'  e'en. 

i      Her  lips  are  like  the  cherries  ripe^ 

That  sunny  walb  from  boreas  wreen* 

They  tempt  the  teste  and  charm  the  sight ; 

An*  she's  twa  glancin*  sparklin*  e'en. 

Her  teeth  are  like  a  flock  of  sheep. 
With  fleeces  newly  wsshen  dean, 

That  slowly  moont  the  riung  step ; 
An*  she*s  twa  glancin*  q»arklin*  e'en. 

Her  breith  is  like  the  fragrant  brecxe 
That  gently  ttin  the  bIo&som*d  bean, 

When  Phoebus  unks  behind  the  seas  ; 
An*  she*s  twa  glancin'  sparklin*  e*en. 

But  it's  not  her  air,  her  form,  her  face, 
Tho*  matching  beauty's  fabled  queen. 

But  the  mind  that  shines  in  ev'ry  grace 
An*  chiefly  in  her  sparklin*  e'en* 


ON  THE  SEAS  AND  FAR  AWAY 
Tteiu^"  O'er  tbe  hills  snd  far  away." 

How  can  my  poor  heart  be  glad. 

When  absent  from  my  sailor  lad  ? 

How  can  I  the  thought  for^o, 

He's  on  tbe  seas  to  meet  his  foe ! 

Let  me  wander,  let  me  rove, 

Still  my  heart  is  with  my  lore ; 

Nightly  dreams  and  thoughts  by  day 

Are  with  him  that's  £ir  away. 
On  tht  teas  and  far  away^ 
On  ttarmg  aea$  and  far  awap ; 
Nigktfy  dnamt  and  thon(fkt»  6jf  dojff 
Art  aire  with  him  that*»far  away. 

When  in  summer's  noon  I  fiunt. 
As  weary  flocks  around  me  pant. 
Haply  in  thie  eoorching  sun 
My  sailof^s  thund'ring  at  his  gun : 
BuDets,  spare  my  only  joy ! 
Bullets,  spare  my  darling  boy ! 
Fate,  do  with  me  what  yon  may, 
Spare  but  him  that's  Ux  away ! 

On  the  Has  and  far  away,  {pe* 

At  the  starless  midnight  hour. 
When  winter  mlee  with  boundless 
As  the  storms  tbe  forests  tesr. 
And  thunden  rend  the  howling  air, 
Listening  to  the  doubling  roar. 
Surging  on  the  rocky  shore. 
All  I  can — I  weep  and  pray 
For  his  weal  that's  far  away. 

On  tk§  §ta$  and  far  awajfp  {pet 


Peaee,  thy  diet  WMd  iKliP^ 
And  bid  wild  war  hit  imvigo 
Man  with  brother  man  to  Bieil» 
And  as  a  brother  kindly  greet. 
Then  may  heaven  with  piospewe  giki 
Fill  my  sailor's  welcome  sail% 
To  my  arms  their  chaife  convey. 
My  dear  lad  that's  iur  away. 

On  tkt  moM  amdfar  OMy,  t«. 


ON  A  BANK  OF  FLOWERS. 
3Vll^-"  On  a  bank  offlowsBS." 


Ok  a  bank  of  flowers,  on  a  ssmner  diy. 
For  summer  lightly  drest,  \ 

The  youthful,  blooming  Ndly  lay. 
With  love  and  sleep  opprest ; 

liHien  Willie,  wandering  through  the  wood. 

Who  for  her  fiivour  oft  had  sued ; 

He  gaxed,  he  wished,  he  feared,  he  bloahedf 
And  trembled  where  he  stood. 

Her  closed  eyes,  like  weapons  sheathed. 

Were  sealed  in  eoft  repoee ; 
Her  lips,  still  as  she  fragrant  breathed. 

It  richer  dyed  the  roee. 
The  springing  lilie,  eweetly  preet. 
Wild  wanton  kissed  her  rival  breast 
He  gaaed,  he  wished,  he  feared,  he  blaahed« 

His  bosom  ill  at  rest 


Her  robes,  light  waving  in  the 

Her  tender  limbe  embrace ; 
Her  tovelv  form,  her  native  eeasb 

All  harmony  and  grace  i 
Tumultuous  tides  his  pnlsee  raO, 
A  faltering  ardent  kiss  he  etole ; 
He  gsxed,  he  wished,  he  feared,  he  MiMhai, 

And  sighed  his  very  sonL 

As  flies  the  partridge  from  the  brakes 

On  fear-inspired  wings ; 
So  Nelly,  starting,  half  awikcb 

Away  affrighted  springs ; 
But  Willie  followed— as  he  should  ; 
He  overtook  her  in  the  wood; 
He  vowed,  he  prayed,  he  fbaad  the  miid 

Foigiviog  all  and  good ! 


OPEN  THE  DOOR  TO  ME;  ORT 


Ob,  open  the  doer,  eone  pity  show. 

Oh,  open  the  door  to  me,  oh ! 
Though  thou  hast  been  fliln^  1*11  trsr  ffwt 
true. 

Oh,  open  the  door  to  bm^  all ! 

CauM  is  the  Mast  upon  ay  piW  ehed^ 
But  caaldtr  thy  Wva  fer  f«»  all  I 


BURNS*  WORKS. 


Tbe  lir(Mt  tliit  frsiiM  tiM  )IA  at  my  betrt, 
U  nooght  fb  my  ptint  fra»  thee,  oh ! 

The  wan  moon  is  ttttin^  bthind  the  white  ware, 
And  ttine  !•  letting  with  me*  oh  ! 

Falte  friends,  falat  love,  farewell !  for  miir 
ril  ne*er  trouble  them  nor  thee,  oh ! 

She  has  openM  the  door,  she  has  opened  it  wide, 
She  sees  his  pale  corse  on  tbe  plain,  oh  ! 

My  true  love,  she  cried,  and  sunk  down  by  his 
side, 
Kerar  to  rise  again,  oh ! 


O  PHILLY,  HAPPY  BE  THAT  DAY. 
-"  Tbe  sow's  taU." 


HE. 

O  Pbillt,  happy  be  that  day 
\Vhen  roving  tlirough  the  gathcr*d  hay, 
My  youthfu'  heart  was  stown  away, 
And  by  thy  charms  my  Pbiliy. 

ane. 

O  Willie,  aye  I  bless  the  grove 
Where  first  I  owci'd  my  maiden  love» 
Whilst  thou  didst  pledge  the  po\ven  above, 
To  be  my  ain  dear  Willie. 

HB. 

As  songsters  of  the  early  year 
Are  illai  day  mair  sweet  to  hear. 
So  ilka  day  to  me  mair  denr 
And  charming  ia  my  Phiily. 

SHE. 
A»  on  the  brier  the  budding  rose 
Still  richer  breathes  and  fairer  blowa» 
So  in  my  tender  bosom  grows 
The  love  I  bear  my  Willie. 

RE. 

The  milder  sun  and  bluer  sky, 
That  crown  my  harvest  cares  wi*  Joy, 
Were  ne*er  sae  welcome  to  my  eye 
As  is  a  sight  of  Philly. 

SHE. 
The  little  swallow's  wanton  wing, 
Thu*  wafting  o*er  the  flowery  spring, 
Did  ne*er  to  me  sic  tidings  bring, 
Aa  meeting  o*  my  Willie. 

BE. 

The  bee,  that  throT  the  sunny  hoar 
Sips  nectar  in  the  opening  flower, 
Compar*d  wi*  my  delight  is  poor, 
Upon  the  lips  o*  Philly. 

IHE. 

Tbe  woodbine  in  the  dewy  weet 
mm  maiH  ahadea  in  aileaee  ttM^ 


Is  nocht  sae  fhgrant  or  M*  ainel 
As  is  a  kiss  o'  WUlia. 


HE. 


Let  fortune's  wheel  at  random  rin. 
And  fools  may  tyne,  and  knavee  may  irfi  ; 
My  thoughts  are  a*  bound  upon  aae^ 
And  that's  my  ain  dear  Philly* 


SHE. 


What's  a*  the  joys  that  gowd  can  gU?^ 
I  care  nae  wealth  a  single  flie ; 
The  lad  I  love's  the  lad  for  me, 
And  that's  my  ain  dear  Willie. 


O  STAY,  SWEET  WARBLING  WOOD- 

LARK. 

7aa»— "  Loch.Erroch  side." 

O  STAT,  sweet  warbling  wood-lark,  stays 
Nor  quit  for  ine  the  trembling  spray  ! 
A  hapless  lover  courts  thy  Liy, 

Thy  sootliiiis^  food  complaining. 
Af^ain.  again  that  tender  part. 
That  I  may  catch  thy  melting  art ; 
For  surely  that  wad  touch  her  hearty 

Wha  lulls  me  wi'  diMiaining. 

Say,  was  thy  little  mate  unkind, 
And  heard  thee  as  the  careless  wind  ? 
Oh,  nocht  but  love  and  sorrow  juin'd, 

Sic  notes  of  woe  could  wauken. 
Tliou  tells  o'  never-ending  care, 
O'  speechless  grief  and  dark  despair  ; 
For  pity's  sake,  sn'eet  bini,  nae  mair ! 

Or  my  poor  heart  is  broken  ! 


O  WAT  YE  WHA'S  IN  YON  TOtm. 

Tunf— **  I'll  gang  nae  mair  to  yon  toun.* 

O  WAT  ye  \vha*s  in  yon  toun 

Ye  see  the  e'ening  sun  upon  ? 
The  fairest  umld's  in  yon  toun. 

That  eenini;  sun  is  shining  on. 
Now  haply  down  yon  gay  green  shaw, 

She  wandeiH  by  yon  spreading  tree ; 
How  blesr,  yr>  flu\v*n>,  that  round  her  blawl 

Ye  catch  the  jjlances  o*  her  ce. 
How  blest,  ye  birds  that  niund  her  sing. 

And  welcome  in  the  blooming  year  1 
And  doubly  welcome  be  the  spring, 

The  season  to  my  Jeanie  dear  ! 

The  sun  blinks  blytlie  on  yon  toun, 
Amang  yon  brooroy  braes  sae  green  ; 

But  my  delight,  in  yon  toun, 

And  dearest  pleasure,  is  my  Jean. 

Without  my  love,  not  a'  the  charmt 
^     Of  Paradiae  oould  yieU  iqa  Joy ; 


SONGS. 


Sfl 


But  gie  me  »eaii.e  m  my  trmii, 

And  welcome  Laplanri*«  dr^arie  iky. 

My  cave  wad  be  a  lover's  bower, 
Though  raging  winter  rent  the  tir ; 

And  she  a  lovely  little  flower, 
That  I  wad  tent  and  shelter  there. 

O  sweet  is  she  in  von  toun, 

The  sinking  sun  s  gane  down  upon  ; 
Ths  dearest  maid's  in  yon  toun, 

His  setting  beam  e*er  shone  iipon« 
If  angry  fate  be  sworn  my  foe, 

And  suflftring  I  &m  doom'd  to  bear, 
I'll  careless  quit  aught  else  below  ; 

But  vpare,  oh  !  spare  me  Jeanie  dear. 
For,  while  life's  dearest  blood  ruu^  warm, 

My  thoughts  frae  her  shall  nu  er  depart : 
For,  as  most  lovely  is  her  form, 

She  Las  the  truest,  kiodeel  heart. 


0  WERE  I  ON  PARNASSUS'  HILl.. 

This  air  is  Oswald's :    the  eong  I  made  oyt 
of  compliment  to  Mrs.  Burns. 

0  were  I  on  Parnassus*  hill, 
Or  had  o*  Helicon  my  fill ; 
That  I  might  catch  i>octic  skill, 
To  sing  how  dear  I  love  thee. 

But  Nith  maun  Iw  my  Muse's  well. 
My  Muse  muun  be  thy  bonnie  sell ; 
On  Corhincon  I'll  glow'r  nnd  s])ell, 
And  write  how  dear  I  lovu  thee. 

Then  come,  sweet  Muse,  inspire  By  lay  ! 
For  a'  the  lee*ljng  simmer's  day, 

1  coudDa  sing,  I  coudna  say. 
How  much,  hbw  dear,  I  luvc  thee. 
I  see  thee  dancing  o'er  the  green. 
Thy  waist  sac  jimp,  thy  limbs  sao  cleaoi 
Thy  tempting  lipy,  thy  roguLih  een— 

By  heaven  and  earth  I  love  thee  i 

By  night,  by  day,  a-field,  at  hame, 
The  thoughts  o'  thee  my  breast  inflamt ; 
And  ay  I  muse  and  sing  thy  naoiCi 
I  only  live  to  love  thee  ! 
Tho'  I  were  doom'd  to  wander  00, 
Beyond  the  sea,  beyond  the  sun, 
'Till  my  last  weary  sand  was  run ; 
'Till  then,  and  then  1  feve  thee ! 


As  dews  o'  timmer  wceptagt 
In  tears  the  rose-bud  steeplw  x 
O  that's  the  latgie  o*  my  AMff, 

My  laixie  ever  dearer  ; 
O  that's  the  queen  o*  womankind, 
And  ne'er  a  ane  to  mur  her. 


O  WHA  IS  SHE  THAT  L0£$  ME. 

Tunt^"  Morag.* 

O  WHA  is  she  that  loee  me. 

And  has  my  heart  a-keepiogf 
O  iwett  it  iht  that  lot!  nub 


If  thou  shalt  meet  a  lassie 

In  grace  anti  beauty  charmisf* 

Thiit  e'en  thy  chosen  lassie, 

Ercwhile  thy  breast  aae  warmiafy 
Hud  ne'er  sir  powers  alarming ; 
O  that's,  ^c. 

If  thou  had<»t  heard  her  talking, 
And  thy  attentions  plightcdf 

That  ilka  body  talking. 

But  her  by  thee  is  slighted  ; 
And  if  thou  art  delighted  ; 
O  that's,  ^c. 

If  thou  hast  met  this  fiir  one. 
When  frae  her  thou  hast  parttd  I 

If  every  other  fair  one 

But  her,  thou  haat  deaerted, 
And  thou  art  broken- hearted; 
O  that's,  ^, 


OUT  OVER  THE  FORTH  I  LOOK  TO 
THE  NORTH. 

Out  over  tlie  Forth  I  look  to  the  nortlL  ' 

But  what  is  the  north  and  its  Highlara  ft  mt? 

The  south  nor  the  east  gie  ease  to  my  breai^ 
The  far  foreign  land,  or  the  wild  rolling  tea. 

But  I  look  to  the  west,  when  I  gae  to  retl^ 
That  happy  my  dreams  and  my  slomben  may 
be; 

For  far  in  the  west  lives  he  1 1o*e  beat, 
The  lad  that  is  dear  to  my  babic  and 


PEGGY  ALISON. 

Ilk  care  and  fear,  when  thoa  art  neii^ 

I  ever  mair  defy  them  ; 
Young  kings  upon  their  hamiL  thmw 
Are  no  sac  blest  as  I  am  I 
Til  kiss  thee  yet,  yet, 

Ah'  m  kiss  tkn  o'tr 
An'  ril  kiss  t/iee  yet,  yei^ 
My  bonnie  Peggy  JMtem* 

yfnvn  in  my  arms,  wi*  a*  thy  c 
I  clasp  my  countless  treasura^ 

I  seek  nae  mair  o*  Heaven  to  shan^ 
Than  sic  a  moment's  plaasoit  I 


BURNS'  WORKS. 


jkad  bf  ikj  #•&•  Mt  boftBM  Um^ 
I  fwctr  Vm  thine  for  mr  | 

Aid  oa  thj  lipt  I  wm\  ny  voir. 
And  brwk  it  ihall  I  nerer  I 
ra  kiu,  fe. 


POWERS  CELESTIAL. 

9 

Power*  eticstial,  whow  protcctioa 

Ever  guards  the  virtuous  fair. 
While  in  distant  climes  I  wander, 

Let  my  Mary  be  your  care : 
Let  her  form  sae  £iir  and  faultleM, 

Fair  and  fiiultless  as  your  own ; 
Let  my  Mary's  kindred  spirit, 

Draw  your  choicest  influence  down. 
Make  the  gilcs  ]rott  waft  around  her» 

Soft  and  peaceful  as  her  breast ; 
Brctthing  in  the  breoe  that  fans  her. 

Sooth  her  bosom  into  re»t : 
Guardian  angelsi  O  protect  her, 

When  in  dbtant  lands  I  roam ; 
To  rsnlms  unknown  while  fiite  exiles  mt^ 

Make  her  bosom  still  my  home* 


PHILUS  THE  FAIR. 
Tua»-"  RoWn  Adair." 

While  larks  with  little  winf 

Fanned  the  pure  air, 
Taatinf  the  brcathinf  spring, 

ForSi  I  did  five ; 
Gay  the  sun's  golden  eye 
Peeped  o*er  the  mountains  high ; 
S«eb  thy  mora  !  did  I  cry, 

PhilUs  the  &ir.     . 

1b  etch  bird's  carckas  soog 

Glad  I  did  diaie, 
While  yon  wiM  ifewers  among, 

Cbince  led  me  there : 
Sweet  to  the  opening  day, 
Rosebnda  bent  the  dewy  ipray  ; 
Sneh  thy  bUMWi !  did  I  any, 

PhiUi*  the  fiur. 

Down  ia  t  sh|dy  walk. 

Doves  cooing  were ; 
I  msf  ked  the  cmel  hawk 

Caught  in  a  snare ; 
So  kind  may  fortune  be ! 
Such  make  his  destiny, 
He  who  weuM  injure  thce^ 

PhiUia  the  fiiir ! 


PUIRTITH  CAC7L0. 


'Ihadahorsei" 


O,  ruiETiTB  eauld,  and  reitleas  hf, 

Ye  wreck  my  peace  betweea  ye  ; 
Yet  puirtith  a*  I  couM  forgie. 
An  'twere  na  for  my  Jeanie. 

O,  tehp  should  fate  ate  fUaam  hmmf 

Lij€9  dearui  band$  untmimm§  f 
Or  why  sat  sweet  afiawef  as  lew 
Depend  on  Forttmes  shiuimgf 

This  world's  wealth  when  I  think  en. 

Its  pride,  and  a'  the  lare  o*t ; 
Fie,  fie  on  silly  coward  man. 

That  he  ahouM  be  the  slave  o't ' 
I  Of  why  skould/att,  ffc 

Her  een,  sae  bonnie  blnoi  betray 

How  she  repays  my  passion  ; 
But  prudence  is  her  owerword  aye, 

She  talka  of  rank  and  fwhion. 

O,  why  should  faiMt  ^ 

O,  wha  can  prudence  think  upon 

And  sic  a  lassie  by  him  ? 
0,  wha  can  prudence  think  upon. 

And  sae  in  love  a«  I  am  ? 

Of  why  should  fat%  4^ 

How  blest  the  humble  cottar'a  fot ' 

He  woos  his  simple  dearie ; 
The  sillie  bogles,  wealth  and  states 

Can  nerer  make  them  eerie. 

Of  why  should  faU,^ 


e  Probably  written  on  Highland  Mary,  eatbe  ere 
fC  the  l*oec^  dspaiture  for  the  Wert  Indbs, 


RATTLIK,  ROARIN  WILLIE. 

Tbe  last  stanta  of  this  song  is  mane ;  it 
composed  out  ofwompliment  to  one  of  the  wotw 
thiest  fellows  in  the  world,  William  Dttnbir« 
Esq.  Writer  to  the  signet,  Edinburgh,  and 
looel  of  the  CrochaUan  corps,  a  dub  of 
who  took  that  title  at  tbe  time  of  raU^g  lh« 
foncible  regiments. 

O  EATTLix,  roarin  Willie, 

O  he  held  to  the  fair. 
An*  for  to  sell  his  fiddle. 

And  buy  some  ither  ware ; 
But  parting  wi*  his  fiddle. 

The  saut  tear  blint  hia  et ; 
And  rattlin  roarin  Willie, 

Ye're  welcome  heme  to  ne. 

O  Willie,  come  sell  your  fiddle^ 

O  sell  your  fiddle  sae  fine ; 
O  willie  come  sell  your  fiddle^ 

And  buy  a  pint  o*  wine. 
If  I  should  seU  my  fiddle. 

The  warl'  wott*d  think  I  wtt  wudit 
For  many  a  rantiu  d^ 

My  fiddle  and  I  bat  M ! 


80N0& 


i 


Having  witmd  around  rbr 

BLOWING. 

I  coMrofCD  these  verm  on  Mm  Ittbelk 
M*Lcod  of  Ru«t  alluding  to  hue  fiselingv  on  the 
death  of  hvr  sister,  and  the  still  more  melancholy 
death  of  her  sister's  husband,  the  late  Earl  of 
Loudon. 


,«• 


M'OrigorofRoctfs 


Raving  winds  around  her  blowinf, 
Yellow  kavea  the  woodlands  iti«wio{, 
B]r  a  river  hoarsely  roaring, 
Isabella  stray*d  deploring. 
Farewell  hours,  that  late  did  measure    ] 
Sunshine  days  of  joy  and  pleasure ; 
Hail !  thou  gloomy  night  of  sorrow, 
Cheerless  night  that  knows  no  morrow ! 

O'er  the  Past  too  fondly  pondering, 
On  the  hopeless  Future  wandering ; 
Chilly  grief  my  lilb-blood  freeies, 
Fell  despair  my  £uicy  leiaes. 
Life,  thou  soul  el  every  blessing. 
Load  to  misery  most  distresaing ; 
Gladly  how  would  I  resign  thee* 
Aid  to  dark  oblivion  join  thee ! 


SAW  Y£  OUGHT  O'  CAPTAIN  GROSE. 

IVw^«  Sir  Mm  Jti^koliiB." 

Kxx  ye  ought  o*  Captain  Grose  ? 

Igoandago, 
If  hc*s  among  his  friends  or  Ibei? 

Iram,  eoram,  dago. 

Is  he  South,  or  is  he  North  ? 

Igo,  andago, 
Or  drowned  in  the  river  Forth  ? 

Iraniy  coram,  dago. 

Is  he  slain  by  Highland  bodies  ? 

Igo,  andago, 
And  eaten  like  a  wether-haggit  ? 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 

Is  he  to  Abram*s  bosom  gane? 

Igo,  and  ago, 
Or  haudin*  Sarah  by  the  wame  I 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 


Where'er  he  be,  the  Lord  be 

Igo,  and  ago. 
As  for  the  deil  he  daor  na 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 


him; 
himt 


But  please  transmit  th*  indoifd  letter, 

Igo,  and  ago^ 
WhkJi  wiU  oblige  yoor  humble  dibMr, 


So  may  yott  htvt  mM 

Igo,  and  ago, 
The  very  stanes  that  Adam  bon^ 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 


So  may  ye  get  in  glad 

Igo,  andago, 
The  ooitts  o'  Satan*s  eorooatioa ! 

Inuii»  tonmf  dago. 


SCROGGAIL 
Thuli  wu  a  wib  wonned  in  Coeky^ 


She  brewed  gnde  ale  for  gentlemen  i 
Sing,  aukiCowl,  lay  ye  down  by  me ; 
Scroggam,  my  dearie^  Ruftun. 

The  godewife's  doehter  lell  in  a  fewy 

Bcroggam  p 

Tht  priest  o*  the  parish  fcll  in  another : 
Sing,  auU  Cowl,  lay  ye  down  by  me  ) 
Scroggam^  my  dcari^  RuAuu 

They  laid  the  twa  in  the  bed  thcfithor. 


That  the  heat  o*  the  tane  might  eool  tht 
Sing,  auM  Cowl,  lav  ye  down  I7  no  | 
Seioggam,  my  dearii^  Ruftim. 


SHE'S  FAIR  AND  FAUSB. 
Shi^lkirandi 


She's  fair  and  fause  that  causes  mj 

I  loo'd  her  mickle  and  lang ; 
She's  broken  her  vow,  she'e  broken  ay 

And  I  may  e'en  gae  hang. 
A  cuif  cam  in  wi'  rowth  o'  gear. 
And  I  hae  tint  my  dearest  dear  } 
But  woman  is  but  warU's  gear, 
See  let  the  faonnie  lam  gang. 


Whae'er  ye  be  that  woman  lore^ 

To  this  be  never  blind, 
Nae  ferlie  'tis  though  fickle  ehe  prof« ; 

A  woman  haa't  by  kind : 
O  woman,  lovely  woman  fiur ! 
An  angel's  form's  £inn  to  thy  shan^ 
'Twad  been  ower  mickle  to  haa  gi'mi  tlM 

I  mean  an  aogd  mind. 


SHE  SAYS  SHE  LO'ES  BCB  BEST 
OF  A'. 


,(« 


Otto's  W«lsr4UL'< 


SAiflaten 
Hw 


her  ringleti^ 


Hv 


SURNSf  WORKS. 


Bewitdiiogly  oV-arehiiig 

IVa  laughing  een  o*  bonuc  Uue. 
Her  smiling  tM  wyling, 

Wad  make  a  wretch  fbi|[tt  hit  wot  S 
What  pleasure,  what  trea»ure» 

Unto  theoe  rosy  lips  to  grow  ; 
Such  was  my  ChlnriH*  bonnie  fjct. 

When  fin»t  htr  bonnie  fjce  I  saw. 
And  aye  my  Chlori'**  dearest  charm. 

She  say4  she  lo'es  me  best  of  a*. 

Like  harmony  her  motion  ; 

Her  pretty  ancle  is  a  *py 
Betraying  ftur  proportion, 

Wad  make  a  saint  forget  the  sky. 
Sac  waitninr,  sae  charming, 

Her  fiittltlcfli  form  and  graceful  air ; 
nk  feature — aukl  Nature 

De«lar*d  that  i\^  oould  do  nae  mair : 
Hers  are  the  willing  chains  o*  love, 

By  conquering  beauty's  sovereign  Itw ; 
And  aye  my  Chloris'  dearest  charm, 

She  itys  she  lo'et  me  best  vf  a*. 

Let  othtn  love  the  city, 

And  gaudy  ahow  at  sunny  boob  ; 
Gie  me  the  lonely  valley. 

The  dewy  eve,  and  rising  moon. 
Fair  boiming  and  streaming, 

Her  eilver  light  the  boughs  amang ; 
While  ihlling,  recalling. 

The  amoroos  thrush  concludes  his  sang : 
There,  dearest  Chloris,  wilt  thou  rove 

By  wimpling  bum  and  leafy  shaw. 
And  hear  my  vows  o'  truth  and  love. 

And  uy  thou  lo'es  me  best  of  a*. 


SIC  A  WIFE  AS  WILLIE  HAD. 
Tutu^**  Tibby  Fowler.* 

Willis  WAtTLS  dwalt  on  Tweed, 

The  place  they  ca*d  it  Linkumdoddie. 
Willie  was  a  wabster  gude, 

Could  stown  «  clew  wi'  onie  bodie. 
He  had  a  wife  wa«  dour  and  din. 

O,  Tinkhir  Madgie  was  her  mother  s 
Sic  a  wife  as  Willie  had, 

I  wadna  gie  a  button  for  her ! 

She  has  an  ee,  ahe  has  biit  ane. 

The  cat  has  twa  the  veiy  colour ; 
Twa  rustie  teeth,  furiiye  a  stump, 

A  clapper  tongue  wad  deave  a  miller  ; 
A  whUkin*  beard  about  her  mou* ; 

Her  nose  and  chin  they  threiten  ither : 
Sic  a  wife  as  Willie  had, 

I  wpdn«  |ie  t  button  ibr  her ! 

She*s  faow-hough*d,  she*s  hein-shinn*d, 
Ae  limpin'  1^  a  hand-bread  shorter ; 

She's  twisted  richt,  she*s  twisted  lef^ 
To  biUnce  fiur  ia  ilk*  quarter : 


She  hu  a  hnmp  upon  lier  fareotl; 

The  twin  o*  that  upon  her  shouther  i 
Sic  a  Vife  as  Willie  had, 

I  wadna  gie  a  button  for  her  I 

Auld  handrons*  by  the  ingle  sits. 

And  wi'  her  loof  her  face  a-washin*  | 
But  WillieN  wife  is  nae  sae  trig. 

She  dichts  her  grunyief  wi*  a  hushio&.| 
HiT  walie  neeves,|  like  midden  creels  ) 

Her  face  wad  f\  le  the  Logan  Water : 
Sic  a  wife  as  Willie  had, 

I  ivadua  gie  a  button  for  her  I 


STEER  HER  UP  AND  HAUD  HER 
GAUN. 

Tkx^-'*  Steer  her  up." 

O  STZER  her  up  and  houd  her  ftna  ; 

Her  mother's  at  the  mill,  jo ; 
And  gin  she  winna  tak  a  man. 

E'en  let  her  tak  her  will,  jo. 


First  shore  her  wi*  a  kindly 

And  ca*  another  gill,  jo ; 
And  gin  she  tak  the  thing  amiaai 

E'en  let  her  flytc  her  fill,  jo. 

O  steer  her  up,  and  be  m  blote ; 

And  gin  shie  tak  it  ill,  J0| 
Then  lea'  the  lassie  to  ber  fate, 

And  time  nae  langer  epill,  jo. 

Ne'er  break  your  heart  for  oe  rebn^ 
But  think  upon  it  still,  jo, 

That  gin  the  lassie  winna  do't, 
Ye'll  find  another  will,  jo. 


SWEET  FA'S  THE  EVE  ON  CRAIQII. 

BURN. 

I  m 

SwEFP  fa's  the  eve  on  Craigie-bura^ 

And  blythe  awakes  the  morrow. 
But  a*  the  pride  o'  spring's  return 

Can  yield  me  nocht  but  sorrow. 

I  see  the  flowers  and  spreading  trecii 

I  hear  the  wild  birds  singing ; 
But  what  a  weary  wight  can  please^ 

And  core  his  bosom  wringing  f 

Fain,  fain  would  I  my  griefs  imperty 

Yet  dare  na  for  your  anger ; 
But  secret  love  will  break  my  ketrt^ 

If  I  conceal  it  langer. 

If  thou  refuse  to  pity  me, 
If  thou  shalt  love  anither, 


•Thecat      f  Mouth.      ^CMtoiflii      |fWi^  j 


SONGS. 


S2S 


Wlien  yon  green  leares  fade  fiae  the  tree, 
Around  my  graye  they'll  wither.* 


TAM  GLEN. 

Mt  hearl  is  a-breaking,  dear  tittle, 
Some  counsel  unto  me  come  len', 

To  anger  them  a*  i^  a  pity. 

But  what  will  I  do  wi'  Tarn  Glen  ? 

Tm  thinking,  wi*  sic  a  braw  fellow. 
In  poortith  I  mieht  mak  a  fen  : 

What  care  I  in  riches  to  wallow, 
If  I  maunna  marry  Tarn  Glen. 

There's  Lowrie  the  laird  o'  Dumeller, 
**  Gude  day  to  you,  brute/*  he  comes  ben 

He  braf^  and  he  biawii  o*  hi^  filler, 

But  when  will  he  dance  like  Tarn  Glen  ? 

My  mionie  does  constantly  deavc  me, 
And  bids  me  beware  o'  young  men  ; 

They  flatter,  she  says,  to  deceive  me, 
But  wha  can  think  sue  o*  Tarn  Glen  ? 

My  daddie  sayi,  tpn  1*11  forsake  him. 
He'll  gie  me  gude  h  under  marks  ten : 

But,  if  it's  cnliiu'd  I  maun  tak  him, 
O  wha  will  I  get  like  Tain  Glen? 

Yestreen  at  the  Valentine's  dealing. 
My  heart  to  my  moo  gied  a  sten ; 

For  thrice  I  drew  ane  without  failing, 
And  tlirice  it  was  written  Tarn  Glen* 

The  last  Hallowe'en  I  w.is  waukin 
My  droukit  sark-sleeve,  as  ye  ken  ; 

His  likeness  cam  up  the  house  staukin. 
And  the  \cry  grey  breeks  o*  Tam  Glen ! 

Come  counsel,  dear  tittie,  don't  tarry; 

ril  gie  you  my  bonnie  black  hen. 
Gin  ye  will  advisse  me  to  marry 

The  lad  I  lo'e  dearly,  Tam  Glen. 


THE  AULD  MAN. 

But  lately  seen  in  gladsome  green 

The  woods  rejoiced  the  day. 
Thru'  gentle  showers  the  laughing  flowers 

In  double  pride  were  gay  : 
But  now  our  joys  are  fled. 

On  winter  blM>ts  awa  ! 
Yet  maiden  May,  in  rich  array. 

Again  shall  bring  them  a*. 


Bnt  my  white  pow,  dm  Idndljr  thowt 

Shall  melt  the  tnawe  of  age  ; 
My  trunk  of  eild,  but  bust  or  beild, 

Sinks  in  time's  wintry  rage. 
Oh,  age  has  weary  days, 

And  nights  o*  sleepless  pain ! 
Thou  golden  time  o'  youthfu'  prime. 

Why  comest  thou  not  agun  I 


THE  BANKS  O*  DOON. 

Yx  banks  and  braes  o'  bonnie  Doon, 

How  can  ye  bloom  sae  fresh  and  fair ; 
How  can  yc  chant  ye  little  birds. 

And  I  sae  weary  fu'  o*  care ! 
Thou'U  break  my  heart  thon  warbling  bird, 

That  wantons  thro*  the  flowering  thorn : 
Thou  minds  me  o*  departed  joys, 

Departed  never  to  return. 

Oft  hae  I  rov'd  by  bonnie  Doon, 

To  see  the  rose  and  woodbine  twint ) 
And  ilka  bird  sang  o'  its  luve, 

And,  fondly,  sae  did  I  o*  mine. 
Wi*  lightsome  heart  I  pu'd  a  rose, 

Fu*  sweet  upon  its  thorny  tree  ; 
And  my  fause  lover  stole  my  rose. 

But  ah !  he  left  the  thorn  wi*  me. 


*  Cragie-lnim  wood  is  situated  on  the  banks  of  the 
river  Mo'Tat,  and  about  three  miles  diftMiit  from  the 
village  of  that  name,  celebrated  tor  its  medicinal  wa- 
ters. The  woods  of  Cragie-lmrn,  and  of  Dumericf, 
were  at  one  time  fkvourite  haunts  of  our  poet  It  was 
there  he  met  the  '*  Lassie  wi'  (ho  Unuwhito  tocks," 
l»d  that  be  oonoeiTsd  several  of  his  beautiful  lyritih 


THE  BANKS  BY  GASTL£-GOBDQ!C 

7Wfi«— ~  Moraf .* 

SmzAMt  that  glide  in  orient  plains 
Never  bonnd  by  winter's  chains ; 
Glowing  here  on  golden  sands. 
There  commiz'd  with  foulest  staina 
From  tyranny's  empurpled  bands  : 
These,  their  richly  gleaming  warei, 
I  leave  to  tyrants  and  their  slaves  ; 
Give  me  the  stream  that  sweetly  laTse 
The  banks  by  Castle-Gordon. 

Spicy  forests  ever  gay, 
Shading  from  the  burning  ny 
Hapless  wretches  sold  to  toil, 
Or  the  ruthless  native's  way. 
Bent  on  slaughter,  blood,  and  ipoil 
Woods  that  ever  verdant  wave, 
I  leave  the  tyrant  and  the  slave. 
Give  me  the  groves  that  lofty  brave 
The  storms,  by  Castle* Gordon. 

Wildly  here,  without  control. 
Nature  reigns  and  rules  the  whole  ; 
In  that  soljer  pensive  mood, 
Dearest  to  the  feeling  soul. 
She  plants  the  forest,  pouri  the  floo^ 
Li£B*s  poor  day  1*11  muiiiig  xat^ 
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And  find  at  n\g\kt  a  slielteriiig  ciTe, 
Where  waters  flow  and  wild  woods  ware, 
By  bonnie  Caatle-Gordon. 


THE  BANKS  OF  THE  DEVON.  ^ 

Tune—**  Rhannexadi  dhon  na  diri." 

TuF.KF.  verses  were  composed  on  a  charming 
girl,  a  Miss  Charlotte  Hamilton,  who  is  now 
iiiarrivd  to  James  M'Kitrick  Adair,  Esq.  phy- 
sician. She  is  sister  to  my  worthy  friend.  Gar 
via  Hamilton,  of  Mauchline ;  and  was  bom  on 
the  bauks  of  Ayr,  but  was,  at  the  time  I  wrote 
these  liops,  residing  at  Henreyston,  in  Clack- 
mannanshire, on  the  romantic  banks  of  the  little 
river  Devon. — ^I  first  heard  the  air  firom  a  lady 
in  Inverness,  and  got  the  notes  taken  down  for 
this  work. 

How  pleaaant  the  banks  of  the  clear  winding 
Devon, 
With  green  spreading    bashes  and  flow'rs 
blooming  fidr! 
Bat  the  bonniest  flow*r  on  the  banks  of  the  De- 
von, 
Was  once  a  sweet  bod  on  die  braes  of  the 
Ayr: 
Mild  be  the  sun  on  this  tweet-bloshing  flow*r. 

In  the  gay  rosy  mom  o  it  bathes  in  the  dew ; 
And  gentle  the  fiJl  of  the  soft  vernal  8how*r, 
That  steals  on  the  evening  each  leaf  to  renew ! 

O  spare  the  dear  blossom,  ye  orient  breeies, 
With  chill,  hoary -wing  as  ye  unb/a  the  dawn  I 

And  fiur  be  thou  distant,  thou  reptile  that  seiaest, 
The  verdure  and  pride  of  the  garden  or  lawn  1 

Let  Boorbon  exult  in  his  gay  gilded  lilies, 
And  England  triumphant  display  her  proud 


A  fiurer  than  either  adorns  the  green  yalliesy 
Where  Derout    sweet  Devon, 
flows. 


THE  BANKS  OF  CREE. 
Tvfi^-'*  The  bsnki  of  Cree." 

He&x  is  the  glen,  and  here  the  bower, 
All  underneath  the  birchen  shade ; 

The  viUage  bell  has  toll*d  the  hour, 
0>  what  can  stay  my  lovely  maid  ? 

'  Tu  not  Maria's  whispering  call, 
Tis  but  the  balmy  breathing  gale^ 

MUt  with  some  warbler's  dying  £dl. 
The  dewy  star  of  eve  to  haih 

It  Is  Maria's  voice  I  hear  ! 

So  calls  the  woodlark  to  the  grove^ 
JSa  little  fiuthfnl  mate  to  cheer. 

Aft  oQOt  'tit  music    and  tii  lort. 


And  art  thoa  come,  and  art  tlum  tmi ! 

O  welcome  dear  to  love  and  me ! 
And  let  OS  all  oar  tows  renew, 

Akmg  the  flowery  banks  of  Cree. 


THE  BARD'S  SONG. 

TRX  bird's  SONO  IK    «TBE  JOLLT  BIOOAM.* 

TMir~"  JoDy  mortals,  AH  your  { 


Sex  the  smoking  bowl  before  us, 
Mark  our  jovial  ragged  ring  ! 
Round  and  round  take  up  the  chorosy 
'  And  in  raptures  let  us  sing— 

A  jig  for  tftote  by  law  proUeiBd, 

Liberty' t  a  ploriomg  f§tui  I 
Omrttfor  coward^  were  tmttd, 
Ckurehu  built  to  pUase  cAs  pHuL 

What  is  title  what  is  treasure, 

.What  is  reputation's  care  f 
If  we  lead  a  Hie  of  pleasure^ 

'Tis  no  matter  how  or  where. 
A  fyf^r  Mosc,  ^. 

Life  is  all  a  variorum. 

We  regard  not  how  it  goes ; 
Let  them  cant  about  decorum, 

Who  have  rharacters  to  lose. 
A  Jip  ffr  tjum,  ^ 

Here's  to  budgets,  bags,  and  wallcCs ! 

Here's  to  all  our  wandering  train ! 
Here's  our  ragged  brat4  and  oUlets ! 

One  and  all  cry  out.  Amen  I 
A  jig  for  ihouy  igc. 


THE  BATTLE  OF  SHERIFFOfUIS* 

BCTWKKN  TIIK  DUKE  OF  AEOTLX  AWD  VIU 
EARL  of  MAE. 

«  O  CAM  yc  here  the  fight  to  skofl. 
Or  herd  the  iiheep  wi'  me,  man  ? 
Or  were  ve  at  the  Sherra-muir, 

And  did  the  battle  see,  man  ?** 
I  saw  the  battle  sair  and  tengh. 
And  reekin-red  ran  monie  a  sheogh. 
My  heart  for  fear  gae  sough  fin*  soogh» 
To  hear  the  thods,  and  see  the  elods 
O'  clans  firae  woods,  in  tartan  dad% 
Wha  glanm'd  at  kingdoma  thresb  man. 

The  red-coat  lada  wi*  black  cockades. 
To  meet  them  were  na  slaw,  man ; 

They  rush'd  and  pnsh'd,  and  binid  oiit|iirii*4 
And  mony  a.  book  did  &*,  man : 

The  great  Argyle  led  on  his  files, 

I  wat  they  glanoid  twenty  miks  I 
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They  hickM  and  liaih'd,  wliile  broidnrordi 

cUsh*d, 
And  thro*  they  dash*d,  and  hefw*d  and  tmaahMi 
Till  fty  men  died  awa,  man. 

But  had  you  leen  the  philibegBi 

And  skyrin  tartan  trewi,  man, 
When  in  the  teeth  they  dar*d  our  whigi, 

And  covenant  true  blues,  man  ; 
In  lines  extended  lang  and  large. 
When  bayonets  opposed  the  targe, 
And  thousands  hastened  to  the  charge, 
Wi*  highland  wrath  they  frae  the  sheath,  '. 
Drew  blades  o*  death,  till  out  o*  breath, 

They  fled  like  frighted  doos,  man. 

**  O  how  deil  Tarn  can  that  be  true  ? 

The  chase  gaed  frae  the  north,  man ; 
I  saw  myself,  they  did  pursue 

The  honemen  back  to  Forth,  man ; 
And  at  Dumblane,  in  my  ain  sigh^ 
They  took  the  btig  wi*  a*  their  might, 
And  straught  to  Stirling  winged  their  flight ; 
But,  cursed  lot !  the  gates  were  shut ; 
And  mony  a  hunted  poor  red-eoat 

For  fear  amaist  did  swarf,  man.** 

Mysifter  Kate  came  up  the  gate 

wi'  crowdie  unto  me,  man  : 
She  swoor  she  saw  some  rebels  run, 

Frae  Perth  unto  Dundee,  man ; 
Their  left-hand  general  had  nae  skill. 
The  Angus  lads  had  nae  good  will 
That  day  their  neebot*s  blood  to  spill ; 
For  fear  by  foes,  that  they  should  lose 
Their  cogs  o*  broae ;  all  crying  woes. 

And  so  it  goes,  you  tee,  man. 

They've  lost  some  gallant  gentlemen, 
Amang  the  Highland  dans,  man  ; 

I  frar  my  Lord  Panmure  is  slain. 
Or  fellen  in  whiggish  hands,  man. 

Now  wad  ye  sing  this  double  fight, 

Some  fell  fimr  wrang,  and  some  for  right ; 

But  mony  bade  the  world  gude-night ; 

Then  ye  may  tell,  how  pell  and  mell, 

Bv  red  claymores,  and  muskets,  kneU, 

Wi*  dying  yell,  the  torics  fell, 
And  whigs  to  hell  did  flee,  man.* 


THE  BIRKS  OF  ABERFBLDY. 

I  coMrosco  these  stamaa  standing  under  the 
Falls  of  Aberfeldy,  at  or  near  Moaess. 

Tmu-»"  The  Birks  of  Abaigeldy.* 

JSonnie  2autc,  will  ye  go,  will  yt  go,  will  gt  go, 
jBoMnie  lauie,  will  ye  go,  to  tkt  JBirkt  of  Ahv^ 
f  tidy  9 


about  the  tOM  o«f  bvd  imdt 
1717. 


•  This 
|MtMVt9thf 


Now  simmer  blihks  oii  flowery  bnes, 
And  o*er  the  crystal  streamlets  plays  ; 
Come,  let  us  spend  the  lichtsome  days 
In  the  Birks  of  Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie  Uutie,  jr^. 

While  o*er  their  head  the  hanli  hing^ 

The  little  birdies  blythdy  sing. 

Or  lichtly  flit  on  wanton  wing, 

In  the  Birks  of  Aberfeldy. 

*  JBonnie  lassie,  8{t, 

The  braes  ascend  like  lofty  wa*i^ 
The  fbamin*  stream  deep-roaring  fe*^ 
Overhung  wi*  fragrant  spreadin'  shaws, 
The  Birks  of  Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie  lassie,  ^c 

The  hoary  di&  are  crown'd  wi*  flow'n, 
White  ower  the  lin  the  bumie  pours. 
And,  risin*,  weets  wi'  misty  show'rs 
The  Birks  of  Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie  lassie,  ^. 

Let  fortune's  gifb  at  random  flee, 
They  ne'er  shall  draw  a  with  frae  me, 
Supremely  bless'd  wi*  love  and  thee^ 
In  the  Birks  of  Aberfekly.* 
Bonnie  lassie,  ^ 


THE  BIG-BELLIED  BOTTI^ 


'*  Prepare,  my  dear  Brethro,  to  the  Tann 
let's  fly.- 


No  churchman  am  I,  for  to  rail  and  to  write; 
No  statesman  or  soldier,  to  plot  or  to  fight ; 
No  sly  man  of  business,  contriving  a  snare ; 
For  a  big-bellied  bottle's  the  whole  of  my  can. 

The  peer  I  don't  envy — I  give  him  hu  bow  ; 
I  scorn  not  the  peasant,  though  ever  so  low ; 
But  a  club  of  good  fellows,  like  thoit  that  art 

here, 
And  a  bottle  like  this,  are  my  glory  ind  care. 

Here  passes  the  squire    on  his  brother   'hia 

horse; 
There  centum-per-centum,   the    dt  with  his 

purse; 
But  see  you  *  the  Crown,'  how  it  waves  in  the 

air! 
There  a  big-bellied  bottle  still  eases  my  eare. 


•  The  ehorus  is  boi  rowed  fmn  an  old  sfmide  bd> 
lad,  called  "  The  Birks  of  Abcigeldy  t"  of  srhi^  tht 
foUowix^  is  a  fragment. 

Bonnie  Isssie,  will  ye  so, 
will 


Will  ye  go.  will  ye  go, 
Bonnie  umie,  will  ye  go 
To  the  birks  &  AhogeUie  r 
Ye  ihsU  gat  a  gown  o^  slUc« 
A  gown  cr  silk,  a  gown  o^  silk, 
Ys  shall  get  agown  &  rilk. 
And  eoat  of  oaluiiia&kiaa 


BURNS'  WORKS. 


The  wife  ot  liy  botom»  abn  !  she  did  die ; 
For  sweet  cooaolation  to  church  I  did  fly  ; 
I  found  that  old  Solomon  proved  it  fair. 
That  a  big-bellied  bottle's  a  cure  for  all  care. 

I  once  was  persuaded  a  venture  to  make  ; 
A  letter  inform'd  me  that  all  was  to  wreck  ; 
But   the  pursy  old  landlord  just  waddled  up 

stairs. 
With  a  glorious  bottle,  that  ended  my  cares. 

"  Life's  cares  they  are  comforts,"  *   a  maxim 

laid  down 
By  the  bard,  what  d'ye  call  him,  that  wore  the 

black  gown; 
And  faith  I  agree  widi  th*  old  prig  to  a  hair, 
For  a  big-bellied  bottle**  a  heaven  of  care. 

STAHZA  ADDKO  IN  ▲  HASOK  LODGE. 

Then  fill  up  a  bumper,  and  make  it  o*erflow. 
And  honours  masonic  prepare  for  to  throw  ; 
Blay  every  true  brother  of  the  compass  tmd 

square 
Have  a  big-bellied  bottle  when  harassM  with 

care. 


THE  BLUE-EYED  LASSIE. 

I  OAVD  a  waefii*  gate  yestreen, 
A  gate,  t  fiear,  Fll  dearly  rue ; 

I  gat  ny  death  frae  twa  sweet  een, 
Twa  lovely  een  o*  bonnie  blue. 

'Twas  not  her  golden  ringlets  bright ; 
Her  Kpi  like  roses,  wat  wi'  dew, 

Her  heaviog  bosom,  lily-white — 
It  was  her  e'en  sae  bonnie  blue. 


She  talk'd,  she  smiled,  my  heart  she  wyl'd, 

She  charm'd  my  soul  I  wist  na  how  ; 
And  aye  the  stound,  the  deadly  wound, 

Cam  frae  her  een  sae  bonnie  blue. 
But  spare  to  speak,  and  spare  to  speed  ; 

She'll  aiblins  listen  to  my  vow  : 
Should  she  refuse,  I'll  lay  my  dead 

To  her  twa  een  sae  bonnie  blue.f 


THE  BONNIE  WEE  THING. 

CoMPosKD  on  my  little  idol,  "  The  charm- 
iag^  lovely  Daviea." 

Sonnie  wee  thing^  cannie  wee  thing^ 
ZtOvely  wee  thing  was  thou  mine  ; 


•  Youni;'!  Night  Thoughts. 

f  The  heroine  of  this  song  was  Mim  J.  of  Lnchma. 
_  m.  This  lady,  now  Mre.  R.  after  reuding  fioine  time 
In  Liverpool,  is  settled  with  her  hustucMi  m  New  York, 
Noith  America* 


I  wad  wear  ^e$  iis  fNy  hoiom. 
Lest  my  jewel  I  should  tine* 

Wishfully  I  look  and  langnisih, 
In  that  bonnie  face  of  thine ; 

And  my  heart  it  stounds  wi' 
Lest  my  wee  thing  be  na  mine. 
Sonnie  wee  titing,  ^. 

Wit,  and  grace,  and  love,  and  bctaty, 

In  ae  constellation  shine ; 
To  adore  thee  is  my  duty, 

Goddess  o'  this  soul  o*  mine ! 
Bonnie  vee  things  |ne« 


THE  BRAES  O'  BALLOCHliYLS. 


The  Ca trine  woods  were  yellow 

The  flowers  decayed  on  Catrine  kc,  * 
Nae  lav*rock  sang  on  hillock  green* 

But  nature  sicken'd  on  the  ee. 
Thro*  faded  groves  Maria  sang, 

Hersel'  in  beauty's  bloom  the  whilc^ 
And  aye  the  wild  wood  echoes  rang, 

Fareweel  the  braes  o'  Ballochmyle. 

Low  in  your  wintry  beds,  ye  flowers. 

Again  ye'Il  Oourish  fresh  and  fiiir ; 
Ye  birdies  dumb,  in  withering  bowars, 

Ag^aio  ye'll  charm  the  vocal  air. 
But  here,  alas  !  for  me  nae  mair. 

Shall  birdie  charm,  or  floweret  smile  ; 
Fareweel  the  boonie  banks  of  Ayr, 

Fareweel,  fareweel !  sweet  Ballochmyle ! 


THE  CARL  OF  KELLYBURN  BRAES. 

Thesk  words  are  mine  ;  I  compoeed  them 
from  the  old  traditionary  verses. 

Therk  lived  a  carl  on  Kellybum  braes, 

(  Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonnie  wi'  Uiyme) 

And  he  had  a  wife  was  the  plague  o*  his  days  ; 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd  and  the  rue  is 
in  prime. 

Ae  day  as  the  carl  gaed  up  the  lang  glen, 
(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonnie  wi'  tl^yme) 

He  met  wi'  the  devil ;  says,  "  How  do  yow  fen?" 
And  the  thyme  it  is  ^ither'd  and  the  rue  is 
in  prime. 

"  I've  got  a  bad  wife,  Sir ;  that's  a'  my  com- 
plaint ; 
(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonnie  wi'  th)'me) 

«  Catrine,  in  Ayrshire,  the  test  of  Dunid  Stewart^ 
Esq.  Professor  of  Moral  Philotiiphy  in  the  Unlrersity 
of  Edinburgh.  Balleobtttte,  formerly  the  seat  of  8ic 
JohA  Wbitcfoord,  oow,flCn  .  ^IwMwer^  Ss«.  OHOO^j 


SONGS. 


For,  Mrhf  four  frntmm,  to  Wr  je'n  t  tdnt ; 
Aad  the  tiiTiiie  it  it  withered  ud  the  roe  it 
in  prime." 

"  It*t  neither  your  ttot  nor  jronr  etaig  I  shall 
crave, 
(Hey,  and  the  me  growt  bonnie  wi*  thyme) 
But  gie  me  yoar  wife,  man,  for  her  I  must  have, 
And  the  uyme  it  it  wither*d  and  the  rue  it 
in  prime.*' 

"  O  wekome*  rooet  kindly,**  the  Uyihe  earl  said, 
(Hey.  and  the  me  growt  bonnie  wi*  thyme) 

But  if  ye  can  match  her,  ye*re  war  nor  ye*re  ca*d, 
And  the  thyme  it  it  wither*d,  and  the  rue  it 
in  prime.** 

The  devil  hat  got  the  anld  wife  on  hit  back  ; 

(Hey,  and  the  rue  growt  bonnie  wi'  thyme) 
And,  like  a  poor  pedlar,  he*t  carried  his  pack ; 

And  the  thjnne  it  it  wither*d,  and  the  rue  it 
m 


He's  carried  her  heme  to  his  ain  hallan-door ; 

(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonnie  wi*  thyme) 
Syne  bade  her  gae  in,  for  a  bitch  and  a  whore. 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  the  rue  is 
in  prime. 

Then  straight  he  makes  fifty,  the  pick  o*  his 
band, 
(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonnie  wi*  thyme) 
Turn  out  on  her  gaurd  in  the  clap  of  a  hand  ; 
And  the  thyme  ic  iv  wither'd,  and  the  rue  it 
prime. 

The  carlin  gaed  thro'  thcin  like  ony  wude  bear, 

(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonnie  wi*  thyme) 

Whae'er  she  gat  hands  on  came  near  her  nae 

mair ; 

And  the  thyme  it  it  wither'd,  and  the  rue  it 

in  prime. 

**  A  reekit  wee  devil  looks  over  the  wa* ; 

(  Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonnie  wi*  tiiyme) 
O,  help,  matter,  help,  or  she'll  ruin  ut  «*, 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  the  roe  it 
in  prime.** 

The  devil  he  swore  by  the  edge  o*  his  knife, 
(Hey,  and  the  rue  growt  bonnie  wi*  thyme) 

He  pitied  the  man  that  wat  tied  to  a  wife ; 
Ajid  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  the  me  k 
in  prime. 

The  devil  he  swore  by  the  kirk  and  the  bell, 

(Hey,  and  the  me  growt  bonnie  wi'  thyme) 
He  was  not  in  wedlodc,  thank  heaven,  bat  ia 
hell; 
And  the  thyme  it  it  wither'd,  and  the  me  it 
in  prime. 

Then  Satan  has  travelled  again  wi'  hit  pack ; 
(Hey,  tod  the  me  growi  bonnie  wi*  thyme) 


And  to  her anldluubaiid he't  earned  te  bMc ; 
And  the  thyme  it  it  wither'd,  tnd  the  mA  i$ 
in  prime. 

"  I  hae  been  a  devil  the  feck  o*  my  life ; 

(Hey,  and  the  me  grows  bonnie  wi*  thyme) 
But  ne'er  wot  in  hell,  till  I  met  wi*  a  wife ; 

And  the  thyme  it  it  wither'd,  and  the  rue  it 
in  prime. 


THE  CHEVALIER'S  LAMENT. 

Tune-'*'  Ctptain  <y  Kaine." 

The  tmall  birds  rejoice  in  the  green  laavet  i»> 
taming; 
The  murmuring  streamlet  rant  clear  thraii|^ 
the  vale ; 
The  hawthorn  treet  blow  in  the  dewt  of  the 
morning; 
And  wild  tcattered  oowtlipe  bedeck  thegraea 
dale. 
But  what  can  give  pteatnre,  or  what  can  nam 

feir. 
When  the  lingerin'  momenta  are  numbered  by 
care? 
No  flowers  gaily  springing, 
Or  birdt  tweetly  tinging, 
Can  tooth  the  tad  bosom  of  joylett  deapair. 

The  deed  that  I  dared,  cooU  it  merit  tbeir  ■»• 
lice 
A  king  and  a  fether  to  place  on  hit  tiirone ! 
Hit  right  are  thete  hillt,  and  hit  right  an  i  ~ 
vallejrs. 
Where  the  wild  beattt  find  thelter,  bat  I 
find  none. 
But  *tit  not  my  iu£Ssringt,  thot  wietehed,  dr- 

lom ; 
My  brave  gallant  fnendt,  *tis  your  ruin  I  moam; 
Your  deeds  proved  to  loyal 
In  hot  bloody  trial ; 
Alaa !  can  I  make  it  no  better  retoim } 


THE  DAY  returns;  MY  BOMM 
BURNS. 

Ttm*'^  Seventh  of  Novte^btb" 

Thk  day  retamt^  my  boeom  bumt^ 

The  bliiaful  day  we  twa  did  meet, 
Tho'  winter  wild  in  tempett  toil'd. 

Ne'er  tummer  tun  wtt  half  ate  tweet ; 
Than  a'  the  pride  that  loada  the  tide^ 

And  crotses  o'er  the  tultry  line ; 
Than  kingly  robet,  than  crownt  and  globet, 

Heaved  gave  me  more,  it  made  thee  mine. 

While  day  and  night  can  briog  delight. 
Or  natore  ought  of  pltaaure  give  1^ 


sso 
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While  jOfB  above,  my  mind  cm  moire^ 
For  thee,  and  thee  alone,  I  live ! 

When  that  grim  foe  of  life  belov, 
Conies  in  between  to  make  na  part ; 

The  iron  hand  that  breaks  our  band. 
It  breaks  mj  bliss — it  breaks  mj  heart. 


THE  DEATH  SONG. 

Scsirg— A  Field  of  Battle.— Timb  op  the  DAT- 
Evening.— The  Wounded  and  Dying  of  the  Vioto. 
rloui  Anny  are  supposed  to  Join  in  the  following 
Song: 

Fakzwxll,  thou  fair  day,  thou  green  earth, 
and  ye  skies. 
Now  gay  with  the  bright  netting  sun  ; 
Farewell,  loves  and  firiendshipa,  ye  dear  tender 
ties, 
Onr  race  of  exiitfence  is  run  ! 

Thou  grim  King  of  Terrors,  thou  life*s  gloomy 

foe, 
Go,  frighten  the  coward  and  slave  ; 
Go  teach  them  to  tremble,  fell  tyrant !    but 
know. 
No  terrors  host  thou  to  the  brave. 

Thon  strikest  the  dull  peasant ;  he  »inks  in  the 
dark. 

Nor  saves  even  the  wreck  of  a  name  ; 
Thou  strikest  the  young  hero—a  gloriou*  mark  ! 

He  fells  in  the  blaze  of  his  fauie  ! 

In  the  proud  field  of  honour— our  swords  in  our 
hands, 

Onr  king  and  our  country  to  save— 
While  victory  ahines  on  life's  last  ebbing  sands, 

O !  who  would  not  die  with  the  brave  ! 


THE  DEIL'S  AWA  WI»  THE  EXCISE- 
MAN. 

Tax  deil  cam  fiddling  through  the  toun. 

And  danced  awa  wi*  the  exciseman ; 
And  ilka  auld  wife  cried,  Auld  Mahoun,  . 
I  wish  yon  luck  o*  the  prise,  man. 
The  dciVs  atoa,  the  deiVs  awa. 

The  deiVe  awa  wi*  the  excitenum  ; 
H6*8  danced  awa,  he's  danced  awa, 
IIe*9  danced  awa  wi*  the  ercitemam  ! 

We*ll  mak  our  maut,  weMl  brew  onr  drink, 
We'll  laugh,  sing,  and  rejoice,  man ; 

And  mony  braw  thanks  to  Uie  meikle  black  deil, 
That  danced  awa  wi*  the  exciseman ! 
Tlu  deiVt  awa,  ^. 

There's  threesome  reels,  there's  firarsorae  re^ 
There's  hornpipes  wA  strathspeys,  man } 


Bnt  the  ac  best 

Wasy  The  deO's 

ThMdeWe 


•*er  eim  U  tha 
wi*lhtc(( 


THE  ELECTION.' 
3%M^**  Fy,  let  ns  if  to  the  bndaL* 

jy.  UtmMa*to  Kirkeudbright, 
For  there  wiB  be  bickering  Aere,' 

For  Mmrray*9  Kght  hone  are  to  wuuUtg 
And  oh,  how  the  heroee  wiU  tmtmr  I 


Akd  there  will  be  BInrray  commander^ 
And  Gordon  the  batttle  to  win : 

Like  brithers  they'll  stand  by  each  othei, 
6ae  knit  in  alliance  and  sin. 
jPjf,  ^  flia  a',  ^ 

And  there  will  be  black-nebbed  Johnni^ 
The  tongue  of  the  trump  to  thana  a' ; 

If  he  get  na  hell  for  his  haddin*, 
The  deil  gets  nae  justice  ava ! 
-Fy,  let  M  a',  ^. 


And  there  will  be  TempIeton*s 
A  boy  no  sae  black  at  the  bane ; 

Bnt,  a«  to  his  fine  Nabob  fixtune, 
We'll  e'en  let  the  subject  alane. 
Fy,  let  ue  a',  §t. 

And  there  will  be  Wigton's  new  sheriff: 
Dame  Justice  fu'  brawly  hu  qped ; 

She's  gotten  the  heart  of  a  B         by» 
But  what  has  become  of  the  head  i 
Fy,  let  ut  a\  (fc. 

And  there  will  be  Cardoness*  sqoiic^ 

So  mighty  in  Cardoness'  eyes ; 
A  wight  that  will  weather  damnation. 

For  the  devil  the  prey  will  despiia. 
jy,  let  ue  o',  ^. 

And  there  will  be  Donglaases  donghtj. 
New  christening  towns  hr  and  near  ; 

Abjuring  their  democrat  doings, 
By  kissing  the  doup  of  a  peer 
Fy,  let  ut  a*,  {fc. 

And  there  will  be  Kenmure  sae  g^nffffwiy 
Whose  honour  is  proof  'gainst  the  starm  ; 

To  save  them  firae  stark  reprobationt 
He  lent  them  his  name  to  the  firm* 
Fy,  let  us  o',  ^. 

But  we  winna  mention  Redcaatle  ; 

The  body,  e'en  let  him  escape : 
He'd  venture  the  gallows  for  siller. 

An  *twerena  the  cost  o'  the  rape. 
Fy,Utu9  a',  ^. 

And  there  is  onr  King's  Lord  Licnteaaii^ 
8m  frmsd  for  h»  grttaftil  ntvm  f 
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sst 


The  binSe  u  getting  kit  ducttuniiy 
To  nj  in  St.  StephM  •  the  mo 


inonu 


jy,  Ut  MM  a*,  ^. 

And  there  will  be  ladi  of  tlie  goipel, 
Muirhead,  wha*s  as  gude  as  be*s  true  ; 

And  there  wiU  be  Buittle'i  apostle, 
Wha*s  nuir  o*  the  black  than  the  bine. 
Fy,  Ut  vs  a  J  S^c, 

And  there  will  be  fl)lk  fras  St.  Mary's,  * 
A  house  0*  great  merit  and  note  : 

The  deii  ane  but  honours  them  highly— 
The  deil  ane  will  gie  them  his  vote. 
Fy,  let  us  a\  ^r. 

And  there  will  be  wealthy  young  Richard 
Dame  Fortune  should  hing  by  the  neck : 

But  for  prodigal  thriftlew  bestowing, 
His  merit  had  won  him  respect. 
Fy,  Ui  ut  a\  dv. 

And  there  will  be  rich  brither  Nabobs  ; 

Thoogh  Nabobs,  yet  men  o*  the  first : 
And  there  will  be  Colliston's  whukers. 

And  Quintin,  o*  lads  not  the  warst. 
Fyt  Ut  UM  a\^ 

And  there  will  be  Stamp-office  Johnnie— 
Tak  tent  how  you  purchase  a  dram  ; 

And  there  will  be  gay  Caws  ut  any  ; 
And  there  will  be  gleg  Colonel  Tam. 
F^,Utus  a\  ^ 

And  there  will  be  tmsty  Kirrochtrie, 
Whase  hooonr  is  erer  his  sa*  . 

If  the  Tirtues  were  packed  in  a  parcel. 
His  worth  might  be  sample  for  a*. 
Fy,  Ut  iM  a\  ^. 

And  can  we  forget  the  anid  Major, 
Wha*n  ne'er  be  forgot  in  the  Greyi  ? 

Oar  flattery  well  keep  for  aome  other ; 
Him  only  it's  justice  to  praise. 
FiffUtui  a\  ^ 

And  there  will  be  maiden  Kilkerran, 
And  alao  Barakimming*s  gude  wight ; 

And  there  will  be  roaring  Birtwhiade, 
Wha  luckily  roara  in  tiie  right 
F^,  Ut  Mi  a\  ^. 

And  there,  frae  tne  Niddiadale  border, 
We*U  mii^le  the  Biazwdla  in  droves, 

Tench  Jockie,  stanch  Geordie,  and  Willie, 
That  granes  for  tne  fiahaa  and  loves. 
1>,  Isf  IM  a',  ^ 

And  there  will  be  Logan  MO) 1; 

ScuUoddery  and  he  wiU  be  there  ; 


•  M 


alSt 


the  ftmily  of  the  Earl  of  Sdkiik. 
^  lakb  BHT  KMmdl»%hi. 


And  alao  the  Scott  o*  Oalknray, 
Sodgering,  gunpowder  BUir. 
Fy,  UtM$a\^ 

Then  hey  !  the  chaste  interest  o'  Bronghtoat 
And  hey  for  the  blessings  'twill  bring ! 

It  rosy  send  Balmaghie  to  the  Commons  ; 

In  Sodom  'twould  make  him  a  kii^. 

Fy,  let  UM  a\  ^ 

And  hey !  for  the  aanctified  M — r—- y. 
Our  land  wha  wi*  chapels  has  stoned ; 

He  foundered  his  horse  among  harlots. 
But  gied  the  auld  mare  to  the  Lord. 
Fy,  let  M  a*,  ^. 


THE  GALLANT  WEAVER. 

Whkhe  Cart  rins  rowin  to  the  sea. 
By  mony  a  flow'r  and  spreading  tree. 
There  lives  a  lad,  the  lad  for  me. 
He  u  a  gallant  weaver. 

Oh  I  had  wooers  aught  or  nine. 
They  gied  me  rings  and  ribbons  fine ; 
And  I  was  fear'd  my  heart  would  tine. 
And  I  gied  it  to  the  weaver. 

My  daddie  sign'd  my  tochcr-band 
To  gie  the  lad  that  has  the  land. 
But  to  my  h«irt  1*11  add  my  hand. 
And  give  it  to  the  weaver. 

While  birds  rqoice  in  leafy  bowers ; 
While  bees  delight  in  opening  flowers ; 
While  com  grows  green  in  simmer  showen, 
I'll  love  my  gallant  weaver.* 


THE  GARDEIiER  WI'  HIS  PAIDLE. . 

Thu  air  is  the  Gardeners'  March.    The  titlt 
of  the  song  only  is  old ;  the  rest  is  mine. 

Wbek  rosy  May  comes  in  wi'  flowers, 
To  deck  her  gay,  green-spreading  bowers; 

Then  busy,  busy  are  his  hoars, 
The  gard'ner  wi'  his  paidle. 

The  crystal  waten  gently  fo' ; 
The  merry  birds  are  lovers  a* ; 
The  scented  breeies  round  him  blew, 
The  gard'ner  wi*  his  paidle. 

When  par|^  morning  starts  the  hare 
To  steal  upon  her  early  fore  ; 
Then  thro*  the  dews  he  maun  repair. 
The  gard'ner  wi*  hu  paidle. 


•  iBSOBMedMonsaaUbrlssabrtitatedfortvwsifrw* 
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Wlm  6tcf  expiring  in  tht  west, 
The  curtain  draws  of  nature*!  rest ; 
He  flies  to  her  arms  he  lo'es  best, 
The  gard'ner  wi*  his  paidie. 


THE  OLOOBrV  NIGHT  IS  GATHER- 
ING FAST. 

JVue— «•  Banks  of  Ayr.* 

The  gloomy  night  is  gath*ring  fast, 
Loud  roars  the  wild  inconstant  blast. 
Yon  murky  cloud  is  foul  with  rain, 
I  see  it  driving  o*er  the  plain. 
The  hunter  now  has  left  the  moor, 
The  BcatterM  coveys  meet  secure, 
While  here  I  wander,  prest  with  care. 
Along  the  lonely  banks  of  Ayr. 

The  autumn  mourmi  her  ripening  com, 
By  early  winter's  ravage  torn  ; 
Across  her  placid  azure  sky 
She  sees  the  scowling  tempest  fly  : 
Chill  runs  my  blood  to  hear  it  rave, 
I  think  upon  the  stormy  wave. 
Where  many  a  danger  I  must  dare, 
Fkr  from  the  bonnie  banks  of  Ayr. 

*Tii  not  the  surging  billows*  roar, 
*11i  not  that  fatal,  deadly  shore  ; 
Though  death  in  every  shape  appear, 
The  wretched  have  no  more  to  fear : 
But  round  my  heart  the  ties  are  bound. 
That  heart  transpierced  with  many  a  wound  ; 
These  bleed  afresh,  those  ties  I  tear, 
To  leave  the  bonnie  ban  kit  of  Ayr. 

Farewell  old  Coila's  hills  and  dale?*. 
Her  heathy  moors  and  winding  vairit ; 
The  scene  where  wretched  fancy  royes. 
Pursuing  past,  unhappy  loveti ! 
Farewell  my  friends,  farewell  my  foes. 
My  peace  with  these,  my  love  with  those ; 
The  bursting  tears  my  heart  declare ; 
Flwewtll  the  bonnie  banks  of  Ajrr.* 


THE  HEATHER  WAS  BLOOMING. 

Tun^—**  I  red  you  bewaxe  at  the  hunting." 

Thx  heather  was  blooming,  the  meadows  were 

mawn, 
Our  lads  gaed  a  hunting,  oe  day  at  the  dawn, 
0*er  moors  and  o'er  mosses  and  mony  a  glen. 
At  length  they  discovered  a  bonnie  moor-hen. 


I  red  you  beware  at  thg  htuUing,  foung  wun,  ; 
I  red  you  beware  at  the  humting,  young  men  ; 
Tak  some  on  Ute  wing,  and»ome  as  they 

spring^ 
But  cannily  steal  on  a  bonnie  moor-hen. 

Sweet  brushing  the  dew  from  the  brown  heather 

bells 
Her  colours  betray*d  her  on  yon  mossy  fells  ; 
Her  plumage  outlustred  the  pride  o'  the  spring, 
And  O  !  as  she  wantoned  gay  on  the  wing. 
I  red,  ^c, 

Auld  Phoebus  himsel,  as  he  peep*d  o*er  the  biD ; 

In  spite  at  her  plumage  he  tryed  his  skill ; 

He  levell'd  his  rays  where  she  baak'd  on  the 

brae — 
His  rap  were  outshone,  and  but  mark*d  where 

she  lay. 

I  red,  §t?. 

They  hunted  the  valley,  they  hunted  the  hill ; 
The  best  of  our  lads  wi'  the  best  o*  their  skill ; 
But  still  as  the  fairest  she  sat  in  their  sight, 
Then,  whirr !  she  was  over,  a  mile  at  a  flighC-^ 
I  red,  IrCo 


•  Bums  wrote  this  gong,  while  oonvoyinfj  his  chest 
so  far  on  the  road  from  Ayrshire  to  Urt-cnock,  where 
he  intended  to  embark  in  a  few  days  for  Jamaica.  He 
dssignsd  it,  he  uy,  as  his  farewell  dirge  to  liLs  naUvo 


THE  HIGHLAND  LASSIE,  O. 

This  was  a  composition  of  mine  in  very  earlj 
life,  before  I  was  known  at  all  in  the  world. 

Nak  {Ten tic  dames,  tho*  ne*er  im  fdr. 

Sail  ever  be  my  Muse*s  care ; 

Tht'ir  titles  a'  are  empty  shew ; 

Gic  me  my  Highland  lassie,  O. 

Within  the  glen  sae  bushy,  O, 
Aboon  the  plain  sae  mshyt  O, 
I  cet  me  down  wi*  right  good  nnM, 
To  sing  my  Highland  lasnif  O* 

0  were  yon  hills  and  valliea  mine^ 
Yon  palace  and  yon  gardens  fine  ! 
The  world  then  the  love  should  know 

1  bear  my  Highland  lassie,  O. 

Within  the  glen,  ^ 

But  fickle  fortune  frowns  on  m^ 
And  I  maun  cross  the  raging  sea ; 
But  while  my  crimson  currents  flow^ 
1*11  lo'e  my  Highland  lassie,  O. 
Within  ilis  glen,  |pe. 

Altho*  thro*  foreign  climes  I  range, 
I  know  her  heart  will  never  change, 
For  her  bosom  bums  with  honour's  glow. 
My  faithful  Highland  lassi^  O. 
Within  the  glen,  ^c. 

For  her  1*11  dare  the  billow's  roar ; 
For  her  I*U  trace  a  diitaiU  ahore; 
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Thit  Indian  wealth  may  luatre  throw 
Around  my  Highland  laine,  O. 
Within  tfU  glen,  ^. 

She  hat  my  heart,  the  haa  my  hand. 
By  secret  truth  and  honour's  band  ! 
'Till  the  mortal  stroke  shall  lay  roe  low, 
I*m  thine,  my  Highland  lassie,  O. 
JFctreweii  the  glen^  eae  bushy,  O, 
Farewell  the  plain,  gae  rathy,  O, 
To  other  lands  I  now  must  go, 
7V>  sing  my  Highland  lassie,  O, 


THE  LAD  THAT'S  FAR  AWA. 
Tune^"  O'er  the  hills  and  far  awa." 

O,  HOW  can  I  be  blithe  and  glid, 
Or  how  can  I  gang  brisk  and  braw. 

When  the  bonnie  lad  that  I  lo*e  best 
Is  o'er  the  hills  and  far  awa? 

It's  no  the  frosty  winter  wind, 

It's  no  the  driving  drift  and  anaw ; 

But  aye  the  tear  comes  in  my  ce 
To  think  on  him  that's  fi&r  awa. 

My  father  pat  me  firae  his  door, 

My  friends  they  hae  disown'd  me  a* ; 

But  I  hae  ane  wUI  take  my  part, 
The  bonnie  lad  that's  far  awa. 

A  pair  o'  gloves  he  gae  to  me, 

And  silken  booods  he  gue  me  twa ; 

And  I  will  wear  them  for  his  sake, 
The  bonnie  lad  that'it  far  awa. 

The  weary  winter  soon  will  pass, 

And  spring  will  deed  the  birken  shaw ; 

And  my  sweet  babie  will  be  bom. 
And  he'll  come  hame  that's  far  awa. 


THE  LASS  OF  BALLOCHMYLE. 
TviM— "  The  Last  of  Ballochmyle.* 

TwAs  even,  the  dewy  fields  were  green. 

On  ilka  blade  the  pearls  hang ; 
The  zephyr  wanton 'd  round  the  bean, 

And  bore  it8  fragrant  sweets  alang : 
In  ev'ry  glen  the  mavis  sang  ; 

All  nature  list'ning  seem'd  the  while. 
Except  where  greenwood  echoes  rang^ 

Amang  the  braet  o*  Ballochmyle. 

• 

With  careless  step  I  onward  stray'd. 
My  heart  rejoiced  in  Nature's  joy  ; 

When,  musing  in  a  lonely  glade, 
A  maiden  fair  I  chanced  to  spy  : 

Her  look  was  like  the  morning's  eye, 
Her  air  like  Nature's  remal  smile ; 


The  lily's  hue,  and  rose's  dya, 
Bespake  the  lass  o*  Ballochmjli. 

Fair  is  the  mgrn  in  flowery  May, 

And  sweet  is  nigbt  in  Autumn  mOd, 
When  roving  through  the  garden  gay. 

Or  wand'ring  in  the  lonely  wild  ; 
But  woman,  Nature's  darling  child ! 

There  all  her  charms  she  does  eompiU ; 
Even  there  her  other  works  are  fbil'd. 

By  the  bonnie  lass  o*  Ballochmylo. 

Oh,  had  (the  been  a  country  maid. 

And  I  the  happy  country  swain. 
Though  sheltcr'd  in  the  lowest  abed 

That  ever  rose  on  Scotland's  plain  ! 
Through  weary  winter's  wind  and  raliv 

With  joy,  with  rapture,  I  would  toil ; 
And  nightly  to  my  bosom  strain 

The  bonnie  lass  o*  Ballochmyle. 

Then  pride  might  climb  the  alipp'nr  rtifp^ 

Where  fame  and  honours  lofiy  abiac ; 
And  thirst  of  gold  might  tempt  the  dee|^ 

Or  downward  dig  the  Indian  mine* 
Give  me  the  cot  below  the  pine, 

To  tend  the  flocks,  or  till  the  wnl, 
And  ev'ry  day  have  joys  divine, 

Wi'  the  bonnie  las  o'  Ballochmyto.* 


THE  LASS  THAT  MADE  THE 
TO  MRf 

When  Januar  winds  were  blawin'  cnl^ 

Unto  the  north  I  bent  my  way. 
The  mirksome  nicht  did  me  enfiiuld, 

I  kend  na  where  to  lodge  till  day ; 
But  by  good  luck  a  Ibsa  I  met, 

Just  in  the  middle  of  my  care, 
And  kindly  she  did  me  invite 

To  walk  into  a  chamber  fiur. 

I  bow'd  fu'  low  unto  this  maid, 
And  thank'd  her  for  her  courtetie  ; 

I  bow'd  fu'  low  unto  this  maid, 
And  bade  her  make  the  bed  to  me. 


•  This  aonff  was  wriiten  in  praise  at  Mia  Alexander 
of  Ballochmyle.  Bums  happened  one  fine  evening  to 
meet  this  young  lady,  when  walliinff  through  tlm 
beautiful  wouds  of  Ballochmyle,  which  lie  at  Uie  dia* 
Unoe  of  two  miles  from  his  farm  of  MoMglel.  Struck 
with  a  sense  of  her  passing  beauty,  ho  wrote  thit  noble 
lyric;  which  he  soon  after  sent  to  her,  encloced  in  a 
letter,  as  full  of  delicate  and  romantic  sentiment,  and 
aspoetical  as  iiiclf.  lie  was  somewhat  mortified  10 
flira,  that  either  maidenly  modest,  or  pride  of  mpgi 
rior  station,  prevented  her  fromacknow||;dginf  Um  i^ 
celpt  of  his  compliment :  Indeed  it  is  no  wnere  reoofi^ 
ed  that  she,  at  anv  stact  of  life,  shewed  tte  smaTlin 
sense  of  it ;  as  to  far  the  peails  seem  to  have  bean  li* 
tcrally  thrown  away. 

t  There  is  an  older  and  coarser  son?,  containing  tbt 
same  incidents,  and  said  to  have  been  oocadoaed  Ofsm 
adventure  of  Charles  IL,  when  that  roonanh  tmUtt^ 
in  Scotbnd  with  the  Preshvterian  army,  I65(U51.  Thf 
afftir  happened  at  the  house  of  Port-Lcthen.  in  Abaps 
deeoshire,  and  it  wasa  daughter  of  the  laird  Owt  atil 
the  bed  to  the  king.         *  ^^ 
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8ke  mada  the  bad  baith  wide  and  braid, 
Wi*  tara  white  hands  the  i|>read  it  doun  ; 

8ba  put  tha  cup  to  her  roty  lips. 

And  drank,  Young  man,  notr  alcep  jre  toun. 

She  anatch'd  the  candle  in  her  hand. 

And  from  the  chamber  went  wi*  speed  : 
But  I  ca*d  her  quickly  back  again. 

To  lay  tome  mair  beneath  my  heid. 
A  cod  the  laid  beneath  my  heid» 

And  served  me  with  a  due  respect ; 
And,  to  salute  her  wi'  a  kiss, 

I  put  my  arms  about  her  neck. 

Hand  aff  your  hands,  young  man,  she  says, 

And  dmna  sae  uncivil  be ; 
It  will  be  time  to  speak  the  mom. 

If  jre  hae  ony  love  for  me. 
Her  hair  was  like  the  links  o*  gowd, 

Her  teeth  were  like  the  ivorie, 
Her  cheeks  like  lilies  dipt  in  wine. 

The  lasB  that  made  the  bed  to  me. 

Her  boaom  was  the  driven  snaw, 

Twa  driiiit  heaps  sae  £ur  to  see ; 
Her  limbs  the  poUsh*d  marble  stane. 

The  lass  that  made  the  bed  to  me. 
I  kiss'd  her  ower  and  ower  again. 

And  aye  she  wistna  what  to  say ; 
I  laid  her  'tween  me  and  the  wa* ; 

The  lassie  thocht  na  lai^  till  day. 

Upon  the  morrow,  when  we  rase,  * 

I  thank'd  her  for  her  courtesie ; 
And  aye  she  blush'd,  and  i^e  she  sigh*d. 

And  sud,  Alas  !  ye've  ruin'd  me. 
I  dasp'd  her  waist,  and  ktss*d  her  syne. 

While  the  tear  stood  twinklin*  in  her  ee ; 
I  iaid,  My  lasaie,  dinna  cry, 

For  ye  aye  shall  mak  the  bed  to  me. 

She  took  her  mother's  Holland  sheets. 

And  made  them  a*  in  sarks  to  me ; 
Blythe  and  merry  may  she  be. 

The  laia  that  made  the  bed  to  me. 
Tlw  bonnie  lass  that  made  the  bed  to  me. 

The  braw  laia  that  made  the  bed  to  me ; 
rn  ne'er  forget,'  till  the  day  I  dee, 

The  laia  ttiat  made  the  bed  to  me. 


THE  LAZY  MIST. 

T«s  lazy  mist  hangs  from  the  brow  of  the  hill, 
Coooealing  the  course  of  the  dark  winding  rill ; 
Bow  languid  the  scenes,  late  so  sprightly,  ap- 
pear. 
As  autumn  to  winter  resigns  the  pale  year. 
The  forests  are  leafless,  the  meadows  are  brown. 
And  all  the  gay  foppery  of  summer  is  flown  : 
Apart  let  me  wander,  apsrt  let  me  muse, 
Hew  qoick  time  is  flying,  how  keen  fate  pur- 
sues; 


How  kmg  I  have  liv'd^— bat  how  much  Uv*d  k 

vain ! 
How  little  of  life's  scanty  span  may  remain : 
What  aspects  old  Time,  in  his  progicas,  hae 

worn  ; 
What  ties  cruel  Fate  in  mv  bosom  has  tore. 

w 

Hiiw  foolish,  or  worse,  'till  our  summit  is  gaia'd ! 
And  downward,  how  weaken'd,  how  darken'df 

bow  pain'd ! 
This  life's  not  worth  having  with  all  it  can  give. 
For  something  beyond  it  poor  man  sore  most 

lite. 


THE  LEA-RIG. 
7%iis— **  The  Lea-Rig.** 

Whem  o'er  the  hills  the  eastern  star 

Tells  buchtin-time  is  near,  my  jo ; 
And  owsen  frae  the  furrowed  field 

Return  rae  douff  and  weary,  O  ; 
Down  by  the  burn,  where  scented  Inrks 

Wi*  dew  are  hanging  clear,  my  jo,  ^ 
ril  meet  thee  on  the  lea-rig, 

My  ain  kind  dearie,  O. 

In  mirkest  gl«n,  at  midnicht  hour, 

I'd  rove  and  ne'er  be  eerie,  O, 
If  through  that  glen  I  gaed  to  thee^ 

My  ain  kind  dearie,  O. 
Although  the  night  were  ne'er  sae  wild» 

And  I  were  ne'er  sae  wearie,  O, 
r<^  meet  thee  on  the  lea-rig, 

My  ain  kind  dearie,  O. 


THE  LOVELY  LASS  OF  INVERNESS. 

TuE  first  half  stanza  of  this  ballad  is  old. 

The  lovely  lass  o*  Inverness, 

Nae  joy  nor  pleasure  can  she  see ; 
For  e*eu  and  morn,  she  cries,  alas ! 

And  aye  the  saut  tear  blins  her  ee. 
Drumossie  moor,  Drumossie  day, 

A  waefu*  day  it  was  to  me  ; 
For  there  I  lost  my  father  dear. 

My  fiither  dear  and  brethren  three  i 

Their  winding  sheet  the  bluidy  day. 

Their  graves  are  growing  green  to  tee ; 
And  by  them  lies  the  dearest  lad 

That  ever  blest  a  woman  s  ee  : 
Now  wae  to  thee  thou  cruel  lord* 

A  bluidy  man  I  trow  thou  oe* 
For  raony  a  heart  thou  hast  made  SAr, 

That  ne'er  did  wrang  to  thine  or  thee  ! 
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THE  LOVER'S  MORNING  SALUTE 
TO  HIS  MISTRESS. 

nui*-*' Ddl  tek  Um  warb* 

8LXEr*fT  thou,  or  wak*tt  thou,  £urcft  erettnre  ? 

Roiy  mora  now  lifti  his  eyei 
NnmbMring  ilka  bod  which  natttro 

Waters  wi*  the  tears  o*  joy  : 

Now  through  the  leafy  woods, 

And  by  the  reeking  floods ; 
Wild  Natore's  tenants,  freely,  gladly  stray ; 

The  lintwhite  in  his  bower 

Chante  o*er  the  breathii^  flower  : 

The  lay*rock  to  the  sky 

Ascends  wi*  sangs  o*  joy, 
While  the  sun  and  thon  arise  to  bless  the  day.* 
Phobos  gilding  the  brow  o*  morning 

Banishes  ilka  darksome  shade. 
Nature  gladdening  and  adorning ; 

Such  to  me  my  lorely  maid. 
When  absent  fine  my  £ur, 

The  murky  shades  o*  care 
With  starless  gloom  o*ercast  my  sullen  sky  ; 

But  when  in  beauty's  light. 

She  meets  my  raviih'd  sight. 

When  through  my  very  heart 

Her  beaming  glories  dart ; 
Tis  then  I  wake  to  life,  to  light  and  joy.  f 


THE  RIGS  O'  BARLEY. 
Tune-'"  Com-RIgs  srs  boonle.* 

It  was  upon  a  Lammas  night. 

When  corn-rigs  are  bonnie, 
Beneath  the  moun*s  unclouded  light, 

I  held  awa  to  Annie. 
The  time  flew  by  wi'  tentless  heed, 

*Till,  'tween  the  late  and  early, 
Wi*  sroa*  persuasion  shee  agreed 

To  see  me  through  the  barley. 

The  sky  was  blue,  the  wind  was  still, 

The  moon  was  shining  dearly ; 
I  set  lier  down,  wi'  right  good-will, 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley. 
I  ken't  her  heart  was  a'  mv  ain  ; 

I  loved  her  most  sincer^y  ; 
I  kiss*d  her  ower  and  ower  again, 

Amang  the  rigs  o*  barley. 


•  rarUtUn*    Now  to  the  stteaming  fountalo. 

Or  up  the  heathy  mountain 
The  hart,  hind,  and  roe,  freelv,  wildly.wanton  itray  t 

In  twining  hasei  bowsra 

Hit  lay  the  linnet  poun: 

The  lav*rodi,  dte. 

t  FMriaHon.    When  firae  my  Chk>rU  parted. 
Sad*  cheerlea,  broken-hearted. 
Then  nlfhfs  gloomy  shsfdes,  doudy,  dark,  o'l 
my  iky  I 
But  when  ihe  diannt  my  sight. 
In  pride  of  beauty's  light. 
When  thx&  my  very  heart 
Her  beaming  gloctas  dart ; 
Tk  tiMBk  *tlB  thio  I  vike  to  lifb  Bd  Joy. 


I  lock*d  her  in  my  food  embrace  ! 

Her  heart  was  beating  rarely-— 
My  blessings  on  that  happy  plaee, 

Amang  the  rigs  o*  barley ! 
But  by  the  moon  and  stars  so  bright. 

That  shone  that  hour  sae  deariy ! 
She  aye  ahall  bless  that  happy  night, 

Amang  the  rigs  o*  barky. 

I  hae  been  blythe  wi*  comrades  dear ; 

I  hae  been  merry  drinking ; 
I  hae  been  joyfu*  gathering  gear  ; 

I  hae  been  happy  thinking : 
But  a*  the  pleasures  e*er  I  saw. 

Though  they  were  doubled  fairly, 
That  happy  night  was  worth  them  a* 

Amang  the  rigs  o*  barley. 


THE  SOLDIER'S  RETURN. 
Tune^"  The  MiU,  Mill,  O." 

Whbn  wild  war's  deadly  blast  was  blawa. 

And  gentle  peace  returning. 
And  eyes  again  wi*  pleasure  beam'd. 

That  had  been  blear'd  wi'  mourning  ) 
I  left  the  lines  and  tented  field. 

Where  lang  Fd  been  a  lodger ; 
My  humble  knapsack  a*  my  wealth ; 

A  poor  but  honest  sodger. 

A  leal  light  heart  beat  in  my  breast, 

My  hands  unstun'd  wi*  plunder ; 
And  for  fiur  Sootia  hame  again, 

I  cheery  on  did  wander. 
I  thought  upon  the  banks  o*  Coil, 

I  thought  upon  my  Nancy ; 
I  thought  upon  the  witehing  smile. 

That  caught  my  youthful  fimcy. 

At  length  I  reach'd  the  bonnie  glen, 

Where  early  lift  I  sported ; 
I  pass'd  the  mill  and  trysting  thorn. 

Where  Nancy  oft  I  courted. 
Wha  spied  I  but  my  ain  dear  maid, 

Down  by  her  mother*s  dwdliag  ? 
And  turn*d  me  round  to  hide  the  flood 

That  in  my  ee  was  sweUii^. 

Wi*  alter  d  Toioe,  quoth  I,  sweet  hm. 

Sweet  as  yon  hawthorn's  faloanm. 
O !  happy,  happy  may  he  be. 

That's  dearest  to  thy  bosom  ! 
My  purse  is  light,  Fve  £u>  to  gang, 

And  fain  wad  be  thy  lodger ; 
I've  serv'd  my  king  and  country  lang . 

Tak  pity  on  a  sodger. 

Soe  wistfully  she  gased  on  me, 
And  lovelier  grew  than  ever ; 

Quoth  she,  A  suidgei  ance  I  loved. 
Forget  him  will  I  never* 
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Onr  linmbltf  eot  and  hAmely  fire. 

Ye  freely  ibill  partake  o*t ; 
That  gallant  badge,  the  dear  cockade^ 

Te*re  welcome  for  the  take  o*t. 


She  gazed — ahe  redden'd  like  a 

Syne  pale  as  ony  lily  ; 
She  tank  within  my  armi,  and  criedf 

Art  thou  my  aia  dear  Willie  ? 
By  Him,  who  made  yoa  sun  and  aky. 

By  whom  true  love's  regarded  ; 
I  am  the  man  !  and  thus  may  still 

True  lovers  be  rewarded. 

The  wars  are  o'er,  and  I*m  come  hame. 

And  find  thee  ^till  true-hearted  ; 
Though  poor  in  gear,  we're  rich  in  lore, 

And  mair  we'se  ne'er  be  parted. 
Quoth  she,  My  grandsire  left  me  gowd, 

A  mailin  plenish'd  fairly  ; 
Then  come,  my  faith fu'  sodger  lad, 

Thou'rt  welcome  to  it  dearly. 

For  gold  the  merchant  ploughs  the  main, 

The  farmer  ploughs  the  manor ; 
But  glory  is  the  so^ger's  prise. 

The  Bodger's  wealth  is  honour. 
The  brave  poor  sodger  ne'er  despise, 

Nor  count  him  as  a  stranger  : 
Remember  he's  his  country's  stay, 

In  day  and  hoar  o*  danger.  * 


THE  BANKS  OF  NITH. 
TViie— "  RoUe  Donna  Oorsdu" 

The  Thames  flows  proudly  to  the  sea, 

Where  royal  cities  stand  ; 
Bat  sweeter  flows  the  Nith  to  me. 

Where  Cummins  anoe  had  high  command  : 
When  shall  I  see  that  honoured  land. 

That  wipding  stream  I  love  so  dear ! 
Mast  wayward  fortune's  adverse  hand 

For  ever,  ever  keep  me  hereb 

How  lovely,  Nith,  thy  fruitful  vales. 

Where  spreading  hawthorns  gaily  bloom  ; 
How  sweetly  wind  thy  sloping  dales 

Where  lambkins  wanton  thro*  the  broom  f 
Tho'  M'andering,  now,  must  be  my  doom, 

Far  from  thy  boonie  bankii  and  braes. 
May  there  my  l<^ti>5t  liouro  consume, 

Ainang  the  friends  of  early  days  I 


•  '*  Dtims,  I  have  been  informed,**  lays  a  clergy  man 
of  Dumfrteftshirc,  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  George  Thomson, 
editor  of  Select  Melodies  of  Scotland,  ••  was  one  sum- 
mer evening  in  tiio  inn  at  Hrownhill,  with  a  couple  of 
friends,  when  a  i>oor  wnv-worn  soldier  {Nused  the  win-* 
dow.  Of  H  siidflcn  it  'truck,  the  jwci  to  call  him  In, 
and  f^et  the  n-cital  of  liis  adventures:  after  heanng 
which,  he  all  at  u  ce  fell  into  one  of  tiiose  fits  of  ab. 
ttractjon,  not  unusual  to  him.  He  was  lifted  to  the 
region  where  he  had  his  garland  and  hi^  sindng-robei 
about  htm.  and  the  rf  suit  una  this  admirable  song  he 
•GDt  you  tor  •  The  Mill,  Mill,  O.' " 


THE  T0A8T. 

At  a  meeting  of  the  Dun raiBSsniai  yoLtnrrma* 
held  CO  commcraonue  the  annivenuy  of  Rod!«it*s 
victory,  April  l?th,  1782,  Buaxs  was  called  upon  for 
a  Song.  Instead  of  which  he  delivered  the  fbUoviaf 
Likes;— 

Instead  of  a  song,  hoy%  I'll  give  you  a  toast, 
Here's  the  memory  of  tho^  en  the  twelfth  that 

we  lost ; — 
That  we  lost,  did  1  say,  nay,  by  heav'a !  that 

we  found. 
For  their  fame  it  shall  last  while  the  world  goes 

round. 
The  next  in  succession,  1*11  give  yoa  the  Riag» 
Whoe'er  would   betray  him  on  high   may  he 

swing  ; 
And  here's  the  grand  fabric,  our  free  Consti- 
tution, 
As  built  on  the  base  of  the  great  Revolution  ; 
And  longer  with  Politics  not  to  be  cramm'd. 
Be  Anarchy  curs'd,  and  be  Tyranny  damn'd ; 
And  who  would  to  Liberty  e'er  prove  disloyal, 
May  his  son  be  a  hangman,  and  he  his  first  triaL 


THERE'LL  NEVER  BE  PEACE  TILL 
JAMIE  COMES  HAME. 

This  tone  is  sometimes  called,  TTtere^s  few 
gude  FeUow9  when  WiUU*i  ami.— But  I  never 
have  been  able  to  meet  with  any  thing  else  of 
the  song  than  the  title. 


Tune—'**  TheMVi  never  be  peaoe  tin  Jamie 

hame.^ 


Bt  yon  castle-wa',  at  the  close  o*  the  day, 
I  heard  a  man  sing,   though  his  head  it 

grey; 
And,  as  he  was  singing,  the  tears  down  carne-^ 
There'll  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  cornea  ham*. 

The  church  is  in  rains,  the  state  n  in  jars, 
Delusions,  oppressions,  and  marderoos  wars  : 
We  dauma  weel  say't,  but  we  ken  wha*a  to 

blame, — 
There'll  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame. 

My  seven  braw  sons  for  Jamie  drew  sword. 
And  now  I  greet  round  their  green  beds  in  the 

yird  : 
It  brak  the  sweat  heart  o'  my  £iithfa*  auld 

dame — 
There'll  never  be  peacp^tiU  Jamie  comes  hame. 

Now  life  is  a  burden  that  bowa  me  down. 
Since  I  tint  my  bairns,  and  he  tint  his  crown  ; 
But  till  my  last  moments  my  words  are  the 

same,-^ 
There'll  never  be  peace  tiU  Jamie  oomee  heme. 


SONGS. 


2S? 


THE  STOWN  GLANCE  O'  KINBNESS. 

7^ii»— "  Laddie,  lie  near  me.* 

*TwA8  na  her  bonnie  blue  ee  was  my  rain ; 
Fair  though  she  be,  that  was  ne*er  my  undoin*  : 
*Twas  the  dear  smile  when  naebody  did  mind  us, 
'Twas  the  bewitching,  sweet,  stown  glance  o' 
kindnes!*. 

Sair  do  I  fear  that  to  hope  is  denied  me, 
Sair  do  I  fear  that  despair  maun  abide  me  ; 
But  though  fell  fortune  should  fiite  us  to  aerer, 
Queen  shall  she  be  in  my  bosom  for  ever. 

Mary,  I*m  thine  wi*  a  passion  sinoerest. 
And  thou  hast  plighted  me  love  o*  the  dearest ! 
And  thou*rt  the  angel  that  never  can  alter ; 
Sooner  the  sun  in  his  motion  shall  falter. 


The  birdies  dowie  moaning, 
Shall  a'  be  biythely  singing, 
And  every  flower  be  springing. 

Sae  ril  rejoice  the  lee-lang  day, 
When  by  his  mighty  warden 

My  youth's  retumeid  to  fair  Stratlispey, 
And  bonnie  Castle-Gordon.* 


THERE'S  NEWS,  LASSES. 

There's  news,  lasses,  news, 
Gude  news  hae  I  to  tell ; 

There's  a  boat  fii*  o*  lads 
Come  to  our  toun  to  aelL 

The  wean  wants  a  cradle. 
And  the  cradle  wants  a  cod; 

And  rn  no  gang  to  my  bed. 
Until  I  get  a  nod. 

Father,  quo'  she,  Mother,  quo'  she, 

Do  ye  what  ye  can, 
ril  no  gang  to  my  bed 

Till  I  get  a  man. 

T^c  irean,  ffc. 

I  hae  as  gude  a  craf^rig 
As  made  o*  vird  and  staoe ; 

And  waly  fa*  the  ley  erv^ 
For  I  maun  till*t  again. 
The  wean,  ^c. 


THE  YOUNG  HIGHLAND  ROVER. 
Tune—"  Morag.* ' 

Lout)  blaw  the  frosty  breetes. 

The  snaws  the  mountains  cover ; 
Like  winter  on  me  seises. 

Since  my  yonng  highland  rover 

Fur  wanders  nations  over. 
Where'er  he  go.  where'er  he  fctray, 

May  heaven  be  his  warden : 
Return  him  safe  to  fnir  Strathspey, 

And  bonnie  Castle-Gordoa ! 

Th«  trets  bow  naked  groaning, 
Shall  soon  wi*  leaves  be  h'Offaig, 


THE  WOODLARK. 

« Wbenm  boonlt  Aanle  Ua.* 
Or,  ««Lodi.Cnoeb8id«.' 

O  RAT,  sweet  warbling  wood-lark,  lUy, 
Nor  quit  Ibr  me  the  trembling  spray, 
A  helpless  lover  courts  thy  lay, 
T^y  soothing  fond  oompUimng. 

Again,  again  that  tender  part. 
That  I  may  catch  thy  melting  art  i 
For  sorely  that  wad  touch  her  hearty 
Whn  lolls  me  wi'  disdaining. 

Say,  was  thy  little  mate  unkind. 
And  heard  thee  u  the  careless  wind  ? 
Oh,  nocht  but  love  and  aorrow  join'dv 
Sic  notes  o'  wou  eould  waakan. 

Thou  tells  o'  never-ending  care ; 
O'  fpeechlesa  gri«^  and  duk  deiptir  t 
For  pity's  sake,  sweet  bird,  nae  mair  ? 
Or  my  poor  heart  is  brcJKn  1 


THERETS  A  YOUTH  IN  THIS  GUT. 


Thxke's  a  youth  in  this  dty,  it  wen  a 
pity 

That  he  from  our  lasses  should  wandtr  swa  f 
For  he's  bonnie  and  braw,  weel-liTOnr'd  witk  llf 

And  his  hair  has  a  natural  buck!*  and  a'* 
His  coat  is  the  hue  of  his  bonnet  saa  blot ; 

His  fecket  f  is  whita  as  tha  naw-drivan  aaaw  ; 
His  hose  they  are  bias;,  and  hia  shooa  Uka  tin 
sloe. 
And  his  clear  siller  buckles  thaj  daala  m  §•' 
His  coat  is  the  Ane,  ^ 

For  beauty  and  fortune  tha  laddia's  bMn  aovlkt 
Wecl-featur'd,  weaUtocher'd^  waal  flkaoHiA 
and  braw ; 
But  chiefly  the  siller,  that  gars  him  gang  till  ktf| 

The  pennie's  the  jewel  that  bcautiflai  a'«^ 
There's  Meg  wi'  the  maalin,  that  ftin  wad  A 
haen  him, 
And  Susy  whase  daddy  was  Laird  o'  tha  ha' ; 


•  The  young  Hif^hlsnd  rorer  Is 
young  Chevalier.  Prince  Charles  Bdiranlk 
t  An  under-wautoodt  wltfi  ilearta 


2IS 


BURNS*  WORKS. 


HmrIi  ItDf-tocberM  Ktiicy  maift  fettan  kit 

—Bat  the  laddic't  dctr  wl  he  Io*ei  dearcft  of  a*. 
Sii  coat  is  the  kme,  {pc 


THE  TOCHER  FOR  ME. 

Tum$    "  RaHnimooa  On.* 

AwA  wi*  your  witchcraft  o*  beaoty'a  alarmi, 
Hm  ilendtf  bit  beaaty  you  grasp  in  your  arms ; 
Ob  fie  mt  the  laia  that  baa  acm  o*  charma, 
Q^  fie  me  the  laia  wi*  the  wcel-atockit  farms. 
Them  ht]ffor  a  Ian  wV  a  toeher,  thtB  hey  for 

a  lau  m"  a  tocher. 
Them  hep  far  a  laea  wC  a  toeher ;  tht  iitea 
pelhw  puineat  for  me. 

Tmut  beaaty*a  a  flower,  io  the  morning  that 

blowBi 
JUd  withera  the  fiuler,  the  fiuler  it  growi ; 
Bvt  the  rapturooa  charm  o*  the  bminie  green 

koowci, 
Xk  fpring  they're  new  dcddt  wi*  bonnie  white 

yowcs* 

2%e»  hey,  jre. 

Aad  c*cn  when  this  beauty  your  boeom  has  blest. 

The  brightest  o*  beauty  may  doy,  when  possest ; 

Bnt  the  sweet  yellow  darlings  wi*  Geordie  im- 
prest. 

The  langer  ye  hae  them— 4he  mair  they're  ca- 
rcet* 

Then  hey,  ^ 


THIS  18  KO  IIY  AIN  LASSIE. 

Imafcrm,  laeea&ce, 
Tt  wed  may  wi*  the  fiurest  place : 
b  vaali,  to  me^  the  witching  graces 
The  kind  lore  that*e  in  her  ce. 
O  thie  ienomy  am  iSonte, 

Pair  thoojfh  the  taeeit  be; 
O  wed  hem  Imy  aim  taetie, 
Kimd  hee  ieimher  ee, 

Ske't  boonie,  blooming,  etraight,  and  taD, 
Aad  lang  has  had  my  heart  in  thrall; 
And  aye  it  charma  my  very  aaul, 
Tkc  kind  fere  that's  in  her  ct. 
O  Aie  it  no  my  ain  kutie,  jne. 

A  thief  aae  pawkie  ia  my  Jean, 
To  steal  a  Mink,  by  a*  unseen ; 
Bntgkg  as  light  are  loTcr*s  een, 
whan  kind  lo?e  ie  in  the  ce. 
O  this  is  no  my  aim  lasstSf  ffe. 


Bat  wed  the  watching  lover  marks 
The  kind  love  that's  io  her  ee. 
O  this  is  no  my  aim  /oMte,  ^c. 


THERE  WAS  ONCE  A  DAY. 


ft 


Ik  wmy  «cnpe  the  courtly  spark% 


Caledonisp  Huofs  DcUgbt" 


TuEas  wu  once  a  day,  but  old  Time  then  wif 
young. 
That  brare  Caledonia,  the  chief  of  her  linc^ 
From  some  of  your  northern  deities  sprung, 
(Who  knows  not  that  brare  Caledonia's  di- 
vine?) 
From  Tweed  to  the  Oreades  was  her  domain. 
To  hunt,  or  to  pasture,  or  to  do  what  aho 
would: 
Her  heavenly  relations  there  fixed  her  rdgn. 
And  pledg'd  her  thdr  godheads  to  w^pvat 
it  good. 

A  kmbkin  in  peace,  but  a  lion  in  war, 

The  pride  of  her  kindred  the  heroine  grew : 
Her  grandsire,  old  Odin,  triumphantlv  swors^— 
"  Whoe'er  shall  provoke  thee  th  enooaater 
shall  rue  !*' 
With  tillage  or  pasture  at  times  she  would  sport. 
To  feed  her  fidr  flocks  by  her  green  nidiag 
com; 
But  chiefly  the  woods  were  here  iav*rite  nsort, ' 
Her  darling  amusement,  the  honada  and  the 
horn. 


Long  quiet  she  reigned ;  'till  thitherward 

A  flight  of  bold  eagles  from  Adria's  itraad :  * 
Repeated,  sucoesdve,  for  many  long  yean^ 

They  darken'd  the  air,  and  they  plnndand 
the  land: 
Thdr  pounces  were  murder,  and  terror  their  erjt 

They'd  conqner'd  and  ruin'd  a  world  besidt : 
She  took  to  her  hilla  and  her  anowa  let  fln 

The  daring  invaden  they  fled  or  they  died. 

The  fell  Harpy-raven  took  wing  firom  the  aorthp 
The  scourge  of  the  seas,  uid  the  dvaad  o£ 
the  shore  ;f 
The  wild  Scandinavian  boar  imoed  forth 

To  wanton  in  carnage,  and  wallow  in  gort  :| 
0*er  countries  and  kmgdoma  their  iarj  pra* 
vail*d. 
No  arte  oould  appease  them,  nor  ama  oodd 
repd; 
But  brave  Caledonia  in  vain  they  asnil'd^ 
As  Largs  wdl  can  witnesi^  and  I^oneartit 
tdl.$ 

Ths  Camdeon-aavage.disturb'd  her  reposa, 
With  tumult,  disquiet^  rebeUioo  and  atrUt; 
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I  Two 


t  TbeSaxonai   ±  The 
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PtroToked  beyond  beariog,  at  last  iha  aroie, 
And  robb*d  him  at  once  of  his  hopes  and  hia 
life:* 
The  Anglian  lion,  the  terror  of  France, 

Oft  prowling,  ensanguin'd  the  Tweed's  sil- 
ver flood ; 
Bot  taught  by  the  bright  Caledonian  lance, 
He  learned  to  fear  in  his  own  native  wood. 

Thus  bold,  independent,  UDC«nqucr*d  and  free. 

Her  bright  courrc  of  glory  for  ever  shall  run  : 
For  brave  Caledonia  immortal  must  be ; 

rU  prove  it  from  Euclid  as  clear  as  the  sun : 
Rectangle  triangle,  the  figure  weMl  choose. 

The  upright  is  Chance,  and  old  Time  is  the 
base; 
But  brave  Caledonia's  the  hypotbcnuse  ; 

Then  ergo  sheMl  match  thum,   and  match 
them  always,  t 


THOU  HAST  LEFT  ME  EVER,  JAMIE. 
Tme^*'  Fee  him,  Fother." 

Thou  hast  left  me  ever,  Jamie, 

Thou  hast  left  me  ever ; 
Thou  hast  left  me  ever,  Jamie, 

Thou  hast  left  me  ever. 
Aften  hast  thou  vow*d  that  death 

Only  Khould  us  sever  ; 
Now  thou*st  left  thy  lass  for  aye— - 

I  maun  see  thet*  never,  Jamie, 
ril  sec  thee  never. 

Thou  hast  me  forsaken,  Jamie, 

Thou  hast  me  forsaken  ; 
Thou  hast  me  forsaken,  Jamie, 

Thou  hast  me  forsaken. 
Thou  canst  love  another  jo^ 

While  my  heart  is  breaking : 
Soon  my  weary  een  I'll  close. 

Never  more  to  waken,  Jamie, 
Never  more  to  waken. 


TIBBIE,  I  HAE  SEEN  THE  DAY. 

THIS  iOVO  I  COlCrOSKD  ABOUT  THE  AGE  OT 
SXVKXTTXK. 

3%M— «*  Inveroald's  reeL 

O  Tibbie,  I  hoe  aetn  the  day 
Ye  wadna  been  $ae  thy ; 
For  laik  o*  gear  ye  Ughtly  me, 
Bfit  trowth,  I  care  na  by. 


•  TlitHi^iIaiidOTSOfflielBlsB. 

t  This  slMul*r  flfu>*  ^  PoatnTt  taken  ftom  the 
mittmnsttrT,  rsfiers  lo  the  Amous  proposltioo  of  Py- 
thMoras,  the  47tb  at  Badld.  In  a  rlfbt^nigled  trl- 
<i^  tliss^wswof  thehvpoCliSBnssiialfrtys  tqusl 


YssTAHN  I  met  you  on  the  moor> 
Ye  spak  na,  but  gaed  by  like  stoors ; 
Ye  geek  at  me  because  Tm  poor, 
But  feint  a  hair  care  L 
Tibbie,  I  hae,  ^c, 

T  doubt  na,  lass,  but  ye  may  think» 
Because  ye  hae  the  name  o*  dink, 
That  ye  can  please  me  at  a  wink, 
Whene'er  ye  like  to  try. 
Tibbie,  I  hae,  ^. 

But  sorrow  tak  him  that's  sae  mtan, 
Altho*  hia  pouch  u*  coin  wens  dean, 
Wha  follows  ony  saucy  quean 
Tiut  looks  soe  proud  and  high. 
J'ibbie,  I  hae,  ^ 

A-tho*  a  lad  were  e*er  sae  smart, 
If  that  he  want  the  yellow  dirt, 
Ye'll  cast  your  'head  anither  airt. 
An*  answer  him  fu*  dry. 
Tibbie,  I  hae,  ^ 

But  if  he  hae  the  name  o*  gear, 
Ye'll  fimten  to  him  like  a  Inier, 
Tho*  hardly  he  for  sense  or  lear 
Be  better  than  the  kye. 
Tibbie,  I  hae,  {jfc. 

But,  Tibbie,  lass,  tak  my  advice, 
Your  daddie*s  gear  maks  you  sae  niri^ 
The  deil  a  ans  wad  speir  your  prios^ 
Were  ye  as  poor  as  L 
Tibbie,  I  hae,  ^. 

There  lives  a  lass  in  yonder  piik, 
I  wooldna  gie  her  in  her  sark 
For  thee  wi*  a*  thy  thousand  mark ; 
Ye  need  na  look  sae  high. 
Tibbie,  I  hae,  ^. 


TO  MARY  IN  HEAVEN. 

TBot;  llng*ring  star,  with  less*nii^  ray, 

That  lov*st  to  greet  the  esrly  mom ! 
Agsin  thou  u^her'st  in  the  day, 

J\fy  Mary  from  my  soul  was  torn. 
Oh.  Mary,  dear  departed  shade ! 

Where  is  thy  place  of  blissfiirrest? 
See*st  thou  thy  lover  lowly  laid  ? 

Heor'kt  thou  the  groans  that  rend  his 

That  sacred  hour  can  I  forget  ?— 

Can  I  forget  the  haIlow*d  grov% 
Wheie,  by  the  M'inding  Ayr,  we  mcta 

To  live  one  day  of  parting  love  ? 
Eternity  will  not  efface 

Those  records  dear  of  transports  past ; 
Thy  imsge  at  our  last  embrace ;— > 

Ah!  little t])ou|htw«'lw««v Ian ( 


f 
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Ayr,  gurgling,  kiss'd  his  pebbled  sbore, 

0*erhung  with  wild  woods  thickening  green  ; 
The  fragrant  birch,  the  hawthorn  hoar, 

Twined  amorous  round  the  raptured  scene. 
The  flowers  sprubg  wanton  to  be  prest, 

The  birds  sung  love  on  every  spray ; 
Till  too,  too  soon  the  glowing  weiit 

ProciaimM  the  speed  of  winged  day. 

Still  o*er  these  scenes  my  memory  wakes, 

And  fondly  broods  with  miser  care  ; 
Time  but  the  impression  stronger  makes. 

As  streams  their  channels  deeper  wear. 
My  Mary,  dear  departed  shade ! 

Where  is  thy  place  of  blissful  rest  ? 
See*st  thou  lover  lowly  laid  ? 

Hear*st  thou  the  groans  that  rend  his  breast  ?* 


TRUE  HEARTED  WAS  HE. 
Tuiu-^**  B<»mie  Dundee." 

Taos  hearted  was  he,  the  sad  swain  o*  the 
Yarrow, 
And  fiur  are  the  maids  on  the  banks  o*  the 
Ayr, 
But  by  the  sweet  side  o*  the  Nith*8  winding 
river. 
Are  lovers  as  &ithful,  and  maidens  as  fair ; 
To  equal  young  Jessie  seek  Scotland  all  over  : 

To  equal  young  Jessie  you  seek  it  in  vain, 
Grace,  beauty  and  elegance  fetter  her  lover, 
And  maidenly  modesty  fixes  the  chaiu. 

O  fresh  is  the  rose  in  the  gay,  dewy  morning, 

And  sweet  is  the  lily  at  evehing  close  ; 
But  in  the  fair  presence  o*  lovely  young  Jessie^ 

Unseen  is  the  lily,  unheeded  the  rose. 
Love  sits  in  her  smile,  a  wixard  ensnaring ; 

Enthron'd  in  her  een  he  delivers  his  law  : 
And  still  to  her  charms  bhe  alone  is  a  stranger. 

Her  modest  demeanour's  the  jewel  of  a*. 


WANDERING  WILLIE. 
Ttmt-'"  Here  awa,  there  awa.** 

Here  awa^  there  awa,  wandering  Willie  I 
Here  awa,  there  awa,  haud  awa  home  I 

Come  to  my  frrj«om,  my  ain  only  dearie  ; 
TtU  me  thou  briny  $t  me  my  Willie  again, 

VlKTiR  winds  blew  loud  and  cauld  at  our  part- 
ing ; 
Fears  for  my  Willie  brought  tears  in  my  ee  : 
Welcome  now,  summer,  and  welcome,  my  Willie  ; 
The  summer  to  nature,  and  Willie  to  me. 
jBTere  airo,  §ic. 


*  To  Marv  Campbell,  one  of  Bums's  earliest  and 
most  beloved  mi«tre»es,  a  dairy-maid  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood  oT  Mos^giet— Set  faither  partleulars  in  the 


Rest,  ye  wild  storms,  in  the  cavcf  of  your  tloBi* 
hers ! 
How  your  dread  howling  a  lover  alarms !     Z 
Wauken,  ye  breexes !  row  gently,  ve  billows ! 
And  waft  my  dear  laddie  ance  mair  to  my  armi. 
Here  awa,  Sfc, 

But,  oh,  if  he*s  faithless,  and  minds  na  his  Nannie^ 
Flow  still  between  us,  thou  dark  heaving  main ! 

May  I  never  see  it,  may  I  never  trow  it. 

But,  dying,  believe  that  my  Willie's  my  ain ! 
Here  axoa,  ^. 


WAE  1$  MY  HEART. 

Was  is  my  heart,  and  the  tear's  in  my  ee  ; ' 
Lang,  lang  joy's  been  a  titranger  to  me : 
Forsaken  and  friendless  my  burden  I  bear. 
And  the  sweet  voice  o'  pity  ne'er  sounds  in  my  ear. 

Love  thou  host  pleasures  ;  and  deep  hoe  I  loved  ; 
Love  thou  hast  sorrows ;  and  sair  hae  I  proved  : 
But  this  bruised  heart  that  now  bleeds  in  my 

breast, 
I  can  feel  by  its  throbbing*  will  soon  be  at  rest* 

O  if  I  were,  where  happy  I  hae  been  ; 
Down  by  yon  stream  and  yon  bonnie  casde  green : 
For  there  he  is  wand'ring  and  muMng  on  me, 
Wha  wad  soon  dry  the  tear  frae  his  Phillis's  ee. 


WHAT  CAN  A  YOUNG  LASSIE  DO 
Wr  AN  AULD  MAN. 

What  can  a  young  lassie,  what  ■hall  a  young 
lassie. 
What  can  a  young  lassie  do  wT  tn  auld  man  ? 
Bad  luck  on  the  pennie  that  tempted  my  minnie 
To  sell  her  poor  Jenny  for  siller  an*  Ian' t 
Had  luck  <m  the  pennie^  ^ 

He's  always  compleenin  firae  momin  to  e*enin, 
He  hosts  and  he  hirples  the  weary  day  lang,  ' 

He's  doy'lt  and  he's  dozin,  his  bluid  it  is  froKfl^ 
O*  dreary's  the  night  wi*  a  crazy  anld  man  1 
Bad  luck  on  tht  pennie,  ^c 

He  hums  and  he  hankers,  he  frets  and  he  cankera ; 

I  never  can  please  him,  do  a*  that  I  can  ; 
He's  peevish,  and  jealous  of  a'  the  young  fellowsi 

O,  dool  on  the  day,  I  met  wi'  an  auld  man  ! 
JBad  luck  on  the  pennie,  j^ 

My  auld  auntie  Katie  upon  ma  takat  pity, 
I'll  do  my  endeavour  to  hMaw  bar  plan  i 

ru  croas  him,  and  wrack  htm^  until  I  hMrt« 
break  him, 
And  than  his  aoiid  braaa  will  bmrnt  • 
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VIIA  18  TBAT  AT  MY  BOWER  DOOB. 


•tt 


This  tune  it  also  known  by  the  name  of  Lau 
mm  I  eoHu  luar  thet.    The  words  ore  mine. 

Wha  it  that  at  my  bower  door  ? 

O  wha  IB  it  but  Findlay  ;— 
Then  gae  your  gate  yeV  nae  be  hert  I 

Indeed  maun  I,  quo*  Findlay. 
Whit  mak  ye  soe  like  a  thief? 

O  come  and  aee,  quo*  Findlay ;— • 
Before  the  morn  ye'll  work  mivchief ; 

Indeed  will  I,  quo*  Findlay. 

Gif  I  rite  and  let  you  in  ? 

Let  me  in,  quo*  Findlay ;— • 
Ye*ll  keep  me  waukin  wi'  your  din ; 

Indeed  will  I,  quo'  Findlay. 
In  my  bower  if  ye  should  ttay  ? 

Let  roc  ttay,  quo*  Findlay  ;-^ 
I  fear  ye*ll  bide  till  break  o*  day ; 

Indeed  will  I,  quo*  Findlay. 

Here  thia  night  if  ye  remain  ? 

ril  remain,  quo*  Findlay  ;— 
I  dread  ye*ll  learn  the  gate  again; 

Indeed  will  I,  quo*  Findlay ; 
What  may  paia  within  thia  bower  $ 

Let  it  pan,  quo*  Kndlay  ;— 
Ye  maun  concod  'till  yonr  last 

Indeed  will  I,  quo*  Findlay  I 


When  guildford  qoodi 

A  FmAOKnrr. 

3^(M-^(Killlcanklab^ 

Whbh  (jw&f^brrf  good  our  pilot  ilood, 

And  did  our  helm  thraw,  man, 
Ac  night,  at  tea,  began  a  pita. 

Within  AfnerieOf  man : 
Then  up  they  gat  the  maakin-pa^ 

And  in  the  tea  did  jaw,  man  j 
An*  did  nae  leit^  in  full  Congreaa^ 

Than  quite  refute  our  law,  man. 

Then  thro*  the  lakes  Momigomtrjf  tafci^ 

I  wat  he  was  na  alaw,  man : 
Down  Lawrie*»  burn  he  took  a  turOt 

And  CarUttm  did  ca*,  man  : 
But  yet,  what-reck,  he,  at  Qutibee, 

Montgomery-like  did  fa*,  man  ; 
Wi*  tword  in  hand,  before  hi»  htuad^ 

Among  hit  entmiet  a*,  man. 

Poor  Tammy  Gagt,  within  a  ragi^ 
Was  kept  at  Bottom  ha',  man ; 

TiU  Willie  Howo  took  o'er  the  knows 
For  PkHaddpkim,  nan  i 

Wi'  tword  an'  gon  ht  thoogbt  a  lia 
Onid  OuteiiA  y«td  19  toV|  naai. 


But  at  ilTAp.  rorA,  «i*  fcnSIb  mI  ftl^ 
Sir-k>in  ha  hackiad 


BHnfnyne  gaed  op,  like  tpnr  an*  wUp^ 

Till  Fraatr  braira  dul  &'  man  f 
Then  lutt  hit  way,  at  miaty  daj» 

In  Saratoga  duw,  man.         * 
Coruwallii  fought  aa  lang*!  hm  do«||i^ 

An*  did  the  bucktkint  daw,  man  ; 
But  Cliniom's  glaive  frac  mat  t»Mf% 

Ho  hung  it  to  the  wn'. 


Then  Moniagmt^  an*  OmO^yd  tM^ 

Began  to  fear  a  &' j  man ; 
And  SaekviUo  doan,  wha  alaod  Ibi 

The  German  chief  to  thraw,  Man  t 
For  Paddy  Burki,  like  onia  Toil^ 

Nae  merry  had  at  a',  man ; 
An*  Charlie  Fox  threw  by  the  hoEf 

An'  Iow8*d  bia  tinkler  jaw. 


Then  Boekimphami  took  vp  Iba  gamaf 

Till  death  did  on  him  ea',  man  | 
When  Shelbume  meek  heU  up  hia 

Conform  to  gotpd  law,  atan. 
Saint  Stephenlt  boyi,  wi'  jarrbf 

They  dkl  hit  atcanufa  thrmr,  aaa^ 
For  North  and  JPoar  unitad  Bloek% 

And  bora  him  to  the  wa',  man. 

Then  dnba  an'  heartt  wcra  CWrMi 

He  twcpt  the  atakaa  tm%\  wat^ 
Till  the  diamond't  anaafiiiAm  v 

Led  him  a  mr.finMpm8,  maat 
The  Saxon  kdt^  wi'  loud  planahL 

On  Olalftain'f  lev  did  en'»  bm  | 
And  Scotland  drew  Wpipab  an'  UaWk 

«  Up,  Willicb  wanr  thaaa*,  wmmr 


Behind  tha  throoa  tiicn  OmmOkfti 

A  tceret  word  or  twa,  man ) 
While  alee  JDmrndoM  arona'd  tha 

Be-north  the  Ronan  wm', 
An'  Chathmm*§  wraith,  in 

(Inspired  bardiea  taw,  man) 
Wi'  kindling  eyet,  cry*d,  .««  TfUS^  riail 

WouU  I  ha'a  laar'd  thni  a',  BMir 


^. 


< 


But  wonl  an*  blow,  Kcrtk,  Ar, 

Gonfr*d  U 'lAfe  like  a  ba*,  ■«% 
Till  Sitthnthe  raiae,  and  cooattlMir 

Behind  him  in  a  raw,  man  % 
An*  CutetLtm  threw  by  the  droM^ 

An'  did  Iter  whittle  dtaw,  bum  | 
An*  twour  fu'  rude,  tlim'  dkt  and 

Tu  make  it  guid  in  hm. 


Mb 


BURNS'  WOBK& 


WHERE  ARE  THE  JOTS  I  HAS  ICET 
IN  THE  MORNING. 

WRn.t  are  the  jojn  I  hae  met  in  tin  moniiiigy 
That  danced  to  the  Urk'a  earljr  aong  ? 

Where  ia  the  peace  that  awaited  my  wandering. 
At  evening  the  wild  wooda  among  ? 

No  more  a-winding  the  eonrae  of  yon  rirer,  |^ 
And  marking  aweet  flow'reta  ao  £ur ; 

No  more  I  trace  the  light  fbotstepa  of  pleaanr^ 
Bnt  lorrow  and  aad-aighing  care. 

Ia  it  that  aammer'a  fonaken  our  ▼aney% 

And  glim  anriy  winter  ia  near  ? 
No»  no,  the  beea  hnnunii^  round  the  gay  roaeir 

Proclaim  it  the  pride  of  the  year. 

Fain  would  I  hide  what  I  frar  to  diacorer^ 
Yet  long,  long  too  well  have  I  known : 

An  that  has  catued  thia  wreck  in  my  boaom^ 
la  Jenny,  £ur  Jenny  aloneb 

Time  cannot  aid  me,  my  griefii  are  immortal. 

Nor  Hope  dare  a  comfort  bcatow : 
Gome  then,  enamour'd  and  fond  of  my  anguiah^ 

Enjoyment  I'll  aedc  in  my  woe. 


WHISTLE  AND  FLL  COME  TO  YOU, 
MY  LAD. 

O  whittle  and  FU  come  to  you,  my  lad*, 
O  wMstle  and  FU  come  to  you,  my  lad  ; 
Tko*  fatKer  amf  mither  and  a*  should  gae  madf 
O  whittle  and  FU  come  to  you,  my  lad. 

But  warily  tent  when  ye  come  to  court  me« 
And  come  nae  unleat  the  back-jrett  be  ajee ; 
Syne  up  the  back  atyle,  and  let  nae  body  aee. 
And  come  aa  ye  were  nae  comin*  to  me. 
And  eome  aa  ye  were  nae  comin*  to  me. 
O  whittle,  ^ 

At  kirk,  or  at  market,  whene'er  ye  meet  me. 
Gang  by  me  aa  tho'  that  ye  cared  nae  a  flie ; 
But  ateal  me  a  bimk  o*  vour  bonnie  black  e'ee, 
Yet  look  aa  ye  were  nae  lookin*  at  me. 
Yet  look  aa  ye  were  nae  lookin'  at  me. 
O  whittle,  ^. 

Aye  vow  and  proteat  that  ye  care  na  for  mc^ 
And  whiles  ye  may  lightly  my  beauty  a  wee ; 
But  court  nae  anither,  tho'  jokin  ye  be. 
For  fear  that  she  wyle  your  fancy  free  me.         i 
For  fear  that  ahe  wyle  your  fancy  frae  me. 
O  whittle,  ^e. 


WILLIE  BREW*D  A  PECK  O'  ICAUT 

Tffit  iir  ia  Bfaaterton*a ;  the  aoog  mil.  ■ 
The  ooeadon  of  it  was  this :— >Bir.  Wol  Nieo^ 
of  the  High  School,  Edinburgh,  dnri^  the  a»* 
tumn  vacation,  being  at  Moffit,  honest  ADasy 
who  waa  at  that  time  on  a  viait  to  Dabwintoa, 
and  I  went  to  pay  Nicol  a  viait.— We  had  sndi 
a  joyous  meeting,  that  Mr.  Bflasterton  and  I 
agreed,  each  in  our  own  way,  that  we  ahnuM 
celebrate  the  business. 

O  WiLLiK  brew'd  peek  o'  masty* 

And  Rob  and  Allan  cam  to  see ; 
Three  blyther  hearts,  that  lee-lang  ajgh^ 
Ye  wad  na  i&nd  in  Chriatendie. 
We  are  nafou,  we*re  na  that/hm, 

Sutjutt  a  drappie  in  our  m  ; 
The  cock  may  craw,  the  day  nmy  daaf. 
And  ay  we*ll  tatte  the  larky  Irea,^ 

Here  are  we  met,  three  merry  hnj%. 
Three  merry  boys  I  trou  are  we ; 

And  mony  a  night  we've  merry  been^ 
And  mony  mae  we  hope  to  be ! 
We  are  nafou,  ^. 

It  is  the  moon,  I  ken  her  horn, 
That's  blinkin  in  the  lift  sae  hie ; 

She  shines  sae  bright  to  wyle  us  ham^ 
Bnt  by  my  aooth  ahe'll  wait  a  we ! 
We  are  nafofu,  ^. 

Wha  first  shall  riite  to  gang  awa', 

A  cuckold,  coward  loan  is  he  ! 
Wha  last  beside  his  chair  ahaU  &', 

lie  is  the  king  amang  ua  thrse ! 
We  are  nafou,  ^ 


i 


•  In  some  of  the  MSS.  the  lint  four  Hues  na  thus : 
O  whittle  and  1*11  come  to  thse,  aay  Jo^ 
O  whwle  end  1*11  eoine  to  thes^  myjot 
TboP ftthcr and mothrrend •* shouM sav nou  **• 
OwhMtcndl'tteoaeioUNi^myjai  '^  ' 


WILT  THOU  BE  MY  DBARIB. 

Tune^"  The  Sutoi^  DosMaw" 

Wilt  thou  be  my  dearie : 

When  sorrow  wrings  thy  gentle  biif^ 

Wilt  thou  let  me  cheer  thee : 

By  the  treasure  of  my  soul, 

That's  the  love  I  bear  thee ! 

I  swear  and  vow  that  on^  thon 

Shall  ever  be  my  dearie. 

Only  thou,  I  swear  and  vow, 

Shall  ever  be  my  dearie. 

Lassie,  say  thon  lo'ea  me ; 
Or  if  thou  wilt  na  be  my  aioy 
Say  na  thon'lt  refuae  me : 
If  it  winna,  eanna  be. 
Thou  for  thine  may  diooaa  m^ 
Let  me,  lasaie,  quickly  di% 
Trusting  that  thon  lo'ea  ati 
Laaaie  let  me  qsiekhr  di% 
Xraniiif  thit  tkm  ii^«  Mfc 


SONGS. 


S4» 


WILL  YE  GO  TO  THE  INDIES,  MY 
MARY? 

TuM'-^'  The  Yowctechti.* 

Witt  ye  go  to  the  lodiee,  my  Mtry, 

And  leave  auld  SeotU*e  shore  ? 
Will  je  go  the  Indiet.  my  Mary, 

Acron  the  AtUatic*s  roar  ? 

Oh,  tweet  grow  the  lime  and  the  orangey 

And  the  apple  on  the  pine  ; 
But  a*  the  charmi  o*  the  Indiei 

Can  nerer  equal  thine. 

I  hae  awom  by  the  heavens,  my  Mary, 
1  hae  sworn  by  the  heavens  to  be  tme ; 

And  sae  may  the  heavens  forget  me. 
When  I  forget  my  vow ! 

O,  plight  me  your  faith«  my  Bfary, 
And  plight  me  your  lily-white  hand  ; 

O,  plight  roe  your  fsith,  my  Mary, 
Before  I  leave  Scotia's  strand. 

We  hae  plighted  onr  troth,  my  filary. 

In  mutual  affection  to  join  ; 
And  curst  be  the  cause  that  shall  part  ni ! 

The  hour  and  the  moment  o*  time  !* 


YON  WILD  MOSSY  MOUNTAINS. 

Yow  wild  mossy  mountains  sae  lofty  and  wide. 
That  nurse  in  their  bosom  the  youth  o*  the 

Oyde, 
Where  the  grouse  lead  their  coveys  thro'  the 

heather  to  feed. 
And  the  shepherd  tents  his  flock  as  he  pipes  on 

his  reed: 

Where  tht  grouttf  (ft. 

Not  Cowrie's  rich  valley,  nor  Forth'i  snnny 

shores, 
To  me  hae  the  charma  o'  yon  wild,  mossy  moon ; 
For  there,  by  a  lanely,  and  seqncster*d  stream, 
Resides  a  sweet  lasaie,  my  thought  and  my 

dream. 

For  lAerc,  £pc. 

Amang  thae  wild  mountains  shall  still  be  my 

path. 
Ilk  stream  foaming  down  its  ain  green,  narrow 

sirath; 
For  there,  wi'  my  lassie,  the  day  lang  I  rove. 
While  o'er  us  unheeded,  flie  the  swift  hours  o' 

love. 

For  thare,  tfe. 


YOUNG  PEGGY  ' 

YooNo  ^9ggf  Uooms  our  bomuait  laa^ 

Her  bluu  is  like  the  momii^ 
The  rosy  dawn,  the  springing  grm, 

With  early  gems  adorning : 
Her  eyee  ootehine  |he  radiant  benna 

That  gild  the  passing  shower. 
And  glitter  o*er  the  crystal  streams^ 

And  cheer  each  freah'ning  flower. 

•  When  Boirn  was  dcsigninf  lUi  voyace  to  the  ••     ,.  ^.       ^,      ,      ...... 

Wcstljidki.h«wrocethlss«ifMa/«rm«ato«giri  Her  lipa  more  than  the  ehemct  bnght» 
whom  he  happened  to  lagard,  at  the  time,  with  eoo-       A  richer  die  has  ffrae'd  t^»— n, 
sMenMe  admbatlon.    He  aftstwaidi  sent  it  to  Mr.   tk^w  •1i.*.»  ♦!.•  .^i..:^..  --  -t.   ...^ 

ThooMon  for  puUiflaUon  in  his  splendid  eoUeetlon  of   "^  f""™  ."  ^»BUtmg  gutf  mgM 
ttwnatftooalmaiteaBdmiiisilFOftryorSeotlMl     {     And  awecUf  tempt  to  tntt  ttai ; 


She  la  not  the  fairest  altho*  she  ia  fair ; 
O'  nice  education  but  sma*  is  her  share ; 
Her  parentage  humble  aa  humble  can  be ; 
But  I  lo'e  the  dear  lassie  because  she  lo'ea  Sib 
Her  parentage,  tee. 

To  beauty  what  man  bnt  maun  yield  him  A 

prise. 
In  her  armour  of  glances,  and  bhnihci,  and 

sighs; 
And  when  wit  and  refinement  hat  polished  her 

darts, 
Tbey  dazxie  our  een,  as  they  flie  to  onr  hearth 
And  when  wit,  (^. 

Bnt  kindness,  sweet  kindness^  in  the  fond  apttk- 

ling  e'e. 
Has  lustre  outshining  the  diamond  to  me ; 
And  the  heart-beating  love,  as  I'm  dasp'd  ia 

her  arms, 
O,  these  are  my  laaiie's  all-conqoering  charmi 
And  the  heart-beoHng,  jrc 


YOUNG  JOCKEY, 
nuw^' JbeUe  wm  die  Uythert  lid.' 

Yotrvo  Jockey  was  the  blithcit  lad 

In  a'  our  town  or  here  awa ; 
Fu*  blithe  he  whistled  at  the  gaud, 

Fu'  lightly  danc'd  he  in  the  ha* ! 
He  roos'd  my  e'en  sae  bonnie  blne^ 

He  rooe'd  my  waist  sae  genty  ami ; 
An'  ay  my  heart  came  to  my  moo. 

When  ne'er  a  body  heard  or  aaw. 

My  Jockey  toila  upon  the  plain,' 

Thro*  wind  and  weet,  thro*  frost  and 
And  o*er  the  lee  I  leuk  fu'  fain 

When  Jockey'a  owsen  hameward  ea*. 
An'  ay  the  night  eomca  ronnd  again. 

When  in  his  arms  he  taks  me  a*  ; 
An*  ay  he  vows  hell  be  mv  aia 

As  lang's  he  baa  a  breaui  to  dmr. ' 


Hir  tmiiU  b  M  tkt  tn^tiHog  mild, 
When  feitbtr'd  pain  an  eourtiii^ 

And  little  lambkint  wanton  wild. 
In  pUyful  bands  disporting. 


Wen  Fortnne  lorcly  Peggy's  fet, 

Such  sweetness  would  nknt  hert 
Ai  blooming  spring  unbends  the  brow 

Of  surly*  savsge  winter. 
Datnetion's  eye  no  aim  can  gain 

Her  winning  pnw'n  to  letaen  : 
fretful  enry  grins  in  vain. 

The  poisonM  tooth  to  fasten. 


BURNS'.  WORKS. 


Ye  pow*n  of  Honour,  Lore^  and  Trad^ 

From  ev*ry  ill  defend  her ; 
Inspire  the  highly  &TOur*d  youth 

The  destinies  intend  her ; 
Still  fen  the  sweet  connulnal  flama 

Ret ponsive  in  each  bosom ; 
And  bless  the  dear  parental  name 

With  many  a  filial  bloaaom.* 


•  This  was  one  of  the  pott^  tsrlleit  eumpuritkws. 
It  ii  copied  from  a  MS.  book,  whisk  be  lad  bitot  kls 
totptibUcatioii. 
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Hff  ■mil*  it  ••  tb*  et'ning  mild, 
WhcB  feathtr*!!  pain  art  eoartiii^ 

And  little  lambkim  wanton  wild» 
In  playful  bands  diaporting. 


Wen  Fortune  lorely  P«gg7*a  foe, 

Such  iweetnesa  would  relent  her, 
Am  blooming  tpring  unbends  the  brow 

Of  surly,  aavage  winter. 
Detraction's  ejre  no  aim  can  gain 

Her  winninp^  pow*n  to  lessen : 
Aod  finstful  envy  grins  in  vain. 

The  poison'd  tooth  to  ftsten. 


BDRNSV  WORKS. 


«'.- 
,..^- 
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Te  pow'rs  of  Honour,  Lore^  and  Tntl^ 

From  ev*ry  ill  defend  her ; 
Inspire  the  lughlv  &TOur*d  youth 

The  destinies  intend  her ; 
Still  fan  the  sweet  connubial  flame 

Retponvive  in  each  bosom ; 
And  bless  the  dear  parental  name 

With  many  a  filial  blosaonu* 


•  This  was  one  of  the  poet^  earttsrt  eompoiitlonsb 
It  b  oonied  from  a  MS.  book,  whialilM  iMd  Mm  Ids 
first  jpuhUcstion. 
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NOTICE. 


Of  tlic  foUowing  ktten'of  Bonn,  a  consid- 
•nble  namber  were  tnnsmitted  for  publicatum, 
1l]r  the  indindiMb  to  wkom  they  were  addreieed ; 
hot  very  ftw  hare  been  prioted  entire.  It  will 
mmlj  be  believed,  that  in  a  aeriea  of  letters  writ* 
tea  without  the  least  view  to  publication,  va- 
lioos  passages  were  found  unfit  for  the  pren, 
from  diflferent  eontiderations.  It  will  also  be 
leadily  supposed,  that  our  Poet,  writing  nearly 
at  the  same  time,  and  under  the  same  feelings 
to  diffisrent  individuals,  would  sometimes  fall 
into  the  same  train  of  sentiment  and  forms  of 
To  avoid,  therefore,  the  tedious- 
of  such  repetitions,  it  has  been  found  ne- 
to  mutilate  many  of  the  individual  let- 
ters, and  sometimes  to  exscind  parts  of  great 
delicacy — ^the  unbridled  efiusion^  of  pan^yric 
and  regard.  But  though  many  of  the  letters 
•re  printed  from  originab  furnished  by  the  per- 
■Otts  to  whom  they  were  addrened,  othiTi  are 
printed  from  first  draughts,  or  sketches,  found 
among  the  papers  of  our  Bard.  Though  in  ge- 
neral no  man  committed  his  thoughts  to  his 
eorrespoodents  with  less  conuderation  or  effort 
than  Bums,  yet  it  appears  that  in  some  instances 
be  was  diMatisfied  with  his  first  essiya,  and 
wrote  out  his  oommuuications  in  a  fiiirer  cha- 
noter,  or  perhaps  in  more  studied  language. 
In  the  chaos  of  his  manuscripts,  some  of  the 
original  sketches  were  found ;  and  as  these 
■kHches,  though  less  perfect,  are  foirly  to  be 
eoosidered  as  the  ofipring  of  his  mind,  where 
they  have  seemed  in  themselves  worthy  of  a 
place  in  this  volume,  and  they  have  been  in- 
lerted,  though  they  may  not  always  correspond 
exactly  with  the  letters  transmitted,  which  have 
been  lost  or  withheld. 

Our  author  appears  at  one  time  to  have  form- 
ad  an  intention  of  making  a  collection  of  his 
letters  for  the  amusement  of  a  friend.  Accord- 
ingly he  copied  an  inconsiderable  number  of 
them  into  a  book,  which  he  presented  to  Ro- 
bert Riddd,  <^  Glenriddel,  Esq.  Among  these 
was  the  account  <^  his  life,  addressed  to  Dr. 
Ifoore^  and  printed  in  the  Life.  In  copying 
from  his  imporfoct  sketches  (it  does  not  appear 
that  he  had  the  ktters  actually  sent  to  his  cor- 
ypoodeots  before  him)  he  seems  to  have  occa- 


sionally  enlarged  hie  obearratioiub  and  alfetrii 
his  expressions.  In  sneh  instancse  hii  smendi 
tions  have  been  adopted ;  but  in  troth  there  an 
but  five  of  the  ktters  thus  sdected  by  the  poel» 
to  be  found  in  the  present  volume^  the  rest  be- 
ing thought  of  infitfior  merit,  or  otherwise  vafil 
for  the  public  eye. 

In  printing  this  volume,  the  Editor  has  fooad 
some  corrections  of  grammar  necnasiry ;    b«t 
these  Iiave  been  very  fiiw,  and  each  as  may  ba 
supposed  to  occur  in  the  careless  effusioii^  avHi 
of  literary  characters,  who  have  not  been  ia  tkm 
habit  of  carr)'ing  th«r  compositions  to  the  prsHL 
These  corrrctions  have  never  been  extended  t» 
any  habitual  modes  of  expression  of  the  Poal» 
even  where  his  phrai«ology  may  seem  to  violali 
the  delicacies  of  taste ;  or  the  idiom  of  ow  ho* 
guage,  which  he  wrote  in  general  with  great 
accuracy.    Some  difference  will  indeed  bt  feaad 
in  this  respect  in  his  earlier  and  ia  bia  klv 
compositions ;  and  this  volume  will  exhibit  tba 
progreu  of  his  style,  as  well  as  the  historf  of 
hid  mind.     In  this  Edition,  several  new  lettiri 
were  introduced  not  in  Dr.  Carrie's  Edition 
and  which  have  been  taken  from  the  worin  of 
Cromek  and  the  more  recent  pnblishen»     TiM 
series  commences  with  the  Bard's  Lorn  .LtUtn 
— the  first  four  being  of  that  descriptioo.    Tbajr 
were  omitted  from  Dr.  Currie*s  Editioa  i  wbv^ 
has  not  Ixeeo  expkined.     They  have  been  hum 
to  be  sufficiently  interesting  to  be  here  iiimfd. 
He  states  the  i»sue  of  the  courtship  in  thoM  lenBis 
— **  To  crown  my  distresses,  a  bJUJISk  wban  I 
adored,  and  who  had  pledged  her  eoul  to  noat  ■• 
in  the  field  of  nutrimony,  jilted  me  with  pecB- 
liar  circumstances  <^  mortification."    Ifr.  Lock- 
hart  remarks  of  the  letters:—**  They  are  aaraly 
as  well  worth  preserving,  as  many  m  tht  Col- 
lection; particularly  when  their  early  data  ia 
considered.'*— He  Uien  quotes  from  them  laqro- 
ly,  and  adds, — "  In  such  excellent  £i4{liab  did 
Burns  woo  his  country  maidens,  in  at  moot  bio 
SOth  year."     But  we  suspect  the  fault  of  tbo 
English  was,  that  it  was  too  good.     It  waa  too 
coldly  correct  to  suit  the  taste  of  the  iair 
had  the  wooer  used  a  qirinkling  of  hia 
tongue,  with  a  deeper  infusion  of  his  < 
al  enthuaiaami  he  might  have  had  more 
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LOVE  LETTEH& 

No.L 

(WUTTKN  ABOUT  THE  TBAK  1780.) 

A  ▼BftiLT  bcBere^  my  dear  Elisi,  thtt  the  pnre 
gcauiaa  Mingi  of  lore,  art  at  nre  ia  tlie 
world  at  the  pore  genoioe  principlea  of  Tirtoe 
and  piety.     Thit,  1  hope,  will  account  for  the 
iineommon  atyle  of  all  my  letten  to  you.     By 
mcommoo,  I  mean,  their  being  written  in  tuch 
a  lerioui  manner,  which,  to  tell  you  the  truth, 
haa  made  me  often  afraid  ktt  you  ahould  take 
me  for  a  aealooa  bigot,  who  convened  with  hie 
miitrcm  aa  he  woiUd  converw  with  hit  minis- 
ter.    I  don't  know  how  it  it,  my  dear ;  for 
tibough,  except  your  company,  there  is  nothing 
en  earth  that  gives  me  so  much  pleasure  as 
writing  to  you,  yet  it  never  gives  me  those 
giddy  raptures  so  much  talked  of  among  lovers. 
I  have  often  thought,  thatif  a  well-grounded  af- 
fection be  not  really  a  part  of  viitue,  'tis  some-> 
thing  extremely  a-kin  to  it.      Whenever  the 
thought  of  my  Elisa  warms  my  heart,  every 
foeling  of  humanity,  every  principle  of  genero- 
aity,  kindles  in  my  breast.   It  extinguish^  every 
dirty  spark  of  malice  and  envy,  which  are  but 
too  apt  to  infest  me.    I  grasp  every  creature 
in  the  arms  of  oniverMl  benevolence,  and  equal- 
ly participate  in  the  pleasures  of  the  happy,  and 
sympathiie  with  the  miseries  of  the  unfortunate. 
I  assure  you,  my  dear,  I  often  look  up  to  the 
divine  IXtpoier  of  events,  with  an  eye  of  gra* 
titude  for  the  Ucating  which  I  hope  he  intendt 
to  bestow  on  me,  in  bestowing  you.     I  sincere- 
ly wish  that  he  may  bless  my  endeavours  to 
make  your  life  as  comfortable  and  happy  as 
possible^  both  in  sweetening  the  rougher  parts 
of  my  natural  temper,  and  bettering  the  un- 
kindly circnmstanoee  of  my  fortune.     This,  my 
dear,  is  a  passion,  at  least  in  my  view,  worthy 
of  a  man,  and  I  will  add,  worthy  of  a  Chris- 
tian.    The  sordkl  earth-worm  may  profesa  love 
to  a  woman'a  person,  whilst,  in  reality,  hit  af- 
fection is  oentmd  in  her  pocket ;  and  the  sU- 
vish  drudge  may  go  a-wooing  aa  he  goes  to  the 
horse-market,  to  choose  one  who  is  stont  and 
Urm,  and,  as  we  may  aay  of  an  old  horse,  one 
who  will  be  a  good  drudge  and  draw  kindly. 
I  ^iidaiii  thttr  dirtyi  puny  ideas.  .1  wovkl  bt 


heartily  out  of  hummir  wiih  myaeli^  if  I  thoogV 
I  were  capable  of  having  ao  poor  a  notioa  of 
the  sex,  which  were  designed  to  erown  tk« 
pleasures  of  society.  Poor  devils !  Idon*t  envy 
them  their  happiness  who  have  such  notioaB. 
For  my  part,  I  propose  quite  other  pleasnrit 
with  my  dear  partner* 
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TO  THE  SAMK 

MT  DBAS  EUSA, 

I  DO  not  remember  in  the  oootm  of  yoor  to- 
quaintance  and  Diine,  ever  to  have  heard  yoor 
opinion  on  the  ordinary  way  of  felling  in  tofB^ 
amongst  people  af  our  station  of  life :  I  do  nol 
mesn  the  persona  who  proceed  in  the  way  c£ 
bargain,  but  those  whose  aflection  ia  rally  pU> 
oed  on  the  person. 

Though  I  be,  aa  yon  know  very  weD,  bat  • 
very  awkward  lover  mysdf,  yet  aa  I  have  pomo 
opportunities  of  observing  die  conduet  of  othcn 
who  are  much  better  akiUed  in  the  a£Gur  c£ 
courtship  than  I  am,  I  often  think  it  ia  owi^f 
to  lucky  chance  more  than  to  good  manago- 
ment,  that  there  art  not  more  unhappy  nntr- 
riages  than  usually  are. 

it  ia  natural  for  a  young  feDow  to  likt  dit 
acquaintance  of  thfi  females,  and  cuatomaiy  for 
him  to  keep  them  company  when  occasion  aervta  { 
some  one  of  them  is  more  agremble  to  him  than 
the  rest;  there  is  something,  he  knowa  not 
what,  pleases  him,  he  knows  not  how,  in  htr 
company.  Thia  I  take  to  be  what  ia  called  foto 
with  the  greatest  part  of  us,  and  I  must  owb» 
my  dear  Eliaa,  it  is  a  hard  game  such  a  one  tB 
you  have  to  play  when  you  meet  with  each  • 
lover.  You  cannot  refuse  but  he  is  sincere^  and 
yet  though  you  use  him  ever  ao  fevourably,  pti^ 
hapa  in  a  few  months,  or  at  ferthest  in  t  yetr 
or  two,  the  same  unaccountable  fency  may  mako 
him  as  distractedly  fond  of  another,  whilst  jtm 
are  quite  forgot.  I  am  aware^  that  perhaps  tht 
next  time  I  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you,  you 
may  bid  me  take  my  own  lesson  home,  and  tall 
me  that  the  passion  I  have  piofeseed  for  yoa  it 
pcrhapt  oot  of  thott  trtiuuiit  fltihet  I  hirt 
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describing ;  bnt  I  bqw,  my  dear  Eliza, 

r»a  will  do  me  the  justice  to  believe  me,  when 
assure  you,  that  the  love  I  have  for  you  in 
founded  on  the  sacred  principles  of  virtue  and 
honour,  and  by  consequence,  m  long  as  you  con- 
tinue possessed  of  those  amiuhle  qualities  which 
first  inspired  my  passion  for  you,  ho  long  must  I 
continue  to  love  you.  Believe  me,  my  dear,  it 
u  love  like  this  alone  which  can  render  the  mar- 
ried state  happy.  People  niny  talk  of  flames  and 
raptures  as  long  as  they  pleojie ;  and  a  warm 
fimcy  with  a  flow  of  youthful  spirits,  may  m-ikv 
them  feel  M>mething  like  what  they  deM!ril>e  ; 
but  sure  I  am,  the  nohlor  faculticH  of  the  iniml, 
with  kindred  feelin;^  of  the  heart,  can  only  be 
tiM  ibuodation  of  friendship,  and  it  has  always 
bttn  my  opinion,  that  the  marric<l  life  was  only 
Awndsbip  in  a  more  exalted  degree. 

If  yon  will  be  so  good  as  to  grant  my  wishes, 
•b4  It  ahould  please  providence  to  npare  us  to 
tiM  latest  periods  of  life,  I  can  look  foiwanl 
and  see,  that  even  then,  though  l)ont  down 
with  wrinkled  age ;  even  then,  when  all  other 
worldly  circumstances  will  be  indifferent  to  me, 
I  will  rq^rd  my  Elixa  with  the  tenderc&t  af- 
fection, and  for  this  plain  reason,  liecauiw  she 
it  still  pooesaed  of  those  noble  qualities,  im- 
proved to  a  much  higher  degree,  which  firat 
la^red  my  affsction  for  her. 


**  O !  hippy  state,  when  aoula  each  other  draw, 
"  When  ioTa  it  liberty,  and  nature  law  " 
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I  kaoWf  were  I  to  speak  in  snch  a  tty]t  to 
Atav  a  girl  who  thinks  herself  possessed  of  no 
•mail  share  of  senae,  she  would  think  it  ridi- 
Mlottt— but  the  language  of  the  heart  is,  my 
4ear  Elita,  the  only  courtship  I  ahail  ever  use 
tpyou. 

when  I  look  over  what  I  have  written,  I  am 
MBsible  it  is  vaatly  different  from  the  ordinary 
•lyb  of  conrtahip— but  I  shall  make  no  apolo- 
gf— I  know  your  good  nature  will  excuse  what 
ymi  good  teiiae  may  see  amiss. 


No.  III. 


TO  TIIE  SAME. 

XT  i»ia»  itna, 

I  uavi  ofbfn  tliooght  it  a  peculiarly  un- 
xtdty  circumstance  in  love,  that  though,  in 
fvery  other  situation  in  life,  telling  the  truth  is 
aot  only  the  aafest,  but  actually  by  far  the  easi- 
iH  way  of  proceeding,  a  lover  is  never  under 
greater  difficulty  in  actinj;,  or  more  ])uzzlcd  for 
igprsasion,  than  when  his  passion  is  sincere, 
and  his  intentions  are  honourable.  I  do  not 
tlunk  that  it  ia  very  difficult  for  a  person  of  or- 
dinary capacity  to  talk  of  love  and  fomlnes*, 
whiell  (urt  not  felt»  and  to  make  votvn  of  cun- 
aad  ftdtlityi  which  are  nercr  intended  to 


be  performed,  if  he  be  villain  enough  to 
tise  such  detestable  conduct :  but  to  a 
whose  heart  glows  with  the  principles  of  ia* 
tegrity  and  truth  ;  and  who  sincerely  loves  a 
woman  of  amiable  persoot  uncommon  refinement 
of  sentiment,  and  purity  of  manners — to  such  a 
one,  in  such  circumstances,  I  can  assure  ymtf 
my  dear,  from  my  own  feelings  at  this  present 
moment,  courtship  is  a  task  indeed.  There  ia 
Hiich  a  number  of  forelK>ding  fears,  and  distrust- 
fill  an\ietie<)  crowd  into  my  mind  when  I  am  in 
your  con)]iany,  or  when  I  sit  down  to  write  to 
ymi,  th.it  wlut  to  speak  or  what  to  write  I  am 
altogether  at  a  lo-^ 

1'iicre  is  one  rule  which  I  have  hitherto  prac- 
tised, and  which  I  shall  invariably  keep  with 
you,  ond  that  is,  honestly  to  tell  you  the  plain 
truth.  There  \h  fiomething  so  mean  and  un- 
manly in  the  arts  of  dissimulation  and  falsehood^ 
that  I  am  surprised  they  can  be  used  by  any  ono 
in  80  noble,  tio  generous  a  pasaion  as  virtuous 
love.  No,  my  dear  Eliza,  I  shall  never  endw- 
-vour  to  gain  your  favour  by  such  detestaUa 
practices.  If  you  will  be  so  good  and  so  gener- 
ous as  to  admit  me  for  your  partner,  your  com- 
panion, your  bosom  fnend  through  life ;  thera 
is  nothing  on  this  side  of  eternity  shall  give  me 
greater  transport ;  but  I  shall  never  Uiink  of 
purchasing  your  hand  by  any  arts  unworthy  of 
a  man,  and  I  will  add  of  a  Christian.  There  h 
one  thing,  my  dear,  which  I  earnestly  request  of 
you,  and  it  is  this  ;  that  yon  would  soon  either 
put  an  end  to  my  hopes  by  a  peremptory  rcfnsalt 
or  cure  me  of  my  fears  by  a  generous  consent. 

It  would  oblige  me  much  if  you  would  send 
me  a  line  or  two  when  convenient  I  shall  on- 
ly add  further,  that  if  a  behaviour  regulated 
(though  perhaps  but  very  imperfectly)  by  tba 
rules  of  honour  and  virtue,  if  a  heart  devoted  to 
love  and  esteem  you,  and  an  earnest  endeavtMir 
to  promote  your  happiness ;  and  if  these 
qualities  you  would  wish  in  a  friend,  in  a 
band  ;  I  hope  you  shall  ever  find  them  in  your 
real  friend  and  aincere  lover. 


No.  IV. 


TO  TIIE  SAME. 

T  ouGirr  in  good  manners  to  have  ackneww 
le<lgetl  the  receipt  of  your  letter  before  thia  time^ 
hut  my  heart  was  »o  shocked  with  the  contenia 
of  it,  that  I  can  scarcely  yet  collect  my  thoughti 
so  as  to  write  to  you  on  the  subject.  I  will  not 
attempt  to  dcftcrihe  what  I  felt  on  receiving  your 
letter.  I  read  it  over  and  over,  a«;ain  and  agaiOf 
and  though  it  was  in  the  politest  language  (3*  ra» 
fusal,  still  it  was  peremptory ;  "  you  were  sonv 
I  yow.  could  not  mnke  me  a  return,  but  you  wisn 
me**  what,  without  you,  I  never  can  obtain^ 
"  yo'j  wish  me  all  kind  of  happiness.*'  It  would 
be  weak  and  unmanly  to  say,  that  without  yoa  X 
never  can  be  happy ;  but  sure  I  am«  that 
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Ug  liib  with  fMfe  wovld  bftn  f ivvn  it  t  reliih, 
liut,  wanting  yon,  I  never  can  taste. 

Yonr  uneommon  penonal  advantages,  and 
ymir  supemr^^ood  ^pvm,  do  not  so  much  strike 
me ;  these,  possibly  ia  n  few  instances,  may  be 
Diel  with  in  othen ;  but  that  amiable  goodness, 
that  tender  feminine  aoftnesa,  that  endearing 
fweetnest  of  djapoaition,  with  all  the  charming 
o&pring  el  a  warm  feeling  heart — these  I  never 
again  expect  to  meet  with  in  such  a  degree  in 
this  world.  All  these  charming  qualities,  heigh- 
tened by  an  education  much  beyond  any  thing 
I  liave  ever  met  with  in  any  woman  I  ever  dar- 
ed to  approach,  have  made  an  impression  on  my 
heart  that  I  do  not  think  the  world  can  ever  cf- 
£ice.  My  imagination  has  fondly  flattered  itself 
with  a  wish,  I  dare  not  say  it  ever  reached  a 
bnpe,  that  poeaibly  I  might  one  day  call  you 
mine.  I  had  formed  the  most  delightful  images, 
and  my  fancy  fondly  brooded  over  them ;  but 
now  I  am  wretched  for  the  loss  of  what  I  really 
had  no  right  expect.  I  must  now  think  no 
mure  of  you  as  a  mistress,  still  I  presume  to  ask 
to  be  admitted  as  a  friend.  As  such  I  wish  to 
be  allowed  to  wait  on  yon,  and  as  I  expect  to 
remove  in  a  few  days  a  little  farther  off,  and  you, 
I  suppose,  will  perhaps  soon  leave  thia  place,  I 
wish  to  see  yon  or  hear  from  you  soon ;  and  if 
$n  expression  should  perhaps  escape  me  rather 
too  warm  for  friendahip,  I  hope  you  will  pardon 
it  in,  my  dear  Miaa  ,  (pardon  me  the  dear 
expreaaion  for  once. ) 


LETTERS,  1783,  1784. 

No.  V. 
TO  BIB.  JOHN  MURDOCH, 

SCROOLMASTIR, 
fTATLIS  IVN  BUILDINGS,  LONDON. 

DiAK  iiE,  Zochlee,  \5ih  Janueny,  \1SS, 

Ai  I  have  an  opportunity  of  sending  you  a 
letter,  without  potting  you  to  that  expense 
which  any  production  of  mine  would  but  ill  re- 
pay, I  embrace  it  with  pleasure,  to  tell  you  that 
I  have  not  forgotten,  laor  ever  will  forget,  the 
many  obligations  I  lie  nnder  to  your  kindness 
and  friendship. 

I  do  not  doubt,  Sir,  but  you  will  wish  to 
know  what  has  been  the  result  of  all  the  pains 
<^  an  indulgent  fiither,  and  a  masterly  teacher ; 
and  I  wish  I  could  gratify  your  curiosity  with 
such  a  recital  as  you  would  be  pleased  with  ;• 
but  that  is  what  I  am  afraid  will  not  be  the  case. 
I  have,  indeed,  kept  pretty  clear  of  vicious  ha- 
bits ;  and  in  this  respect,  I  hope,  my  conduct 
will  not  disgrace  tht  education  I  have  gotten ; 
but  m  a  man  of  the  world,  I  am  most  miserably 
dcfidcnt— One  would  have  thought,  that  bred 
at  I  ham  bee%  UBder  •  fothcr  who  has  figursd 


pretty  well  aa  «»  Aommt  dt$  affittru,  -I  miflit 
have  been  what  the  world  calls  a  pushing,  ae> 
live  fellow;  but,  to  tell  you  thf  truth,  Siiv 
there  is  hardly  any  thing  more  my  reverse.  I 
seem  to  be  ouc  sent  into  the  world  to  see,  and 
observe ;  and  I  very  easily  compound  with  the 
knave  who  tricks  me  of  my  money,  if  there  bt 
any  thing  original  abnut  him  which  shows  mt 
human  nature  in  a  diflferent  light  from  any  thin^ 
I  have  ieen  before.  In  &huit,  the  joy  of  my 
heart  is  to  "  study  men,  their  manners,  and  their 
ways;*'  and  for  this  darling  subject,  I  cheer- 
fully sacrifice  every  other  consideration.  I  aa ' 
quite  indolent  about  tho&c  great  concerns  that 
set  the  bustling  busy  fons  of  care  agog  ;  and  H 
I  have  to  answer  fur  the  present  hour,  1  am  very 
easy  with  regard  tn  any  thing  further.  Even 
the  lost,  worst  shift  *  of  the  unfortunate  and 
the  wretched,  does  not  mutrh  terrify  me :  I  know 
that  even  then  my  talent  for  what  country  folkt 
call  **  a  sensible  crack,**  when  once  it  is  sancti* 
fied  by  a  hoary  head,  would  procure  me  so  moeh 
esteem,  that  even  then — I  would  learn  to  bt 
happy.  However,  I  am  under  no  apprehensions 
about  that ;  for,  though  indolent,  yet,  so  far  aa 
an  extremely  delicut^'  constitution  permits,  J  am 
not  lazy ;  and  in  many  things  especially  in  ta- 
vern matters,  I  am  a  strict  economist ;  not  in* 
deed  for  the  sake  of  the  money,  but  one  of  the 
principal  parts  in  my  compoKitlon  is  a  kind  al 
pride  of  stomach,  and  I  scorn  to  fear  the  face  o£ 
any  man  living  :  above  every  thing,  I  abhor  is 
hell,  the  idea  of  sneaking  in  a  comer  to  nvoid  • 
dun — possibly  some  pitiful,  sordid  wretch,  who 
in  myrheart  I  despise  and  detest.  *Tia  this,  tad . 
this  alone,  that  endears  economy  to  roe.  In  tht 
matter  of  books,  indeed,  I  am  very  profuse.  My 
favourite  authors  are  of  the  sentimental  kind, 
such  as  Shenstone,  particularly  his  Eltffict  i 
Thomson  ;  3fan  of  Feeling^  a  book  I  prise  next 
to  the  Bible;  Mm  of  the  World;  SUrmt 
especially  his  Sentimental  Journey  ;  Macphtr* 
son's  Ostian,  Sfc.  These  are  the  glorious  mo- 
dels after  which  I  endeavour  to  form  my  con- 
duct; and  *tis  inco^ruous  'tis  absurd,  to  sup- 
potse  that  the  man  whoM  mind  glows  with  sen- 
timents lightened  op  at  their  sacred  flame— tht 
man  whose  heart  di^temls  with  benevolence  to 
all  the  human  race — he  "  who  can  soar  aboft 
this  little  scene  of  things,**  c.in  he  descend  to 
mind  the  paltry  concerns  about  which  the  term. 
filial  race  fret,  and  fume,  and  vex  themselvw? 

0  how  the  glorious  triumph  swells  my  heart  i 

1  forget  that  I  am  a  poor  insignificant  devil,  un. 
noticed  and  unknown,  ^talking  up  and  down 
fairs  and  markets,  when  I  hap|)en  to  be  in  theni» 
reading  a  page  or  two  of  mankind,  and  **  cateh- 
ing  the  manners  living  as  they  rise,*'  whilst  tht 
men  of  business  jostle  me  on  every  side  aa  am 
idle  encumbrance  in  their  way. — But  I  dare  at/ 
I  have  by  this  time  tired  your  patience ;  an  I 
shall  conclude  with  begging  you  to  give  Mr^ 


*  The  la«t  shift  alluded  to  here,  must  ba  the 
ion  of  an  iUoeraot  beggar 
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Mii4aJi    uul  my  cmmpltmcnt^  Car  tint  ii  t 
omoMa-plMt  itory,  but— ay  wanmrt, 
withw  Car  htr  wd&n;  tnd  aoMpt  ^ 
for  vMfnl^  IrcMDf 

Pmt  Sir, 

Yownb  ice- 


No  VL 


[mt  roLLOwiwa  u  takiv    most  the  mi. 

FEOtC   mXSIKTIO    BY    OUE    BA»P   TO  M». 
ftlDOSL.] 

Ov  nunmagiog  over  Mine  old  papers,  I  light- 
•d  on  a  MS.  uf  my  early  yean,  in  which  I  hod 
determined  to  write  myself  out,  as  I  was  placed 
by  fortune  among  a  class  of  men  to  whom  my 
ideas  would  have  been  nonwnse.  I  had  meant 
that  the  book  should  have  loin  bv  roe,  in  the 
Ibnd  hope  that,  some  time  or  other,  even  after  I 
was  no  more,  my  thoughts  would  fall  into  the 
luuids  of  somebody  capable  of  appreciating  their 
value.     It  kets  off  thuN  : 

Ohttrvationst  HinUy  Songt,  Scrap*  of  Poe-' 
tryt  tfv,  hjf  R,  ^.— ^i  man  who  had  little  art  in 
Baking  money,  and  still  less  in  krvping  it ;  but 
was,  however,  a  man  of  some  sense,  and  a  great 
deal  of  honesty,  and  unbounded  good-will  to 
•very  creature,  rational  and  irrational.  As  he 
waa  but  little  indebted  to  scholastic  education, 
•nd  bred  at  a  pluugh-tail,  hi*  performances  mu»t 
Im  strongly  tinctured  with  his  unpolished  rustic 
way  of  life ;  but  as  I  believe  they  are  really  his 
OiPii,  it  may  be  some  entertainment  to  a  curious 
^Merver  of  human  nature,  to  see  how  a  plough- 
man thinks  and  fceltt,  under  the  pressure  of  love, 
ambition,  anxiety,  grief,  with  the  like  cares  and 
paasions,  which,  however  diversified  by  the 
iisodra  and  mannert  of  life,  operate  pretty  much 
•like,  I  believe,  on  all  the  species. 

'*  There  are  numliers  in  the  world  who  do 
■ot  want  sense  to  make  a  figure,  so  much  as  an 
opinion  of  their  own  abilities,  to  put  them  upon 
fceordiog  their  observations,  and  allowing  them 
the  same  importance  which  they  do  to  those 
which  appear  in  print.'* — Shcnstoke. 

**  Pleasing,  when  youth  is  long  expired,  to  trace 
The  forma  oar  pencil,  or  our  pen  designed ! 

Sorb  was  oar  youthfiil  air,  and  khape,  and  face, 
Such  the  soR  image  of  our  youthful  mind.*' 

IbidL 


•he  rtpays  him  with  aa  tfiil  mm  ni 

tkm. 


April,  1783. 
Notwithstanding  all  that  has  been  said  against 
lofvc^  respecting  the  folly  and  weakness  it  leads 
•  yoong  inexperienced  mind  into ;  still  I  think  it 
in  a  great  measure  deserves  the  highest  enco- 
■liams  that  have  been  passed  on  it.  If  any 
thing  on  earth  deserves  the  name  of  rapture  or 
trmnqmrt,  it  is  the  feelings  of  given  eighteen,  in 
A*  oonptoy  of  the  mutren  of  hia  heirt,  when 


There  is  certainly  aome  eouieetion  betw—i 
love,  and  BBoaic,  and  poetry ;  and,  thmforc^  I 
have  always  thought  a  fine  toach  of  Batons  ^tt 
pasaage  in  a  modern  love  compoaition : 


**  Aa  tow*rd  her  cot,  he  jogg*d  akng t 
Her  name  waa  frequent  in  Ua  aoog. 


For  my  own  part, '  I  ikever  had  the  Ictat 
thought  or  inclination  of  turning  poet,  till  I  got 
once  heartily  in  love ;  and  then  rhyme  and  aoof 
were,  in  a  manner,  the  spootaneoos  laogaago  (2 
my  heart. 

SepUmber, 
I  entirely  agree  with  that  judieious  philoso- 
pher, Mr.  Smith,  in  hia  excellent  Tkmrjf  pf 
Moral  SeMtiments,  that  remorse  ia  the  moat 
painful  sentiment  that  can  embitter  the  hamaa 
bosom.  Any  ordinary  pitch  of  fbrtittide  may 
bear  up  tolerably  well,  under  those  calamities* 
in  the  procurement  of  which  we  ourselvea  havo 
had  no  hand ;  but  when  our  follies  or  crimee 
have  made  us  miserable  and  wretched,  to  bear 
up  with  manly  firmness,  and  at  the-aame  timo 
have  a  proper  penitential  sense  of  our  miaooa- 
duct,  is  a  glorious  effort  of  self-command. 

Of  all  the  numerous  ills  that  hnrt  o«r  pOMOj 
That  press  the  soul,  or  wring  the  mind  with 

guish, 
Beyond  comparison  the  worst  are  thoao 
That  to  our  folly  or  our  guilt  we  owe. 
In  every  other  circumstance,  the  mind 
Ilaj*  this  to  say — "  It  was  no  ileed  of  mine ;' 
But  when  to  all  the  evil  of  misfortune 
This  sting  is  added—**  Blame  thy  foolish  adf  !** 
Or  wonter  far,  the  pangs  of  keen  remorae ; 
The  torturing,  gnawing  conscioosoeas  of  guilt** 
Of  guilt,  perhaps,  where  we've  involved  others  . 
The  young,  the  innocent,  who  fondly  loved  us. 
Nay,  more,  that  very  love  th«r  cauae  of  rain  ! 
O  burning  hell !  in  all  thy  atore  of  tormenta^ 
There's  not  a  keener  lash ! 
Lives  there  a  man  so  firm,  who,  while  hia  heart 
Feels  all  the  bitter  horrors  of  hia  crim^ 
Can  reason  down  its  agonizing  throba  ; 
And,  after  proper  purpoae  of  amendmenti 
Can  firmly  force  his  jarring  thon^hta  to  pnet  i 
O,  happy !  happy !  enviable  man ! 
O  glorioua  magnanimity  of  aooL 


.»• 


Marehf  1784. 

I  have  often  observed,  in  the  courae  of  my 

experience  of  human  life,  that  every  man,  ovem 

the  worst,    has  something  good    about  him; 

though  very  often  nothing  else  than  a  luippy 


CORRESPONOSMCaL 


ISl 


iMiyiritmat  «f  aontliteUoft  ineUniiif 
this  €r  that  ▼iitvc.  For  this  reMoo, 
on  uj  m  whtt  degree  any  other  peraoii«  bo- 
ndei  himeel^  can  bc^  with  etrict  juetice,  called 
wickttL  Let  any  of  the  ttrictett  character  Ibr 
regularity  of  condact  among  ua,  czamino  im- 
]wrtially  how  many  vices  ho  has  never  been 
guilty  of,  not  from  any  care  or  vigilance,  bat 
for  want  of  opportunity,  or  tome  accidental  cir- 
cumstance iotenrening ;  how  many  of  the  weak- 
nmes  of  mankind  he  has  escaped,  because  he 
was  out  of  tlie  line  of  such  temptation ;  and, 
what  often,  if  not  always  wtighs  more  than  all 
the  rest,  how  much  he  is  indebted  to  the  world'a 
good  opinion,  because  the  world  does  not  know 
all :  I  say,  any  man  who  can  thus  think,  will 
scan  the  failings,  nay,  the  fiiulta  and  crimes,  of 
mankind  around  him,  with  a  brother's  eye* 

I  have  often  courted  the  acquaintance  of 
that  part  of  mankind  oommonly  known  by  the 
ordinary  phrase  of  Uaekgmardi,  sometimes  far- 
ther than  was  consistent  with  the  safety  of  my 
character  ;  those  who,  by  thoughtless  prodiga- 
lity or  headstrong  peaeions,  have  been  driven 
to  ruin.  Though  diagraeed  by  follies^  nay, 
sometimes  **  stained  with  guilt,  •  .  •  . 
.  •  .  .  ,**  I  have  yet  found  among  them, 
in  not  a  few  instances,  some  of  the  noUest  vir- 
tues, magnanimity,  generoaity,  diaintercsted 
fiieodship,  and  even  OMdesty. 


ApriL 
As  T  am  what  the  men  of  the  world,  if  they 
knew  such  a  man,  would  aall  a  whimsical  mor- 
tal, I  have  various  sources  of  pleasure  and  en- 
joyment, which  are,  in  a  manner,  ptemUar  to 
myi«lf,  or  some  here  and  there  such  other  out- 
of'the-way  person.  Such  is  the  peculiar  plea* 
sure  I  take  in  the  season  of  winter,  more  than 
the  rest  of  the  year.  This,  I  believe^  may  be 
partly  owing  to  my  misfortunes  giving  my 
mind'  a  melancholy  cast:  but  there  ia  fome- 
thing  even  in  the 

'*  Mighty  tempest,  and  the  hoary  waste 
Abrupt  and  deep»  stntch'd  o*cr  the  boned 
earth."— 

which  raises  the  mind  to  a  eerions  sublimity, 
favourable  to  every  thing  great  and  noble. 
There  is  scarcely  any  ear&ly  object  givea  me 
more— I  do  not  know  if  I  should  call  it  plea- 
sure—but something  which  ezalta  me,  some- 
thing which  enraptures  me— than  to  walk  in 
the  Weltered  side  of  the  wood,  or  high  plants 
tion,  in  a  cknidy  winter-day,  and  hear  the 
stormy  wind  howling  among  the  trees,  and 
raving  over  the  plain.  It  is  my  best  season 
for  dmtion :  ny  mind  is  wrapt  up  in  a  kind 
of  enthusiasm  to  iftm,  who,  in  the  pompons 
language  of  the  Hebrew  bard,  **  walks  on  the 
wiogs  o£  the  wind/    la  ooi  oC  tb«t 


just  afbra  traia  of 
thefoUowinf  t 


I 


The  wintry  wast  ntiada  his  blast,  Im* 

SeeSoofb 

Shenstooe  finely  obeerves,  Uiat  love-rww^ 
writ  without  any  real  passion,  are  the  moal 
nauseous  of  all  coneeita  ;  and  I  have  oftaa 
thought  that  no  man  can  be  a  proper  critie  of 
love-oomposition,  except  he  himself  ia  one  or 
more  instances,  have  been  a  warm  votary  of 
thia  passion.  As  I  have  been  all  aloag  • 
miserable  dupe  to  love,  and  have  been  led  inle 
a  thousand  weaknesses  and  follies  by  it,  for 
that  reason  I  put  the  more  confidence  ia  my 
critical  akill,  in  distingnishiqg  foppery,  and  eea- 
eeit,  from  nal  paaaion  and  nature.  WhetJMir 
the  following  aong  will  stand  the  test,  I  wiV 
not  pretend  to  say,  becanae  it  is  my  own  ;  e^f 
I  can  aay  it  waa  at  the  time,  geniiine  from  tit 
heart. 


See  Soi^gn. 


Behind  yon  hiUa,  lie. 


I  think  the  whole  qwdea  of  young 
be  naturally  enough  divided  into  two  grawl 
classes,  which  I  shall  call  the  proee  and  the 
mtrry  ;  though,  by  the  bye^  these  terns  do  aal 
with  propriety  enough  express  my  kieas.  The 
grave  I  shall  cast  into  the  usual  division  c£ 
those  who  are  goaded  on  by  the  love  of  mooayt 
and  thoee  whose  dariing  wish  is  to  make  a 
figure  in  the  world.  The  merry  are,  the  iNa 
of  pleasure  of  all  denominationa ;  the  jovial 
lads,  who  have  too  much  fire  and  spirit  to  have 
any  settled  rule  of  sction ;  but  without  mnell 
deliberation,  follow  the  strong  impukss  of  ■»• 
ture;  the  thoughtless,  the  careless,  the  inde* 
Icnt*^  particttlar  Ae,  who,  with  a  happgr 
aweetneas  of  natural  temper,  and  a  cheerful  va» 
cancy  <^  thought,  steala  through  life— ^pmeral^» 
indeed,  in  poverty  and  obscurity;  bnt  povertj 
and  obocurity  are  only  evils  to  him  who  omi 
sit  gravely  down  and  make  a  repining  eomp^ 
risen  between  his  own  situatioB  and  that  of 
others ;  and  lastly  to  grace  the  quorwn,  bmIi 
are,  generally,  those  heada  are  eapable  of  all 
the  towerings  of  geniusb  and  wheee  hearts  wt 
warmed  widi  all  the  deUcaigr  of  foaling. 


As  the  grand  end  of  hnnaa  life  is  to  eahivMt 
an  intercourse  with  that  Bting  to  whon  wa 
owe  life^  with  every  enjoyment  that  can  render 
Ufo  delightful;  and  to  maintain  an  iategriiava 
conduct  towards  oor  fidlow-creatures ;  that  ae^ 
by  forming  piety  and  virtue  into  habit,  we  m^ 
be  fit  members  for  that  society  of  the  pious  aad 
the  good,  which  reason  and  revektion  teach  an 
to  expect  beyond  the  grave :  I  do  not  see  thai 
the  turn  of  mind,  and  pursuits  of  any  sea  of  pa* 
Tvty  tad  obiCQrity,  are  ia  the  kM(  I 
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mI  to  tke  natA  iDteretta  of  piety  and  virtue, 
than  the,  even  lawful,  bustling  and  straining 
after  the  world's  riches  and  honourj  ;  and  I  do 
not  tee  but  that  he  may  gain  Heaven  as  well 
(wUch,  by  the  bye,  h  uu  mean  consideration  ), 
who  steals  through  the  vale  of  life,  amusing 
liiintelf  with  every  little  flower  that  fortune 
throws  in  his  wuy  ;  as  he  who,  straining  straight 
forward,  and  perhaps  bespattc'riug  all  about  him, 
gains  some  of  life's  little  eminences ;  where,  af- 
ter all.  he  can  only  see,  and  he  seen,  a  little  more 
conspicuously,  than  what,  in  tlie  pride  of  his 
heart,  be  is  apt  to  term  the  poor,  indolent  devil 
be  has  left  behind  him. 


There  is  a  noble  sublimity,  a  heart-melting 
tenderness,  in  some  of  our  ancient  ballads,  which 
■hows  them  to  be  the  work  of  a  masterly  hand  : 
tod  it  has  often  given  me  many  a  heart-ache  to 
reflect,  that  such  glorious  old  bards — bards  who 
very  ])rohably  owed  all  their  talent«»  to  native 
geiiiuM,  yet  have  described  the  exploits  of  he- 
roes, the  pangs  of  disiippointment.  and  the  melt- 
ings of  love,  with  such  fine  strokes  of  nature — 
that  their  very  names  (O  how  mortifying  to  a 
bard's  vanity!)  are  now  **  buried  among  the 
wreck  of  things  which  were." 

O  ye  illustrious  names  unknown  !  who  could 
feel  so  strongly  and  describe  so  well ;  the  last, 
the  meanest  of  the  muses*  train — one  who, 
though  far  inferior  to  your  flights,  yet  eyes  your 
path,  and  with  trembling  wing  would  sometimes 
•oar  after  yon — a  poor  rustic  bard  unknown, 
pajrs  this  sympathetic  pan;;  to  your  memory  ! 
Some  of  you  tell  us,  with  all  the  charms  of 
verse,  that  you  have  been  unfortunate  in  the 
world — unfortunate  in  love  :  he  too  has  felt  the 
Iocs  of  his  little  fortune,  the  loss  of  friends,  and, 
worse  than  all,  the  lobs  of  the  woman  he  adored. 
Like  you,  all  his  consolation  wa.s  his  muse  :  she 
taught  him  in  rustic  measures  to  complain. 
Happy  could  he  have  done  it  with  your  strength 
of  imagination  and  flow  of  verse  !  May  the  turf 
lie  lightly  on  your  bones  !  and  may  you  now 
enjoy  that  solace  and  rest  which  this  world  sel- 
dom gives  to  the  heart,  tuned  to  all  the  feelings 
of  poesy  a^d  love  ! 


This  is  all  worth  quoting  in  my  MSS.,  and 
more  than  all. 

R.  B. 

« 

LETTERS,  1786. 

No.  VU. 
TO  MR.  JOHN  RICHMOND,  Ebinbuiich. 


DiAK  fifty         Afosapicl,  Feb.  11,  17P6. 
I  BATi  not  time  tt  present  to  upbraid  you 


for  your  lulence  and  neglect ;  I  thill  only  WKf  I 
received  yours  with  great  pleasure.  I  have  en- 
closed you  a  piece  of  rhyming  ware  for  your 
perusal.  I  have  been  very  busy  with  the  musee 
since  I  saw  you,  and  have  composed,  among  se- 
veral others.  The  Ordination,  a  poem  on  Mr. 
M'Kinlay's  being  called  to  Kilmarnock  ;  Scotch 
2>r<nA,  apoem  ;  The  Cotter's  Saturday  Night; 
An  AddrcMt  to  the  Devily  &c.  I  have  likewise 
completed  my  poem  on  the  DogSf  but  have  not 
shewn  it  to  the  world.  My  chief  patron  now 
is  Mr.  Aikeu  in  Ayr,  who  is  pleased  to  expren 
great  approbation  of  my  works.  Be  so  good  aa 
send  roc  Fergusson,  by  Connel,*  and  I  will  re- 
mit you  the  money.  I  have  no  news  to  ac- 
quaint you  with  about  Mauchline,  they  are  just 
going  on  in  the  old  way.  I  have  some  very  im- 
portant news  with  respect  to  myself,  not  the 
most  agreeable,  news  that  I  am  sure  you  cannot 
guess,  but  I  shall  give  you  the  particulars  an- 
other time.  I  am  extremely  happy  with  Smith  if 
he  is  the  only  friend  I  have  now  in  Mauchline. 
I  can  scarcely  forgive  your  long  neglect  of  me, 
and  I  beg  you  will  let  me  hear  from  you  r^u- 
lurly  by  Connel.  If  you  would  act  your  part  ae 
a  FRIEND,  I  am  sure  neither  good  nor  bad  for- 
tune should  strange  or  alter  me.  Excuse  haste* 
as  I  got  yours  but  yesterday. — I  am, 
lily  dear  Sir, 
Yours, 
ROBt.  BURNESS-t 


No.  VIIL 


TO  MR.  M'WHINNIE,  Wrote,  At*. 

Mossgiel,  17 th  April,  1786. 

It  is  injuring  some  hearts,  those  hearts  that 
clegantlf/  bear  the  impression  of  the  good  Crea- 
tor, to  say  to  them  you  give  them  the  trouble 
of  obliging  a  friend  ;  for  this  reason^  I  only  tell 
you  that  I  gratify  my  otcn  feelings  in  reque8kin|^ 
your  friendly  offices  with  respect  to  the  enclosed, 
because  I  know  it  will  gratify  i/ours  to  assist 
me  in  it  to  the  utmost  of  your  power. 

I  have  sent  yoa  four  copies,  as  I  have  no  less 
than  eight  dozen,  wliich  is  a  great  deal  more 
than  I  shall  ever  need. 

Be  sure  to  remember  a  poor  poet  militant  ia 
your  prayers.  He  looks  foiward  with  fear  and 
trembUng  to  that,  to  him,  important  moment 


•  Connel— ihc  Mauchline  carrier. 

t  Mr.  Jtimrt  Smith,  then  a  shop-keeper  In  Mauch- 
line. It  was  to  this  vounpr  man  ihnt  Bums  addreand 
one  of  his  finest  performances—"  To  J.  *j  b^ 

ginning 

"  Dear  S ,  the  sleest.  paukie  ihlef.* 

He  died  in  the  West-Indies. 

±  Thii  is  the  only  letter  the  Editor  has  met  with  te 
which  tlie  Poet  adds  the  termination  ess  to  his 
as  bis  father  and  family  had  spelled  it* 
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which  stamps  the  die  Trith^-witb— with,  per- 
haps the  eternal  disgrace  of, 
My  dear  Sir, 
You  humbled, 
afflicted, 
tormented 

ROBt.  BUBN8. 


No.  IX. 


TO  MONS.  JAMES  SMITH,  Mauchlinz. 

Monday  Morning,  Mossffiel,  1786. 

MT  DEAR  SIH, 

I  WENT  to  Dr.  Douglas  yesterday  fully  re- 
•olved  tu  take  the  opportunity  of  Capt  Smith ; 
but  I  found  the  Doctor  with  a  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
White,  both  Jamaicans,  and  they  have  deranged 
ray  plana  altogether.  They  assure  him  that  to 
send  me  from  Savannah  la  Mar  to  Port  Antonio 
will  cost  my  master,  Charles  Douglas,  Upwards 
of  fifty  pounds ;  besides  running  the  rL^k  of 
throwing  myself  into  a  pleuritic  fever  in  conse- 
quence of  hard  travelling  in  the  sun.  On  these 
accounts,  he  refuses  sending  me  with  Smith,  but 
a  vessel  sails  from  Greenock  the  first  of  Sept. 
right  for  the  place  of  my  destination.  The  Cap- 
tain of  her  is  an  intimate  of  Mr.  Gavin  Hamil- 
ton's, and  as  good  a  fellow  as  heart  could  wish  : 
with  him  I  am  destined  to  go.  Where  I  shall 
shelter,  I  know  not,  but  I  hope  to  weather  the 
storm.  Perish  the  drop  of  blood  of  mine  that 
fears  them  !  I  know  their  worst,  and  am  pre- 
pared to  meet  it. — 

ril  laugh,  an*  sing,  an*  shake  my  leg. 

As  lang*s  I  dow. 

On  Thursday  morning,  if  yon  can  muster  as 
Buch  self-denial  as  to  be  out  of  bed  about  seven 
o'clock,  I  shall  see  you  as  I  ride  through  to 
Cumnock.  After  ail.  Heaven  bless  the  sex ! 
I  feel  there  is  still  happiness  fur  me  among 
them. — 

O  woman,  lovely  woman  !  Heaven  designed  jrou 
To  temper  man !  we  had  been  brutes  without 
you! 


No.  X. 


TO  MR.  DAVID  BRICE. 

DEAR  BBICE,  Mosigiel,  June  12,  178G. 

I  BECEivED  )'our  message  by  G.  Paterson, 
and  as  I  am  not  very  throng  at  present,  I  just 
write  to  let  you  know  that  there  is  such  a  worth - 
leas,  rhyming  reprobate,  as  your  humble  servant, 
still  in  the  land  of  the  living,  though  I  can 
icarocl/  M/i  IB  the  plact  of  hopt.    J  have  no] 


news  to  tell  you  that  will  gir«  mt  any  pkaturt 
to  mention  or  you  to  hear. 


And  now  for  a  grand  cure ;  the  ship  is  on  Imt 
way  home  that  is  to  take  me  out  to  Jamaica  i 
and  then,  farewell  dear  old  Scotland,  and  fare* 
well  dear  ungrateful  Jean,  fur  never,  never  will 
I  see  you  more. 

You  will  have  heard  that  I  am  going  to  cQm* 
mence  Poet  in  print ;  and  to-morrow  my  worki 
go  to  the  press.  I  expect  it  will  be  a  volume  of 
about  two  hundre<l  pages — it  is  just  the  last  fooum 
ish  action  I  intend  to  do ;  and  then  turn  a  wiso 
man  safast  oa  possible. 

Believe  me  to  be. 

Dear  Beics, 
Your  friend  and  wtU-wiihar« 


No.  XI. 


TO  MR.  AIKEN 

(the    OBKTLEMAN    to    whom   the    COTTSft*! 
iATUEDAT  NIGHT  IS  ADDEESSED.) 

sia,  Ayrshint  17B6. 

I  WAS  with  Wilson,  my  printer,  t*other  day, 
and  settled  all  our  by -gone  matters  between  us. 
After  1  hail  paid  him  all  demands,  I  made  him 
the  offer  of  the  second  edition,  on  the  haxard  of 
being  puid  out  of  Xhe  first  and  readiest,  which 
he  declines.  By  his  accoukt,  the  paper  of  s 
thousand  copies  would  cost  about  twenty-seven 
pounds,  and  the  printing  about  fifteen  orsix^ 
teen  :  he  offers  to  agree  to  this  for  the  printing 
if  I  will  advance  for  the  paper ;  but  this  yon 
know,  is  out  of  my  power ;  so  fiu^well  hopes 
of  a  si'cond  edition  till  I  grow  richer ! — an 
epocha  which,  I  think,  will  arrive  at  the  pay- 
ment of  the  British  national  debt 

There  is  scarcely  any  thing  hurts  me  so  much 
in  being  disappointed  of  my  second  edition,  at 
not  having  it  in  my  power  to  show  my  grati- 
tude to  Mr.  Ballantyne,  by  publishing  my  poem 
of  Tfte  Brigs  of  Ayr,  I  would  detest  myself 
as  a  wiet<-h,  if  I  thought  I  were  capable,  an  a 
very  long  life,  of  forgetting  the  honest,  warm, 
and  tender  delicacy  with  which  he  enters  into 
my  interests.  1  am  sometimes  pleased  with  my* 
self  in  my  grateful  sensations  ;  but  I  believe,  on 
the  whole,  I  have  very  little  merit  in  it,  as  my 
gratitude  is  not  a  virtue,  the  consequence  of  ro* 
flection,  but  t>hperly  the  instinctive  emotion  of  a 
heart  too  inattentive  to  allow  worldly  mMTtwm 
and  views  to  settle  into  selfish  habits. 

I  have  been  feeling  all  the  various  rotations 
and  movements  within,  respecting  the  etctssb 
There  are  many  things  plead  strongly  against  it ; 
the  uncertainty  of  geUing  soon  into  busioess,  tbt 
consequences  of  my  follies,  which  may  perhspt 
make  it  impracticable  for  me  to  stay  •(  twat  | 


Stmts'  wo&Ks. 


»  it  \ba  nun.  Ecm  in  tkt  \inar  of  « 
Mirtli,  iDf  finr  <*  <)»  nadona  of  nn  intoxi 
Mt  ctinia^  ob^  (k*  hud!  of  thf  tifculioc 
AU  Ihoe  rt— in  urge  mc  lo  go  ibnxd  ;  and  In 

fciK»i  af  K  falbar.     Thia,  in  tha  pnant  dukxI 
I  IB  IB,  anritaliBcai  tnry  Ehiof  that 
kU  ■■  iba  *edi  ifBuat  it. 


|nMT*ilrat|b;  ul  tlwt,  bnrmr  1  bIiU 
pmf  a  wann  haul  ud  iaaAwic  ■«■■>■ 
(whieli  laat.  bf  Iba  b]«,  WM  nllwr  Mi*  A>B 
'  could  «ell  boaat),  ftill,  mor*  thn  Aaat  pah 
Ira  qaalitit*,  Am  Wn  aomMhing  to  In  dmm. 
nta  lU  my  H'lionVUlowa  awl  roaihhl  fm- 
pnn  tlhw  mi'iguulad  &w  eieaplcd,  vbaJMI- 
I,  to  UK  a  Grnioa  pfcnc  tb*  liifrutiim  af 
K  huirwB  ri»),  Iran  Mrikiof  off  witk  «M 
D»  and  Htont  iuMnl  on  (now  om  or  aOv 
'       '  -         U(r,  I  «■  ••  ita^- 


T««  aaf  |>vlu[ii  think  it  ao  «tra*>|itit 
haef,  hat  it  It  ■  aaotinKBt  which  tti'ika  bant 
M  ar  Tirj  anal :  Ihoogh  loiptieil,  ja  ■oat 
piUta.  of  oar  cmnmt  briiaf,  ^  I  think,  T  h*r. 
•nrjr  tridanni  fcr  tha  mlitjr  of  a  lifc  bcjnki 
A»  Minlid  baiin  of  oar  praKot  niatcac* ; 
n,  Ihm  kaw  akniiM  I,  in  Iha  praaaBcc  of  that 
to«Mad«M  B<ll(,  tU  Aathtr  of  aiialcm,  bow 
Atald  I  BMt  dw  RpnaEbi*  «f  tbaaa  who  ataad 
la  at  ia  tha  dnr  i^iaa  e(  childnn,  whom  r 
4Mana4  is  tha  ^uUsf  JODBcaaty  of  batplcai  io- 
ftaij  ?  0,  thoB  great  aoknowa  Pawtf  \  thai 
JUiaiihtr  God  <  who  haat  tichi^  up  rtaMa  ia 
■r  knat.  •«■  Uaaaad  ma  with  immoRilily !  I 
kna  fnqaaBtlf  waadand  (roa  that  ordw  aad 
iBfaUrilr  atamuj  Jar  tha  pariaetios  tl  thy 
warki,  jtt  ihoB  kaat  aaMT  hft  na  BOi  bnakai 


San  1  wrote  the  lor^ni^  ahtat,  I  km 
naa  a*Mthi^  af  tha  atora  of  mitehief  thid- 
auacmr  mj bUf  Jamad baad.    SbooM  jou, 


faar  frndlji  cfliirti.     What  I  ha**  wrill 
the  pneadiog  paft*  ia  tha  aeitM  tnor  of  my 
piwnt   naolutioai   bat  ahoald  inimical  e' 
aamataaeaa  forbid  ta»  daaing  with  faar  ki 
.   aftr,  or.  aniajriag  it,  aolj  thmlaa  to  aDttil 


Ta  tdl  tha  truth,  I  havt  liiila  naaoa  In 
Ikia  laat  eoopUirt,  ••  iha  world,  in  gancnl 
baa  bcaa  hiod  la  mc,  luOf  up  to  mj  dnert' 
I  WB^  kt  Mtna  tin*  put.  tut  gatdag  into  th 
piaiag  diitrnUfiil  aotrl  of  th*  niaanthropa. 
aaw  mjiilf  alsu,  unfit  for  the  itruKgla  at  lit. 
akrinking  al  tray  riung  cloud  in  th*  chai 
dinetad  almoapbtn  of  JbHuH.  while,  all 
fcMolaaa.  1  looked  about  in  rain  tar  a  coi 
It  nanr  ocnrred  to  bk,  at  liut  nerar  with 
itm  it  daaimd,  that  thia  workl  ■  a  b_, 
^MWk  *•'  ■••  •  cnatan  imUmi  §ir  a  fco- 


,f  idle 


n  Ihe  I 


laca,"   ec  oaly  Mt  d 


You  an.  Sir.  Ihit  if  la  4mm  aM'a  m 

fn  a  pnbability  oF  mndimg  tkna,  I  Maa 
fair  chaiKc;  but,  leeoidiDf  to  ika  ifrci 
WcatEninter  dinnea,  tkongS  conrlctiaM  ■ 

pmde   ranienion.  it  ia  ntj  ta  ft«M  da 
impljioj  it.  • 


No-XIL 
TO  MRS.  DC.UOP,  OP  DONtOl*. 
ADAH.  '  AfT^irt,  inc. 

1  AU  truly  aeitr  I  wa»  ant  nt  bo«»  j  i  ili  i  iiy, 
ben  I  wii  w  much  koaoarad  with  jaor  ordar 
r  mf  copJH,  iDd  ineoBpaiablf  maca  b^  Ik* 
mdaouie  complimcMa  jron  an  pleiwd  ta  paf 
Biy  poetic  abilitia.     I  ui  fully  ponoaded  that 

re  to  Ihr  liijllitiwa  id  appUun*  at  tha  mob 
Parnaiaua ;  dot  ia  it  caiy  Is  CDDcaira  baw 
hearl  of  Ihe  poor  bard  dancaa  vilb  r^tan, 


whrol 


i>  be  polite 


•  chancier  in  lila  gi 


loDched  mjr  darling  beajl-chord  Baaa 
nmiljp  thin  by  notidi^  my  altenpt*  (a  eria* 
bnte  your  iUuitriain  aneaitor,  tha  Samamr  if 

"  Gre-it,  patriot  km  I  iU-nqoilcd  ckiat" 

The  fint  bonk  t  fflct  with  in  ny  caifr  faai^ 
vbirh  I  priuaed  nith  pimure,  waa  n*  Lifi 
>>/ Hannibal  .■  iht  nnt  waa  Tlu  BiHarj^ 
Sir  William  Wallaa  :  fir  atnrtl  of  my  w. 
^ifr  year*  1  had  firw  othar  authora  ;  and  many  a 
HitiUrv  hnur  hiTr  I  atotaout.  aftec  th*  laboai. 
aa,  r^aiioni  of  ihe  day,  la  abed  a  tear  orar 


CORRESPOMDfiNCE. 
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■Iraek  witli  tW  part  of  Wallace's  ttoiy  wliere 
IhcM  lian  occar—- 

**  Syne  to  the  Leglen  wood,  when  it  wu  lite, 
To  make  a  tilent  and  a  tafc  retreat.'* 

I  chose  a  fine  raminer  Sunday,  the  only  day 
my  line  of  life  allowed,  and  walked  half  a  doxrn 
of  miles  to  pay  my  respects  to  the  Leglen  wood, 
with  as  munh  devout  enthusiasm  as  ever  pil- 
grim did  to  Loretto ;  and,  as  I  explored  every 
den  and  dell  where  I  could  suppose  my  heroic 
countryman  to  have  lodged,  I  recollect  (for 
even  then  I  was  a  rhymer),  that  my  heart  glow- 
ed with  a  wish  to  he  able  to  make  a  soi^  on 
him  in  tome  measure  equal  to  his  merits. 


Ko.  XIII. 
TO  MRS.  STEWART,  OF  STAIR. 

HADAK,  1786. 

Thi  hvrry  of  my  preparations  for  going  a- 
braod  haa  hiodered  me  from  performing  my  pro- 
mise so  soon  as  I  intended.  I  have  here  sent  you 
a  parcel  of  sungs,  tec.  which  never  made  their 
appearance,  except  to  a  friend  or  two  at  most. 
Perhaps  some  of  them  may  he  no  great  enter- 
tainment to  you  :  but  of  that  I  am  far  from  be- 
ing an  adequate  judge.  The  song  to  the  tune 
of  JEttrick  Banks,  you  will  easily  see  the  impro- 

friety  of  exposing  much  even  in  manuscript, 
think,  myself,  it  has  some  merit,  both  as  a  to- 
lerable description  of  one  of  Ndturc*s  sweetest 
scenes,  a  July  evening,  and  one  of  the  finest 
pieces  of  Nature's  workmanship,  the  finest  in- 
deed we  know  any  thing  of,  an  amiable,  beauti- 
ful young  woman  ;•  hut  I  have  no  common 
friend  to  procure  me  that  perniiHsion,  without 
which  I  would  not  dare  to  »pread  the  copy. 

I  am  quite  aware.  Madam,  what  ta»k  the 
world  would  anign  me  in  this  letter.  The  ob- 
scure bard,  when  any  of  the  great  condescend 
to  take  notice  of  him,  should  heap  the  altar  with 
the  incerise  of  flattery.  Their  high  ancestry, 
their  own  great  and  g^Iike  qualities  and  actions, 
should  be  recounted  with  the  mo»t  exaggerated 
description.  Tliis,  Madam,  is  a  task  for  which 
I  am  altogether  unfit.  Besides  a  certain  dis- 
qualifying pride  of  heart,  I  know  nothing  of 
your  connections  in  life,  and  have  no  accen  to 
where  your  real  character  is  to  be  found— the 
company  of  your  compeers  :  and  more,  I  am  a- 
fr^id  that  even  the  most  refined  adulation  ia  by 
BO  means  the  road  to  your  good  opinion. 

One  feature  of  your  character  I  shall  ever 
with  grateful  pleasure  remember — the  reception 
I  got,  when  I  had  the  honour  of  waiting  on  yon 
at  Stair.  I  am  little  acquainted  with  politeness  ; 
but  I  know  a  go*d  deal  of  benevoLnce  of  tem* 
per  and  goodness  of  heart.  Surely,  did  those  in 
exalted  sutions  know  how  happy  they  could 
nako  aoma  classes  of  their  inferiors  by  conde- 


p*- 


scansion  and  affiibility,  ihfy  would  nerer  ataad 
»  high,  measuring  ont  with  every  look  tkt 
height  of  their  elevation,  but  conidflKeBd  is 
sweetly  u  did  filra.  Stewart  of  Stair.* 


No.  XIV. 
DR.  BLACKLOCK 

TO 

THE  REVEREND  MR.  G.  LOWRIS. 

KEVraiKD  AMD  DIAB  SIE, 

I  OUGHT  to  have  acknowledged  yoar 
long  ago,  not  only  aa  a  testimony  of  yonr  kiai 
remembrance,  but  as  it  gave  me  an  opportunity  ti 
sharing  one  of  the  finest,  and,  perhaps,  one  of  tht 
most  genuine  entertainments,  of  which  the  hnmaa 
mind  is  susceptible.  A  number  of  avocations  r«« 
tarded  my  progress  in  reading  the  poems ;  at  tail* 
however,  I  have  finished  that  pleasing  pemaal* 
Many  instances  have  I  seen  of  Nature's  force  and 
beneficence  exerted  under  numcroua  and  formki* 
able  disadvantages ;  but  none  equal  to  that  with 
which  you  have  been  kind  enough  to  present  nM. 
There  is  a  pathos  and  delicacy  in  hn  serioim 
poems,  a  vein  <^  wit  and  humour  in  those  of  a 
more  festive  turn,  which  cannot  be  too  mneh 
admired,  nor  too  warmly  approved  ;  and  I  think 
I  shall  never  open  the  book  without  feeling  mf 
astonibhment  renewed  and  increased.  It  waa  mf 
wish  to  have  expressed  my  approbation  in  verse; 
but  whether  from  declining  life,  or  a  temporary 
depression  of  spirits,  it  is  at  present  out  uf  my 
power  to  accomplish  that  agreeable  intention. 

Mr.  Stewart,  Professor  of  Morals  in  this  Um* 
veniity,  had  formerly  read  me  three  of  the  poeoiay 
and  I  had  desired  him  to  get  my  name  insertad 
among  the  subscribers;  but  whether  this  wai 
done,  or  not,  I  never  could  learn.  I  have  littlo 
intercourse  with  Dr.  Blair,  but  will  take  can 
to  have  the  poems  communicated  to  him  by  tbo 
intervention  of  some  mutual  friend.  It  has  bets 
told  me  by  a  gentleman,  to  whom  I  showed  tht 
performances,  and  who  sought  a  copy  with  dili- 
gence and  ardour,  that  the  whole  impresaion  ia 
already  exhausted.  It  were,  therefore,  much  to 
be  wished,  for  the  sake  of  the  young  asan,  thai 
a  second  edition,  more  numerous  than  the  fonnaf^ 
could  immediately  be  printed ;  as  it  appears  ctr> 
tain  that  its  intrinsic  merit,  and  the  axcrtion  o£ 
the  author's  friends,  might  give  it  a  more  uni* 
versal  circulation  than  any  thing  of  the  kiad 
which  has  been  published  within  my  memory.^ 


•  The  song  enclosed  Is  that  given  in  the  lift  of  ( 
Poet:  beginning, 

'Twai  e'en— the  dewy  fields  were  green,  dM 

\  T'.ie  reader  will  pcroeivs  that  this  is  the 

which  produced  the  determination  of  our  Bard  to  ^vt 
up  his  sdieme  of  going  to  the  West  IndiM,  and  to  try 
the  fete  of  a  new  edition  of  hb  poems  In  Bdlnbufift. 
A  eony  of  this  letter  was  ssnt  by  Mr.  Lowrle  to  llf.7k 
Hsmiltoo,  and  by  him  oom 
wtaoit  papan  U  was  fewMk 
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BURNS*  WOItKS. 


No.  XV. 

FROM  SIR  JOHN  WHITEFORD. 

im,  Edinhurphy  Ith  December,  1786. 

I  RICEIVKD  your  letter  a  few  day*  ago.  I  do 
not  pretend  to  much  intercMt,  but  whit  1  have 
I  shall  he  ready  to  exert  in  procurini;  the  attain- 
ment of  any  <ihjeet  ycm  hive  in  view.  Your 
churacter  ud  a  matt  (forgive  nty  reversin)^  your 
order),  as  well  as  a  poet,  entitle  you,  I  think,  to 
the  assistance  of  every  inhabitant  of  Ayrshire. 
I  have  been  told  you  wished  to  be  made  a  gau- 
ffer ;  I  submit  it  to  your  consideration,  whether 
It  would  not  be  more  desirable,  if  a  sum  could 
be  raised  by  subscription,  for  a  second  edition  of 
your  poems,  to  lay  it  out  in  the  stocking  of  a 
imall  farm.  I  am  perHuadeil  it  would  be  a  line 
of  life,  much  more  agrei>able  to  ycair  feelings,  and 
in  the  end  more  satisfactory.  When  you  have 
considered  this,  let  me  know,  and  whatever  you 
determine  upon,  I  will  endeavour  to  promote  as 
hr  as  my  abilities  will  pern^it.  With  compli 
BKots  to  my  friead  the  doctor,  I  am. 

Your  friend  and  well-wisher, 
JOHN  WHITEFORD. 

P.  S.—- 1  shall  take  it  as  a  favour  when  you 
4t  §nj  time  tend  me  a  new  production. 


No.  XVI. 


FROM  THE  REV.  MR.  G.  LOWRIE. 

DXAR  SIR,  22d  December,  1766. 

I  LAST  week  received  a  letter  from  Dr.  Black- 
lock,  in  which  he  expresses  a  desire  of  seeing 
you.  I  write  this  to  }ou,  that  you  may  lose  no 
time  in  waiting  upon  him,  should  you  not  yet 
have  seen  him. 


I  rejoice  to  hear,  from  alt  corners,  of  your 
rising;  fame,  and  I  \\'ly\i  and  expect  it  may  tower 
•till  higher  by  the  new  public ition.  But,  as  a 
friend,  I  warn  you  to  prepare  to  meet  with  your 
•hare  of  detraction  and  envy — a  train  that  al- 
ways accompany  great  men.  For  your  comfort, 
I  am  in  great  hopes  that  the  number  of  your 
friends  and  admirers  will  increase,  and  that  you 
have  some  chance  of  nunisteiia!,  or  even  •  •  •  • 
patronage.  Now,  my  fiic'r;d,  such  rapid  success 
IS  very  uncommon  :  and  do  you  think  yourself 
in  no  danger  of  Bulfi.Min;r  by  applause  and  a  full 
purse  ?  Remember  Solomon's  advice,  which  he 
•poke  from  experience,  '*  stronger  is  he  that  con- 
quers,** &c.  Keep  fast  hold  of  your  rural  sim- 
plicity and  purity,  like  Telemachus  by  Mentor's 
•id,  in  Calypso**  isle,  or  even  in  that  of  Cyprus. 
I  hope  you  have  also  Minerva  with  you,  I 
ated  not  tell  you  how  much  a  modest  diffidence 
isd  ianacible  temperaoce  adorn  the  moH  ihia- 


ing  talents,  and  elevate  the  miodf  aad  tnll  uad 
refine  the  miagioat*on  even  of  a  poet. 

I  hope  you  will  not  imafine  I  speak  from 
suspicion  or  evil  report.  I  aasure  you  I  •peak 
from  love  and  good  report,  and  good  opinioo» 
and  a  strong  desire  to  eee  yoa  ahine  as  moch  ia 
the  sunshine  aa  you  have  done  in  the  ahade,  and 
in  the  practice  as  yoa  do  in  the  theory  of  virto*. 
This  is  my  prayer,  in  return  for  your  elegant 
composition  in  verse.  All  here  join  an  eonplU 
nients,  and  good  wiahea  for  your  further  prM- 
perity. 


No.  XVIL 


TO  GAVIN  HAMILTON, 


MAUCHLIVI. 

EditJntrghj  Dte,  %  1780. 
HOKOOEBO  tia, 

I  HAVB  paid  every  attention  to  your 
mands,  but  can  only  say  what  perhaps  yon  wiB 
have  heard  before  this  rearh  you,  that  Moir- 
kirklands  were  bought  by  a  John  Gordon,  W.  8. 
but  for  whom  I  know  not ;  ManchUnds,  Haogk 
Miln,  &c  by  a  Frederick  Fotheringkam,  soi^ 
posed  to  be  for  Ballochmyle  Laird,  and  Adam- 
hill  and  Shawood  were  bought  for  Oswakl*s 
folks — This  is  so  imperfect  an  account,  and  will 
be  BO  late  ere  it  reach  you,  that  were  it  not  to 
discharge  my  conscience  I  would  not  trooUe 
you  with  it ;  but  after  all  my  diligence  I  eonU 
make  it  no  sooner  nor  better. 

For  my  own  afl^rs,  I  am  in  a  fait  mj  of  be» 
coming  as  eminent  as  Thomas  a  Kempis  or  John 
Bunyan  ;  and  you  may  expect  henoefortk  to  see 
my  birth-day  inserted  amoi^  the  wonderful 
events,  in  the  poor  Robin*s  and  Aberdeen  Al- 
manacks, along  with  the  Block  Monday,  and  tko 
battle  of  Both  well  Bridge. — ^My  lord  GlencairB 
and  the  Dean  of  Faculty,  Mr.  H.  Erskine,  lunm 
taken  me  under  their  wing ;  and  by  all  probti 
bility  I  shall  soon  be  the  tenth  worthy,  and  tbt 
eighth  wise  man  of  the  world.  Tkrough  my 
lord*s  influence  it  is  inserted  in  the  records  «f 
the  Caledonian  hunt,  that  they  universally,  oat 
and  all,  subscribe  for  the  second  edition.---My 
subscription  bills  come  out  to-morrow,  and  yoa 
shall  have  some  of  them  next  post. — I  have  met 
in  Mr.  Dalrymple,  of  Orangefield,  what  Solonum 
emphatically  calls,  **  A  friend  that  stickoth 
closer  than  a  brother.** — The  warmth  witk 
which  he  interests  himself  in  my  a£Eurs  ii  of  thn 
same  enthusiastic  kind  which  you,  Mr.  Aikn^ 
and  the  few  patrons  that  took  notice  of  my  car* 
lier  poetic  days,  shewed  for  the  poor  nnladrv 
devil  of  a  poet. 

I  always  remember  Bfra.  HimiltoB  And  Xfiii 
Keonedy  in  my  poetic  pray«%  bttt  fOii  Ink  te 
prose  and  verw* 


COBBSSPOMDEKCB. 


tS7 


Miy  Mold  a*  cr  catch  71m  bat  *  «  htcp, 
K«  luimtr  b«t  la  ^kitf*»  lap ! 


N0.XVIIL 
TO  DR.  MCKENZIE,  Haucblini. 

(sKCLOtlirO  RIM  THB  BXTBMrORB  VBBSBB  OH 
OlMIMO  WITH  LOU>  OABIU) 

9BAE  SIR,  Wednesday  Morning. 

I  MBTBE  spent  to  tfternooo  among  great 
UWtM  with  half  that  pleasure  as  when,  in  com- 
pany with  you,  I  had  the  honour  of  paying  my 
devoirs  to  that  plain,  honest,  worthy  man,  the 
profenor.f  I  would  be  delighted  to  see  him 
perform  acts  of  kinilae^  and  friendship,  though 
I  were  not  the  object ;  he  does  it  with  such  a 
grace.  I  think  his  character,  divided  into  ten 
parts,  stands  thus — four  parts  Socrates — four 
parts  Nathaniel— and  two  parta  Shakespeore^s 
Brutus. 

The  foregoing  verses  were  really  extempore, 
but  a  little  oonected  since.  They  may  enter- 
tain you  a  little  with  the  help  of  that  partiality 
with  which  you  are  so  good  as  favour  the  per- 
formances of 

Dear  Sir, 

Yoiur  Ttry  hunibla  Senraat 


No.  XIX. 

TO  JOHN  BALLANTINE,  Em^  Bavkie, 

Atb, 

Edinburgh,  ISih  Dee.  J 786. 

StT  BONOUAEO  FAIBKD, 

I  WOULD  not  write  you  till  I  could  have  it 
IB  my  power  to  giva  you  aoma  account  of  my> 
•elf  and  my  matters,  which  by  the  bye  is  often 
BO  easy  task. — I  arrived  here  on  Tuesday  was 
ae' anight,  and  have  suffered  ever  since  I  came 
to  town  with  a  mu>erable  head-ache  and 
atomach  complaint,  but  am  now  a  good  deal 
better. — I  have  found  a  worthy  warm  friend  in 
Mr.  Dalrymple,  of  Orangefield,  who  introduced 
BM  to  Lord  Gleacairn,  a  man  whose  worth  and 
brotherly  kindness  to  me,  I  shall  remember 
when  time  shall  be  no  more. — By  his  interest  it 
is  passed  ia  the  Caledonian  hunt,  and  entered 
IB  their  books,  that  they  art  to  take  each  a 
copy  of  the  second  edition,  for  which  they  are 
to  pay  one  guinea.-^  have  been  introduced  to 
B  good  many  of  the  Nobleeee,  but  my  avowed 
patroaa  and  patronesses  ara^   tha  DuchsM  of 


OordoD— ThetVmnten  of  Gleacairn,  with  oqr 
Lord,  a&d  Lady  Betty*.~The  Dean  of  Facal^ 

— Sir  John  Whitalbord t  hava  likewita  warfli 

friends  among  the  literati ;  Profenors  StewaHi 
Blair,  and  Mr.  AMCenzie— the  Man  of  Feeliif. 
— An  unknown  hand  left  ten  guineaa  for  tM 
Ayrshire  bard  with  Mr.  Sibbald,  which  I  got 
—I  since  have  discovered  my  generous  unkaowa 
friend  to  be  Patrick  Miller,  ^.  brother  to  the 
Justice  Clerk ;  and  drank  a  glass  of  claret  with 
him  by  invitation  at  his  own  hottt«  yesternighL 
I  am  nearly  agreed  with  Creech  to  print  mf 
book,  and  I  suppose  I  will  begin  on  Monday.  I 
will  send  a  subscription  bill  or  two,  next  poal  | 
when  I  intend  writing  my  first  kind  patioa« 
Mr.  Aiken.  I  saw  lus  son  to-day  and  he  ia 
very  well. 

Dugald  Stewart,  and  some  of  my  letrnod 
friends,  put  me  in  the  periodical  paper  called 
the  Lounger,!  a  copy  of  which  I  here'  aneloai 
you — I  was.  Sir,  when  1  was  firit  honoured  with 
your  notice,  too  obscure  ;  now  I  tremble  lest  I 
should  be  ruined  by  being  dragged  too  suddenlf 
into  the  glare  of  polite  and  learned  observation. 

I  shall  certainly,  my  ever  honoured  patroOf 
write  you  an  account  of  my  every  step ;  aad* 
better  health  and  more  apirita  Biay  enable  me  ti 
make  it  something  better  than  thia  atupid  BMt« 
ter  of  £kct  epistle. 

I  have  the  honour  to  be. 
Good  Sir, 
Your  eter  grateful  humble  SarrAiit 

If  any  of  my  firienda  UTrita  mi«  Ay  diraetioa 
is,  care  of  lis,  Creech,  bookseller. 


•  - BiJIjftaiaaaily  Bsai  fat  ^  irtlhorti- i  * 

TFmCmKiM 


No.  XX.  f 

TO  Mit.  WILLIAAI  CH^OMEIlfl; 

Wbitbbi  Atb. 

JSdinhwgh,  Dec,  S7,  l78tf. 

MT  I>tAB  rBIEND, 

I  coNrtss  I  have  sinned  the  sin  for  which 
there  is  hardly  any  forgiveness  ingratitude  ti 
friendship — in  not  writing  you  aoooer  ;  but  of 
all  men  living,  I  had  intended  to  send  you  aa 
entertaining  letter;  and  by  all  the  ploddiaf. 
stupid  powers,  that  in  nodding,  conceited  ma* 
jesty,  preside  over  the  dull  routine  of  buaineai  ■ 
A  heavily-solemn  oath  this ! — I  am,  and  havt 
been,  ever  since  I  came  to  Edinburgh^  as  uaAt 
to  write  a  letter  of  humour,  as  to  Write  a  com* 
mentery  on  the  Revelation  of  St.  John  tha  Di* 
vine,  who  was  banished  to  the  Isla  of  Patmoi^ 
by  the  cruel  and  bloody  Domitiaa,  son  to  Vaa» 
pasian  and  brother  to  Titus,  both  emperors  of 
Rome,  and  who  waa  himaalf  aa  emperor,  aad 

•  Lady  Betty  Cunnhigham. 
t  The  paper  here  alluded  to,  wh  wrmaa  blMfc 
M'Rensie,  the  ealebratod  aathoror  tha  Mm  af  Villi 


SDKMS'  WOEUO. 


niMd  tlu  •Konil  or  third  pcmnitioB,  I  C«g(t 
wticb,  igiiott  tbe  CfariKiuu,  tad  iSta  Ihrov- 
iof  the  ijud  Aportk  Jolm,  brathir  to  tha  Apowit 
JuDH,  comniofily  ciUcd  JuBca  Ibe  greUcr,  to 
diitjiiguuli  bim  from  uother  Jimo,  vba  wta, 

«l  Jinm  the  Ivn,  ifur  tfarowing  him  into  ■ 
caldron  of  b^mg  oil,  from  which  ha  vu  mi- 
nculouHly  prc^rved,  he  buiithed  the  poor  ho 
I  of  ZrliFiirc,  tn  &  dtwrl  iiUsd  in  the  Archipc- 
Ugu,  ivhciF  h<^  wu  giftrd  with  iIie  tccond  light, 

(taocc  not  very  uncommoa  io  •tory-tclliog, 
bring!  me  lurk  to  when  I  kI  ouC 

To  make  you  Hme  uncad<  lot  wUt,  befini 
jom  mch  thii  pirjignpb,  you  will  lute  lufler* 
•1 ;  I  eodoH  you  two  pncmi  I  haTc  ewded  ukt 
^B  liMt  I  pin  Gicobuek. 

Ona  blink  ia  the  addrra  to  Edinburgk — 

*■  Fur  B ,"  ia  hairanly  Hiii  BunwE.  duigh. 

tn  Ut  Lord  Monboddo,  AG  whoaa  home  I  bar* 
bid  the  bonaar  to  be  mora  thu  ouet. 

Then  hu  Dol  bean  aoy  thing  nculyliko  bar, 
ja  an  the  combiutiou  of  baauty,  grace,  and 
nodoeM,  Ibe  Gnat  Craator  hai  fanned,  nuce 
IGltoo'a  Eve  00  Ibe  fint  day  oF  har  axiatance. 

"     ''      ■---  ~  ra  of  Andrew  Bruce,  mer- 


r*tit  Is  a  IdtaoB-kiage  jaalani|kt,  trb«ra 
uat  Vonhipfnl-Cniid  Maa«ir  OuHmh 
and  all  the  Grud-Lodgc  of  Scotland  luiled.— 
The  DHetlBg  waa  atUDanna  and  elacant ;  all  tha 
dilti«at  Lodpfea  about  town  woe  praant,  in  all 
[hair  pomp.  The  Grand  Maatar,  who  pniidad 
with  graat  aolcmnily  and  bonour  la  himHlT  la  a 
'  man  and  Maion,  amonK  other  gancral 
gan  "  Coladonia,  and  CaMonia'a  Bai^ 

Brother  B ."  which  rang  through  tha  whole 

ibly  with  multipiifd  hoaonra  and  repealed 

would  bappeo,  1  waadownrigbt  thunder-itnck. 


LETTERS,  1787. 

No.  XXL 

TO  JOHN  BALLANTINE,  E«i, 

EdiHburgk,  Jan.  It,  1T87. 


alili  thia  fi 
mytonoci. 
me  lam  I 


It  yalao 


nihaca 


',  telli 


ithing  undone  that  I  ought 
Q  no,  11  laaieii  me  aierpally  till  I  do  it, 

I  am  atill  •'  dark  u  wai  chant"  in  ropecl  to 
fiituiity.  My  geDcroui  friend,  Mr.  Patrick  Ilil- 
ler,  hu  been  ulking  with  ma  about  a  leue  of 
noma  farm  or  other  in  id  estate  called  Dabwin. 
ton,  which  he  baa  lately  bought  near  Dumfriet. 
Soma  life-rented  embittniog  recollectiona  whia- 
|)et  me  IbiE  I  will  he  happier  any  where  than 
in  my  old  neighbourhood,  but  Mr.  Milter  it  do 
judge  of  Itpd  ;  end  though  1  dare  aay  he  mcaoa 
to  bvnur  DK.  yet  he  may  give  me,  in  hi*  opi- 
nion, an  advaniageoui  bargain,  that  may  ruin 
ne.  I  am  to  take  a  lonr  hf  Dunifriea  at  I  re- 
tarn,  and  hare  promitcd  In  meet  Mr.  Miller  on 


of  the  grand 
bear,  with  a 
well  indeed  I" 

which 

aaid,  ao  loud  that  I  eooM 
mbrting  aceeni,  '■  Veiy 
aetmeaometbiiVtoricbtt 

•gam. 

•  TU>  la  <M  (f  ■  neat  numtei  of  oU  aeita  that 
mmm,  when  a  lad,  had  |Mu4  up  ban  hit  ddUik, 


Na.XXIL 

TO  THE  EARL  OF  EQLINTON. 


Jim.  1797. 

!nder  pretemiena  U  phik— 
phy,  1  cannot  rite  u  Ibe  exalted  idMacrfao* 
liien  or  the  workl ;  but  have  all  iboaa  ■arioaal 
pnjudirfa  which,  I  believe,  gkiv 
tttoog  in  Ibe  breatt  of  a  Scotchman, 
acareely  any  thing  to  which  I  am  a 
alive,  ai  the  bonour  and  welfare  of  n 
and,  u  a  poet,  I  have  no  h  _ 
nogiuK  her  east  and  daugblen.  Fate  htd  eaM 
my  atation  in  the  veneM  thadei  of  lifi! ;  bat  >•- 
Ter  did  a  heart  pane  more  ardently  tbaa  vioi^ 
lobe  diaiinguitbed ;  thniii;h.  (ill  very  lately.  I 
looked  in  viin  on  every  aide  for  a  riy  ef  lifbt. 
It  11  eiiy,  then,  to  guemt  how  muel)  I  waa  gi^ 
tiied  with  the  couDlensnce  ud  approbatiaa  tt 
one  of  my  eonnlry't  mnat  iltuitriuua  eon*,  whaa 
Hr.  Wanehope  called  00  me  yetteiday,  oa  d* 
part  of  your  lordthip.  Your  mnnieeeaoe,  my 
lord,  certainly  dnervei  my  very  gnMbl  ao- 
kaowledgmenli ;  but  yonr  patronage  ia  ■  bom- 
ty  peculiarly  suited  to  my  feflinga.  I  IB  aot 
maaler  eson*h  of  the  etiquette  of  life  ta  knaw 
whether  there  he  not  aome  impRfeiety  w 
tnnbling  yanr  lordthip  irith  mytbanka;  hat 
ny  heart  nbiapaied  me  to  do  it.  Fnai  tha 
MiMiaDa  of  ray  inmott  nul  I  do  it  Sottak  i*  - 
gratilada,  I  hope,  I  am  incapablt  tli  tad  mm- 
cenary  Hrvili^,  I  tniat,  1  ahall  tnr  !■•*  |> 


CORRBSPONDBNCE. 


Ho.  xzm. 

TO  MRS.  DCKLOP. 

j>...M,  Sdimlarfk,  iilk  Jan.  17S7. 

Youu  of  ttK  BtK  eiirmt,  vhieb  I  un  ihii 
RivnwBl  boDODnd  vitli,  ii  ft  deep  RproKch  u 
IM  fur  ungnUful  neglccL  I  will  teil  yeu  ih( 
njl  truth,  fbr  I  ua  miHribly  ■nkwuii  it  ■ 
lib:  I  vrnhrd  la  ban  writKo  to  Dr.  Moon 
bcfuR  I  wtDte  to  yini ;  bat  thoot'lii  tvwy  ilai 
pinre  I  rKrivnl  your      "  "^ 


7  tbnmhlm  yd  I 


anllv 


To  writ,  biin 

a  ineTi 

nutter-o 

t.bct  ll 

rdrr,  wouM  be  < 

hiv* 

ud  to 

rfTH.  F?™. 

nr.Vnr 

ir<uHr 

««T 

It  the  t 


.URht.       I.h 


.  H»  kind 
ntioD  JD  my  behiir  I  bin  ilmdy  raptrienced. 
u  ■  gntlenuD  iraited  on  me  Ibe  other  dly,  on 
the  part  of  Lord  Eglioton,  with  tea  gnioeai  by 
way  of  nbKripuoD  fat  two  eopiB  of  my  nul 

Th«  word  yon  abject  to  in  tbe  no-tion  I 
htr«  nude  of  my  gloHoiu  cooDtrymaii  tad  yi 


proper  epi 


i  Sna 
Irike  me  (1  ta  im 
epithet.     I  diitrnittd  ■Dy  own  juilDiiipnt 
r  Hading  f^ult  with  it,  and  ipplieil  fur 
tnv  wpjDina  of  •nme  of  the  literati  brre, 
boBoar  in«  with  their  critical  •tririum, 
tbey  all  illew  it  to  be  proper.     The  logg 
■ik  I  noBol  recollect,  end  1  hare  DM  a  copy  of 
it.     I  hare  not  compoaed  any  thing  m  th»  grr 
Wallace,  except  what  you  ban  aetn  in  ptic 
and  lb*  encioatd,  which  I  will  print  ia  thi  •  ed 
tioo.*     Yoo  will  aee  I  hire  mcDtioBed  aon 
slhen  of  the  name.     When  I  eompoHd   n 
FiiiDH,  long  a^  I  had  attempted  a  deacriptii 
of  Kylt,  ofwhicb  the  additionul  itauu  dif 
part,  (I  it  originally  ilnd.     My  heart  f\av 
with  a  wiih  to  be  able  id  do  juiiiee  to  thr  m 
rita  of  the  Sacioar  ef  Ai'i   Cmaitrg,  »l,iL 


irlite 


I  ihall 


(mpt. 


r«  iJrud  I  ibali  grow  iBtolieatni  njib 
>eHly  aa  a  poet.  Alai!  Bladtm.  I 
know  nyKlf  (ud  the  worU  too  well.  1  iIl>  not 
nean  any  ain  of  aficled  ntodtaty;  I  am  wil- 
ling to  beUen  that  my  abiliiiM  deaerved  ujme 
RMice ;  but  in  ■  moat  enlightened,  inlbrincd 
age  and  Mlion,  irhen  poetiy  ia  and  bu  bmi 
the  itudy  of  men  of  the  fint  natural  griiiiit. 
aided  with  all  the  pawn*  of  politi  larning, 
polite  hooka,  and  poUt*  cooinay— to  ha  dri^- 
ftd  ftrth  to  the  fiill  glare  of  leanied  and  poliii! 
obatrritioii,  with  all  my  impvAMiou  of  iwk- 


■^  MMy  Wnf  «r  palMi  Ck^^alRxUif  wi  lU 


wirJ  raitieityaaderadeupoliBLcdidtMaiK 
hud—I  aann  yoo,  UadaB,  I  do  Dot  Jiinmbl 
wbn  I  tell  yoB  1  tmnbla  far  tbi  ee—q«TW 

The  norelty  rf  n  poet  in  -       ' !..--!_ 


jfalic  DOtin,  which  1 
\itst  I  am  abaolutaly,  fcelingty  certain  ^ 
liliiiee  aie  inadequate  to  luppoit  no  ;  lad  ton 
rely  do  I  lee  that  tiow  when  tho  aunt  ii» 
ill  Icax  ne,  and  rtcole,  pcth^a,  m  far  kctar 
\t  Biark  of  truth. 


■rriptioa  it  t  Irifta.     Hal  >  paltty  n 

bill  uy  eharma  u  tb«  hovt  of  ■  bud,  coiapMi 

«1  with  the  pttnoagt  of  "*""  ' '""    *  "^" 

.mmsrtalWalUci? 


Va  XXIT. 
TO  DR.  MOORE. 
■»,  1«7. 

KIti,  Ddiilot  haa  been  an  kind  M  to  tnt  tM 
itract*  sf  Icttert  aba  haa  hwl  froi  yoiw  wha« 
Du  do  tht  ruatte  bud  the  hoaoor  of  aolidac 
im  ud  hie  work*.  Tboaa  who  ban  Ut  tha 
iiiitiaa  and  aoUcitodca  of  autbofahip,  caa  aalr 
nuir  what  pleawre  it  gim  to  ha  aoiHad  in  laA 
maaaar  by  jodgca  of  the  firtt  charKtB-.  Toar 
ma,  Sir,  1  re    ■ 


The  hope  to  b*  adaiind  lor  aget  ^  !■  b*  &r 
be  gmier  part  of  ihoM  wren  who  an  aatban 
if  repute,  an  uoaobnantial  dnam.  Far  my  par^ 
ny  fiiat  ambition  waa,  and  (till  my  atn»Ht 


i<^:y  acquuDttd  with  tba  clanM  of  maahiad 
i>a;  whom  I  hara  chiefly  minglad,  I  iBay  bna 
n.  men  and  maatiK*  in  a  difle 

ibought.     Still  I  know  ttrya  _, 

my  chanetir  haa  by  &r  Ih*  gfWMat  ikan  ia 
the  Icsroed  and  pulita  utica  I  ban  laldy  bWt 
and  ki  a  Unguc*  where  Vvgt  ul  OnaUB 
have  mini  tb«  laugh,  and  fTbwmui  aad  Onr 
'  -  Tu  the  teu^wbere  Thoona  and  Bwtiia 
'  painted  tht  Uadaeqia,  ud  Lytibta>  lai 
:m  detnibed  the  heai^  I  wa  aatvailttt 
aougii  w  by  (it  riinjii(nlilwd  yartt  fcwi 


Ih 


1  I  h> 


BURNS'  WORKS. 
Ko.  xxr. 
FROM  DR.  UOORE. 

atffard  Siral,  Jan.  S3,  17S7. 
lilt  H«iv«l  j-our  k.lt.r.  by  whl.-li  ; 

conipliin  of  n.y  frion-l   S 


:r  oF  th«  Tilt. 

ii'il  took  he  gati  I 


Un.  Dunlop 

Cmn  mgr  le(» 

tM  anieaty 

fafiv.  her, 

nod  inltatlon,  u  yon  will  torgi 

At  the  rrMdom  I  uk 


llii: 


llie  author*.  J,» 
.0  Iht  niher  Ri-D.) 

^U<  101,1. 

:  <>r  th«ir 


pMilion  IroDi  hi*  nailn,  with  . 

f  lulitin  of  I  poet,  h«  bu  not  the  ir 

p«r  ucribed  to  thit  net  er  men  by 

(Mm  Bumber.  whom  you  have  the  hajipineia  io 

rido.  Iwletd  Iht  poetiml  Imiulici,  hotvevir 
MitiBid  (Dd  brillUDt.  ui<i  U«i>hly  «otlereiJ^ 
■n  Dol  all  I  (dmiie  in  jrour  irorkt ;  the  IsK  ol 
four  utive  country,  that  fwling  temihility  to 
all  the  ol^ecli  of  huminiiy,  and  the  in'leneiiiJeDl 
ipirit  whith  breiihd  through  the  whole,  give 
ni«  •  mod  fjvounWe  impremoii  of  llio  poet, 
ind  have  made  iiic  uflcn  ifrtcE  iliat  I  did  not 
nt  tbe  poemi,  the  certuin  ctiect  of  ivhich  u'oulil 


No,  XXVL 

TO  DR.  IIOORE. 
EdiKhmjK  \blh  Fth.  17S7. 


iivledse  I 


ling  nrglei't  in  Atlty-.Of,  H> 


any  ytan 


author 


re  beta 


■X  v»ry  ainctrely  at  Ihc 
j«q  recnvt  it  EdiDl'iirgh,  and  I  think   jou  i>e- 
ciliirty  furtiinite  in  the  patTon.ige  of  Dr.  Bijir, 
who,  I  am  infurmed.  iDk-resn  hmi«lf  very  much   >' 
lor  tau.     1  beg  to  be  temembcreLl  In  him  :  no-  " 
body  can  have  ■  wanner  rc;.itd  fjr  thU  gtnttc-   , 
' nl  uf  (he   = 


try  esd. 
ithl  ago,  I  knew  no  other  em- 
r.il1nvving  the  plough,  nir  could 
ufvsi  any  tnmg  higher  than  a  diiitant  acquinU 
■nn  with  >  cnunlry  cleigyman.  Mere  great* 
nea  nercr  embairojac)  nw  :  1  hare  aothinf  la 
g>Jc  from  the  gicjtt,  tud  1  >1o  not  bar  dtrir 
juditmi'ni ;  but  [^Fniui,  pollahrd  by  leatniaf, 
and  ut  in  pinper  point  ufvkraiiim  in  tb(  «n  sf 
■he  woiM,  Ihii  of  blc  I  nequratly  nuM  with, 
and  ttrnililo  al  ibi  approach.     I  ororn  the  aifi»> 


That 


>t  I  do  n 


eny  i  but  I 


■mn  tlian  I  have,  tvhich,  indepi 

the  memory  al 
George  B 

Befbre  I  re< 
IB  ■  letter  to  . 
liura,  a  youni 
M  nading  y< 
na*  not  diaple 

I  have  been 

qiiintaoce  ar 
Odly  to  add,   I 


end,  tbe  UU 
r,  I  acnt  enc 


trying  id  ad<l  (u  th 
already  »mong  thei 
:  cordial  good  wiahet, 
Yoiu  obedieol  bumh 


ate,  with  fieiiuini  «      ^    „ 

novclly  of  my  rhiravlcr,  nod  the  honeit  uitujDii 

prejudice  of  my  countryoien;  lu*e  Wnne  me  ta 

a  liL'iKhl  altogether  nnteiMlile  to  my  abitilic*. 

Fur  the  honour  Mhd  W.  haa  done  nM,  plna^ 

my  name,  my  mott  gratdul 

ire  than  onre  thuught  of  paj* 


«t-i-r.il  rea«oiMi.  Mine  belong. 
ul  oihen  ibe  offipting  of  tba 
eat  ilul  of  plenture.     I  hav* 


It  picuet  me,  ofMn  willurat 


Wnu  non  tbe  gardtni  flauDlir.g  flower 

Aad  acattered  on  the  earth  neglected  lie, 
Tbt  "  Mountain- D.ii-y,"  cbern;ied  l>y  Ihe 

A  poet  di«w  ftiim  heaven,  ibjll  never  itii 
Ah,  like  llut  looely  flowir  ll^  puel  rox! ! 

'Mid  (MUigr'i  Ur*  a»il  uul  bitter  gakj 


No.  XXVIL 

-       TO  JOHN  BALLANTINE,  Eio,  A»«. 

EJMursh,  FA.  8*,  1787. 

1  WILL  ioon  he  with 'yno  BOW  (uprHfUW 
Jiff Kt ;  m  n  link  or  ten  days  at  fartheat — 1  tm 
obliged,  agtiut  my  owo  wial^  W  niot  m^ 


CORRESPONDENCE. 


HI 


•eribtn*  Dimef>  lo  if  iny  of  mj  A]rr  friends 
bare  lubacriptioo  bilb,  thpy  must  be  dent  in  to 
Creech  directly. — I  am  getting  my  phis  done  by 
an  eminent  engraver ;  and  if  it  can  l)e  ready  in 
time,  I  wiil  appear  in  ray  book  looking  like  other 
fooU,  to  my  title  page.  * 

I  have  the  honour  to  be, 
Ever  your  grateful,  &e. 


No.  XXVIIL 
FROM  DR.  MOORE. 

CVffurd  Street,  2Sih  Feb.  1787. 

DKAR  SIR, 

Your  letter  of  the  15th  gave  me  a  greit  deal 
of  pleasure.  It  is  not  surprising  that  you  im- 
prove in  rorrectneM  and  taste,  considering  where 
you  have  been  for  some  time  past.  And  I  dare 
swear  there  is  no  danger  of  your  admitting  any 
poli!>h  which  might  weaken  the  vigour  of  your 
native  powers. 

I  am  gidd  to  perceive  that  you  disdain  the 
nauseous  affectation  of  decrying  your  own  merit 
as  a  poet — an  afifectation  whicli  is  di^playefl  with 
most  ostentation  liy  those  who  have  the  greitest 
share  of  self-conceit,  and  which  only  adtN  unde- 
ceiving falHcho(Kl  to  disgusting  vanity.  For  you 
to  deny  the  merit  of  your  jiocms  would  be  ar- 
raigtiiiig  the  fixed  opinion  of  the  public. 

A»  the  new  editicm  of  my  View  of  Society 
is  not  yet  rcidy,  I  have  sent  you  the  former 
cd'tinn,  which,  I  beg  you  will  accept  as  a  small 
murk  of  my  esteem.  It  is  sent  by  sea,  to  the 
care  of  Mr.  Creech  ;  and,  along  with  these  four 
volumes  for  yourself,  I  have  also  sent  my  Medi- 
cal Sketches^  in  one  volume,  for  my  friend  Mrs. 
Dunlop  of  Dunlop  :  this  you  will  be  so  obliging 
as  to  transmit,  or  if  you  chance  to  pass  soon  by 
Dunlop,  to  give  to  her. 

I  am  happy  to  hear  thit  your  subscription  is 
so  ample,  and  shall  rejoice  at  every  piece  of  good 
fortune  that  befalls  you  :  for  you  are  a  very 
great  favourite  in  my  family ;  and  this  is  a 
higher  compliment  than  perhaps  you  are  a\rare 
of.  It  includes  almost  all  the  profei»ions,  and 
of  course  is  a  proof  that  your  writings  are  adapt- 
ed to  various  tastes  and  situation*.  My  young- 
est son  who  is  at  Winchester  school,  writes  to 
me  that  he  is  translating  some  stanzas  of  youf 
Halh)we*en  into  Latin  verse,  for  the;  benefit  of 
his  comrades.  This  union  of  taste  partly  pro- 
ceeds, no  doubt,  from  the  cement  of  Scottish 
partiality,  with  which  they  are  all  somewhat 
tinctured.  Even  your  translator,  who  left  Scot- 


•  This  portrait  is  tn^ved  by  Mr.  Beugo,  an  artist 
who  well  merlu  the  epithet  bMtowcd  on  him  by  the 
poet,  after  a  picture  of  Mr.  Nasmyth.  which  he  paint* 
•d  evn  MMrr,  and  hberalJy  prcsentsd  to  Buxss.  This 
pistui*  is  of  tbt  csbiast  «^aib 


land  too  early  in  l!l|  for  ttcolJactifla,  It  nl 

without  it. 


I  remain,  with  greatest  iiooerityy 
Your  obedient  lervant,  i 

J.  MOOB|i 


No.  XXIX. 
TO  THE  EARL  OF  QLENCAIBll.  * 

MT  LORD,  E^nbwrgk,  1787. 

I  WANTED  to  porchaee  a  profile  of  yoor  kiff4> 
ship,  which  I  was  told  was  to  be  got  in  tomi  | 
but  I  am  truly  sorry  to  see  that  a  Uunderuw 
painter  has  spoiled  a  **  human  face  divine? 
The  enclosed  stansas  I  intended  to  hare  writteA 
below  a  picture  or  profile  of  your  lordship,  eeuld 
I  hive  been  so  happy  as  to  procure  one  with  WBf 
thing  of  a  likeness. 

As  I  will  soon  return  to  my  shades,  I  wiotiA 
to  have  something  like  a  material  object  lor  mf 
gratitude  ;  I  wanted  to  have  it  in  my  power  to 
say  to  a  friend,  There  is  my  noble  patron,  mf 
generous  benefactor.  Allow  me,  my  lord,  to 
publish  these  verses.  I  conjure  your  lordship 
by  the  honest  throe  of  gratitude,  by  the  gent* 
rous  wish  of  benevolence,  by  all  the  powers  aiA 
feelings  which  compose  the  magnanimous  mia^ 
do  not  deny  me  this  petition.*  I  owe  to  yow 
lordship  ;  and  what  has  not  in  some  other  ii^ 
stances  always  been  the  case  with  me,  the  weigk 
of  the  obligation  is  a  pleaaiag  lead.  I  tmst,  • 
have  a  heart  as  independent  as  yoor  Iordship'% 
than  which  I  can  say  nothing  more:  ami 
wuuld  not  be  beholden  to  favours  that  woallL 
crucify  my  feelings.  Your  dignified  character 
in  life,  and  manner  of  supporting  that  character, 
are  flattering  to  my  pride ;  and  I  would  be  jea» 
lous  of  the  purity  of  my  grateful  attachment 
where  I  was  under  the  patronage  of  one  of  the 
much  favoured  sons  of  fortune. 

Almost  every  poet  has  celebrated  hie  patnMB% 
particularly  when  they  were  names  dear  to  finneb 
and  illustrious  in  their  country  ;  allow  me,  then* 
my  lord,  if  you  think  the  verses  have  intrinsie 
merit,  to  tell  the  world  how  mnch  I  have  the 
honour  to  be 

Your  lordship*s  highly  indebted. 
And  ever  grateful  humble  servant 


a  It  docs  not  appesr  that  the  Eart  mnted  thb  re* 
quest,  nor  have  the  verses  alluded  to  bem  foued 
among  tho  MSS. 


BDRNSr  WOBXa,' 


Ko.  XXX. 

TO  THX  EABL  OF  BUCHAN. 

iir  lOftD^ 

Tbb  hflBOor  mr  kcdthip  hu  done  roe,  hj 
ymir  aotiet  aiia  adriet  in  youn  of  the  1st  io- 
I  ihall  trer  fnttfldlf  mnamber : 


**  PktiM  from  thj  lipt  'tb  mioe  with  joy  to 
Thflj  bttt  can  gire  it  who  deitnrc  it  mott 


i> 


Your  lordilup  tonchet  the  darling  chord  of 
mj  haart,  when  yon  adviae  me  to  fire  my  muie 
at  Soottiah  atory  and  Scottish  scenes.  I  wish 
fiir  nothing  more  than  to  make  a  leisurely  pil- 
l^iimage  through  my  native  country ;  to  sit  and 
■wse  on  those  once  hard-contended  fields,  where 
Caledonia,  rejoicing,  aaw  her  bloody  lion  borne 
through  broken  ranks  to  victory  and  £sme ;  and, 
oatching  the  inspiration,  to  pour  the  deathless 
aaaaea  in  song.  But,  my  lord,  in  the  midst  of 
these  enthusiastic  reveries,  a  long-viaaged,  dry, 
moral*Iooking  phantom  strides  acroas  my  imagi- 
Bation,  and  pronounces  these  emphatic  words, 
**  J,  Wisdom,  dwell  with  prudence.^ 


•* 


This,  my  lord,  ia  unanawerable.  I  must  ra- 
Inm  to  my  humble  station,  and  woo  my  rustic 
■inse  in  my  wonted  way  at  the  plough-taiL 
Still,  my  lord,  while  the  dropa  of  life  warm  my 
iMart,  gratitude  to  that  dear-loved  country  in 
which  I  boast  my  birth,  and  gratitude  to  thoae 
her  distinguished  sons,  who  have  honoured  ma 
BO  much  with  their  patronage  and  approbation, 
•hall*  while  staalii^  through  my  humble  shadea, 
cvar  distend  my  bosom,  and  at  timca  dr»w 
Ibrth  the  BwaOing  tear. 


N0.XXXI. 

JEb<.  Prtptrtg  tn  favour  of  Mm.  Rouet 
Buftva,  to  trtet  ami  ktep  up  a  H«Md$Unu  in 
asMoty  efPoei  FzaousaoN,  1787. 

SeMtionJ^ae,  within  the  Kirk  of  Co" 
nonffottf  the  tweuty-ewond  dajf  of 
Ftbruanft  one  thoutand  teven  Akh- 
dftd  and  eiffhtjf'aeven  yeare, 

fladerunt  of  the  managers  of  the  Kirk  and  Kirk- 
yard  Funda  of  Canongate. 

Which  day,  the  treasurer  to  the  said  funds 
produced  a  letter  from  BIr.  Robert  Bums,  of 
data  the  aixth  current,  which  was  read,  and 
appointed  to  be  engrosaed  in  their  sederunt- 
l«ok,  and  of  which  letter  the  tenor  follows ; 
«*  To  tbt  BoBonrtUt  Btilaaa  of  Ctnongate^ 


Edinburgh.  GendeoieB,  I  amtony  to  bo  loU 
that  the  remaina  of  Robert  Fergnasoo,  the  00 
joatly  celebrated  poet,  a  man  whaaa  taknti,  lar 
agca  to  come,  wiH  do  honour  to  ovr  Caleda- 
nian  name,  lie  in  your  church-yard,  amoof  tko 
ignoble  dead,  uonotioed  and  undcnown. 

**  Some  memorial  to  direct  the  steps  of  tho 
lovers  of  Scottish  song,  when  they  wish  to  shod 
a  tear  over  the  "  narrow  houne,'*  of  the  bard 
who  is  no  more,  is  surely  a  tribute  due  to  For* 
gusaon's  memory ;  a  tribute  I  wish  to  have  tho 
honour  of  paying. 

*'  I  petition  you,  then,  Gentlemen,  to  permit 
me  to  lay  a  simple  stone  over  his  revered  ashes, 
to  remain  an  unalienable  property  to  hia  death- 
less fiune.  I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Gentlemeiif 
your  very  humble  servant,  {sic  Bmbwribitnr\ 

•*  ROBERT  BURNS." 


Thereafter  the  Mud  managers,  in 
tion  of  the  laudable  and  disinterested 
of  Mr.  Bums,  and  the  propriety  of  his  request, 
did,  and  hereby  do,  unanimoualy  grant  power 
and  liberty  to  the  said  Robert  Bums  to  erect 
a  headstone  at  the  grave  id  the  aaid  Robert 
Fergussoo,  and  to  keep  up  and  pttserva  tha 
same  to  his  memory  in  all  time  coming.  Ex* 
tracted  forth  of  the  recorcb  of  the  managara,  by 

William  Svnon,  GbrA. 


KaXXXH. 


TO 


MT  DXAK  aim. 

You  may  think,  and  too  joatly,  thai  I  ma  m 
aelfish  ungrateful  fellow,  havii^  reeeivod  ao 
many  repeated  instances  of  Idndncsa  finm  joa« 
and  yet  never  puttii^  pen  to  paper  to  aay— 
thank  you  ;  but  if  you  knew  what  a  devil  of  m 
life  my  conscienoe  haa  led  me  on  that  fffTtmn^ 
your  good  heart  wonM  think  yourself  too  anek 
avenged.  By  the  bye,  there  ia  nothing  in  tlw 
whole  frame  of  man  which  seems  tn  aaao 
unaccounuble  as  that  thing  called  owiaeiancab 
Had  the  troublesome  yelping  cor  powers  cA» 
cient  to  prevent  a  mischief,  he  might  be  of 
use :  but  at  the  beginning  of  the  boaioeas^  hia 
feeble  efibrta  are  to  the  workings  of  paaaion  ao 
the  infant  frosts  of  an  autumnal  moraiof  to  tia 
unclouded  fervour  of  tbe  risii^  sua :  and  ho 
sooner  are  the  tumultuous  doings  of  tha  wiekod 
deed  over,  than,  amidst  the  bitter  native  «o»* 
sequencea  of  folly,  in  the  very  vortex  of  oor 
horrors,  up  starta  conaeience,  and  harrowa  na 
with  the  feelings  of  the  d .     > 

I  have  enclosed  you,  byway  of  expialioH, 
some  verse  and  prose,  that,  if  they  merit  a  plooo 
in  your  truly  entertaining  miscellany,  yoo  mro 
welcome  to.  The  prose  extract  ia  Uttnlif  oa 
Mr.  Sprott  itDt  it  me. 


G0RBB8PONOBNCB. 


HEB£  ISES  ROBERT  F£RQUS$ON, 
StfitmUr5lh,  1751— INirf,  leM  (Moftrr  1771. 


No  Kolptiiffd  marble  here,  nor  pompotn  lay^ 
**  No  ttoritd  vrn  nor  animated  butt  ;*' 

This  simple  stone  directs  pale  Scotia*s  way 
To  pour  her  sorrows  o*er  her  poet's  dust. 

On  the  other  iide  of  the  Stone  it  atfoBowt : 

**  By  q)ecLil  griat  of  tbe  Managers  to  Robert 
Burns,  who  erected  this  stone,  this  bnrial-plaoe 
is  to  remain  £>r  erer  Mcrcd  to  the  memory  of 
Robert  Fer^usson. 


No.  XXXIIL 

EXTRACT  OP  A  LETTER 
FROM 

8/A  Mardk,  17S7. 

I  AM  truly  h^py  to  know  yon  have  fimnd  a 
Iriend  in  — ;  his  patnnuge  of  you  doee 
him  great  honour.  He  is  truly  a  good  man ; 
by  Ux  the  best  I  ever  knew,  or,  perhaps,  erer 
shall  know,  in  this  world.  But  I  most  not 
apeak  all  I  think  of  him,  lest  I  should  be  thought 
partiaL 

So  yon  hare  obtained  liberty  from  the  magia- 
trates  to  erect  a  stone  over  Fergnaaon's  grave  ? 
I  do  not  doubt  it ;  such  things  have  boen,  as 
Shakespeare  aays,  *'  in  tbe  oUui  time  :*' 

"  The  poet's  fiUe«  is  here  in  emblem  shown. 
He  ask*d  lor  bread,  and  he  received  a  stone.*' 

It  is,  I  believe,  upon  poor  Butler's  tomb  that 
this  is  written.  But  how  many  brothers  of 
Parnassus,  as  well  as  poor  Butler  and  poor  Fer- 
guason,  have  asked  fur  bread,  and  been  served 
with  the  same  sauce ! 

The  magistrates  pave  jfon  Uberty,  did  they  ? 
O  generous  magistrates!  ....  eriebrated 
over  the  three  kingdoma  Cor  hn  public  spirit, 
gives  a  poor  poet  liberty  to  raise  a  tomb  to  a 
poor  poet's  memory ! — most  generous !  .  .  . 
once  upon  a  time  gave  that  same  poet  the  mighty 
sum  of  eighteen  pence  lor  a  copy  of  his  works. 
But  then  it  must  be  considered  that  the  poet  was 
at  this  time  absolutely  starving,  and  besought 
his  aid  mhh  all  the  earnestness  <tf  hunger ;  and, 
over  and  above^  he  reoeired  a  —  worth,  at 
least  one-third  of  the  value,  in  exchange,  bat 
which,  I  believe  the  poet  afterwarda  very  nn- 
grateliilly  expunged. 

Nest  week  I  hope  to  have  the  pleasure  of 
aeeing  you  in  Edinburgh  :  and  as  my  stay  wih 
be  lor  eight  or  ten  days,  I  wish  you  or  — — 


wooU  take  n  nng,  fNll-dnd  bed-raoni  lor  m^ 
where  I  may  hvre  the  plctsue  of 
over  a  morning  cup  of  tea.  ButbyaU 
it  will  be  a  matter  of  some  diflknlty  to  iei 
at  all,  unless  your  compuy  ia  beqioko  a 
before-hand.  There  ia  a  great  rumoar  here  eo»- 
oeming  >our  great  intimacy  with  the  Ducheeaof 
,  and  utiier  hdiaa  of  distinetioa.  ,  I  aai 


really  told  that  *<  earda  to  invite  fly  by  »Vnfmidt 
each  night  ;*'  and,  if  yon.  had  onc^  I  anppiio 
there  would  aim  be  *'  biibea  to  your  old  aea»- 
tary.**  It  seems  you  are  reaolved  to  make  hif 
wlule  the  sun  shines,  and  avoid,  if  possible,  dm 

fate  of  poor  Fergusson, 

Qwtrenda  pecunia  primum  est,  virtue  poet  i 
moe,  is  a  good  manm  to  thrive  by  :  you 
to  deapiae  it  while  in  this  countiy  ;  but  proba- 
bly some  philosopher  in  Edinburgh  haa  taught 
you  better  aense. 

Pray,  are  you  yet  engraving  as  well  as  print* 
ing  ?— Are  you  yet  seised 

**  With  itch  of  picture  in  the  front, 
•With  bays  of  wicked  rhyme  upon't  !'* 


Bnt  I  most  give  op  this  trifling,  and 
to  matters  that  more  ooneem  myself :  oo^  as  tlw 
Aberdeen  wit  aays,  adieu  dryiy,  we  eai  drmh 


No.  XXXIV. 
TO  MR.  JAMES  CANDUSH, 

StUDIVT  IX  PbtSXC,  CoLLZlBXy  GLAaoow. 
Edinburgh,  March  81,  1787. 

XT  XVEK  DEAK  OLD  ACQUAINTANCE, 

I  WAS  equally  surprised  and  pleased  at  yov 
letter ;  though  I  dare  say  you  will  think  by  my 
delaying  so  long  to  write  to  you,  that  I  am  a* 
drowned  in  the  intoxication  of  good  fortune  as 
to  be  indiflerent  to  old  and  once  dear  connee- 
tions.  The  truth  is,  I  was  determined  to  writs 
a  good  letter,  full. of  argument,  amplificationt 
erudition,  and,  as  Baycs  says,  ail  that.  I  thought 
of  it,  and  thought  a{  it,  but  for  my  soul  I  can- 
not :  and  lest  you  should  mistake  the  cause  of 
my  silence,  I  just  sit  down  to  tell  you  eo.  Don*t 
give  yourself  credit  though,  that  the  strength  ei 
your  logic  scares  me ;  the  truth  is,  I  never  mraa 
to  meet  you  on  that  ground  at  alL     You  havo 


e  The  sbore  extract  h  firom  ■  letter  of  one  of  the 
ableit  of  our  poctli  conwpoodsnts,  which  ouotaine 
some  inierciUag  ansodocoi  oi  Vetgtukon,  that  we  tbouM 
have  been  happy  to  have  iMerted,  if  they  oould  have 
been  authentiesceil.  The  writer  it  misbdMa  ia  iai>pok 
Ing  the  magislrstrt  of  Ediabuffh  had  any  shsie  Ui  the 
trwmetion  respecting  the  mooumcnt  erected  for  Fer- 
■ueKMi  by  our  bsrrt ;  this.  It  U  evident,  fummd  hKwesn 
Bums  and  the  Kirk  SeaiooartheCanoiifista.  Ncltber 
St  Edinburgh,  nor  anywhere  elw.  do  ni«gtstritei  usn. 
any  trouble  themsrives  to  Inquire  hosr  the  house  of  « 
poor  poet  Is  ftuniihsd,  or  how  bis  grave  is  adorned. 


n* 


BURNS'  WQBKSk 


JM  iM  lUiif^  wUdi  WM  to  W 
gMMj  Ail  iirMif  prUt  of  mMobf,  with  a 
■l|ll|  iifctliliiMi  of  aofvltrity,  majr  inkliod  tbt 
Ml  of  kotrli.  I,  likewMt,  tUnm  yon  and  I 
VOrt  im  aeqnaintwi,  in  tke  pride  of  dospiaiof 
fid  vomtn's  atoriea,  Ttntarod  in  *<  the  daring 
fOth  Spiaoan  trod  ;*'  but  experienoa  of  the 
voaknaaa,  sol  tha  atrangth,  of  human  powera, 
IMde  aaa  gted  to  grasp  at  rerealed  religion. 

1  Binat  atop,  but  don't  impute  my  brevity  to 
•  wreof  canae.  I  aaa  atill,  in  the  Apoatle  Panl'a 
phraaa»  **  Tha  old  man  with  his  dceda"  ta  when 
W  ware  aporting  abont  the  lady  thorn.  I  shall 
ba  Ibar  woeka  here  yet,  at  least ;  and  ao  I  ahall 
tspaet  to  hear  from  you— weleomo  aenaa^  wal- 
ooaenaau 

I  $mt  with  the  warmeal  aincerity, 
}dy  dear  old  friend, 

Your^ 


No.  XXXV. 
TO  THE  8ABIE. 

ipp  »iAft  rmtvvB, 

Ir  oaea  I  were  gone  from  this  aeena  of  hurry 
mi  diaaipation,  I  promise  myself  the  pleasure 
•f  that  correitpondence  being  renewed  which  has 
btan  so  long  broken.  At  prnent  1  have  time 
ibr  nothing.  Dissipation  and  buHiness  engross 
trary  moment  I  am  engaged  in  assisting  an 
honest  Scots  enthuiiiast,*  a  friend  of  mine,  who 
il  an  engraver,  and  has  taken  it  into  his  head  to 
pvblish  a  atllection  of  all  our  songs  set  to  music, 
•f  whieh  the  woids  and  music  are  dune  by  Scots- 
■Mn.  This,  you  will  easily  guess,  is  an  under- 
taUnf  exactly  to  my  taste.  1  have  collected, 
bagged,  borrowed,  and  stolen  all  the  songs  I 
ootthl  meet  with.  Pumpcy**  Ghost,  words  and 
■ittaie,  I  beg  from  you  immediately,  to  go  into 
hia  aecond  number  :  the  first  is  already  pub- 
^bed.  I  shall  shew  you  the  first  number  when 
I  sea  yon  in  Glasgow,  which  will  be  in  a  fort- 
night or  less.  Do  be  so  kind  as  send  nie  the 
•oog  in  a  day  or  two  :  you  cannot  imagine  how 
much  it  will  oblige  me. 

Direct  to  m9  at  BIr.  W.  Cnilkshank'a,  8t 
Jtnaa'a  Square,  New  Town,  Ediubuq^b. 


No.  XXXM. 

TO  ItfBS.  DUNLOP. 

||A»AM»  Edinhmrght  March  SS,  1787. 

I  KKAB  jPMr  letter  with  watery  eyca.  A  liu 
m  Ycry  little  while  ago,  J  had  scarce  a  friend 
M  tk€  atuUorn  pride  nf  my  own  bosom ;  ndw 
I  am  diatinguiahcd,  patroniaed,  befriended  by 
ywp.     Your  friendly  advicea,  I  will  not  give 


ttw  pvUbhar  of  tha  Saola  Musical  Uusaum. 


diem  tha  oaU  naiit  af  o^tidmii,  |  iwiin  wiA 
rafcraaea.  I  hava  made  aoeaa  imall  aharatioaa 
in  what  I  before  had  printed  I  baTO  tha  ad- 
vice of  aona  rery  Jodidona  fiieoda  among  tha 
literati  here,  but  with  them  I  aometimea  find  it 
necessary  to  claim  the  privilege  of  thinking  for 
myael^  The  noble  Eail  of  Glenaairo,  to  wham 
I  owe  more  than  to  any  man,  doea  me  the  hon- 
our of  giving  me  hia  atrietnraa  i  hia  hinta  with 
respect  to  impropriety  or  indelieaqr,  I  foUow  im- 
plicitly. 

You  kindly  interaat  youraelf  in  my  Ibtara 
viewa  and  prospects ;  there  I  can  give  yon  i» 
light ;  it  ia  all 

**  Dark  aa  waa  chaos,  ere  the  in&nt  ana 
Was  roird  together,  or  had  tried  hia  baama 
Athwart  the  gbom  profound.** 

The  appellation  of  a  Scottiab  hard  ia  by  iv 
my  highest  pride ;  to  continue  to  deaenre  it  ia 
my  most  exalted  ambition.  Scottiab  aoenea  and 
Scottish  story  are  the  themea  I  ooold  wiah  to 
sing.  I  have  no  dearer  aim  than  to  have  it  ia 
my  power,  unplagued  with  the  routine  of  boai- 
ncsK,  for  which  hoiven  knows  I  am  unfit  eooogby 
to  make  leiaurely  pilg rimagea  thraagh  Oalcdoaia  ; 
to  sit  on  the  fields  of  her  battlea ;  to  wander  oa 
the  romantic  banka  of  her  rivera ;  and  to  mnaa 
by  the  stately  towers  or  venerable  rniaa,  oaca 
the  honoured  abodea  of  her  heroea. 

But  these  are  all  Utopian  thonghta  t  I  have 
dallied  long  enough  with  life  t  'tia  time  to  be  ia 
earoeat  I  have  a  fond,  an  aaed  mother  to  oara 
fur  ;  and  some  other  bosom  ties  perhapa  eqnally 
tender.  Where  the  iodividnal  only  suibra  by 
the  consequences  of  his  own  though tleaaneaa^  ia- 
dolence,  or  folly,  he  may  be  excoaabla:  aay* 
shining  abilities,  and  aome  of  the  neblcr  virtttei^ 
may  half-aanctify  a  heedleaa  character :  bat 
where  God  and  nature  have  intraatad  tha  wal- 
fare  of  others  to  his  care ;  where  the  truat  ia  an- 
cred,  and  the  tiea  are  dear,  that  man  maat  ba 
fur  gone  in  aelfishneaa,  or  strangely  leat  to  raice- 
tiun,  whom  these  connectiona  wUl  not  roum  to 
exertion. 

I  guess  that  I  ahall  dear  between  two  aai 
three  hundred  pounds  by  my  authorahip |  widl 
that  sum  I  intend,  ao  fiir  aa  I  may  be  aaid  to 
have  any  intention,  to  return  to  my  old  aeqaaia- 
tance,  the  plough,  and,  if  I  con  meet  with  a 
leoNo  by  which  I  cau  live,  to  commenae  fiwmai^ 
1  do  not  intend  to  give  up  poetry  :  being  brad 
to  labour  secures  me  independence;  and  tha 
muKes  are  my  chief,  sometimes  have  been  my 
only  enjoyment  If  my  practice  aecoad  my  i«- 
solution,  1  shall  have  principally  at  heart  the  aa- 
ridus  bu'inesa  of  life  :  but  while  following  my 
plough,  or  building  up  my  ahocka,  I  ahall  cast  a 
leisure  gbnee  to  that  dear,  that  only  feature  af 
my  character,  which  gave  me  the  notice  of  WHf 
country  ond  the  patronage  of  a  Wallace. 

Thus,  honoured  uiadam,  I  have  given  yaa  tba 
bard,  his  situation,  and  Lis  view%  aativf  m  Ifaay 
are  in  hia  own  boaoou 


CQ1HMM?QHPB9CB. 


1(0.  xxxvu 
TO  T^B  SAUE. 

EdiMhutjIi.  ISA  April.  1787. 


.Hi" 


I  nK^tuti 


of  EI 


:bl 


di-likc     TlMpcriutio/JohnKHiaiul  iha  p*ii 
of  Surat  nuy  hida  *  hIGiIi  hnrt.     Far  my 
p»t»,  Mvbm.  I  iruil  1  hBH  loo  much  pridi  for 
HniUly.  and  too  lllllc  pfudcaca  liir  KlHahaaih 
I  have  lliii  mouienl  bfcka  opta  Jrour  latter, 

w 

"  Rudeita  I  ID  )pi«h, 
And  ihiidbrE  littia  caii  I  grac*  mjr  caiut 
la  ipMking  for  myaelf— " 

■0  I  ahalt  oat  tnjnhle  you  with  any  £iua  apcccbffl 
yod  huDlad  Bgiiri*.  I  ahall  ju>l  luy  my  hapil 
an  my  heart,  and  aay,  t  bop*  t  ihall  ctcr  liiva 
tha  inmt,  Iha  wanoaat,  arnae  of  yaur  goodnoa. 

I  cow  abnud  in  prim  for  carlaln  on  Wed- 
BawJly.  Your  oHni  1  ahill  punctually  atlcDd 
U  i  euly,  by  the  way.  I  muat  tell  y>iu  tbal  I 
vaa  paid  before  for  Dr.  Moore'a  and  Miu  W  '■ 
(■piaa,  ihrougb  ibe  mcdiuni  at  CDrnmiuiuDcr 
Cocbiina  in  ihia  place ;  but  that  wi  un  Hitla 
vbea  I  hare  Iba  honour  of  vailioi;  oa  yuu. 

Dt,  Smilb'  waa  juat  goM  lo  Luodon  the 
ipwaii^  bifon  I  received  your  letter  to  him. 


ia  tangral  fligbl  of  mine  WM*  fly 
ira  RturB«l  to  my  woatad  hmmf 
my  old  drcU,  1  may  probaUy  ■■dwi 
:tuin  hat  poMic  cDnpUnnt  U  ki>% 


TO  URS   DUNLOP. 

EilM*yK  3(M  April,  1787. 
-  Ycu>  critkiima,  Hadam.  I  Biidrri 
y  well,  and  could  bi*e 


wiabad  to  hivo 


No.  xxxvni. 

TO  DR.  MOORE. 

EdirJMjh,  £U  April,  1TS7. 
I  ■icii'aD  tbe  book*,  and  Kot  the  ono  yi 
nunliaaad  ta  Un.  Duolop.  I  an  ill^bilkil 
bealiag  (be  covtrti  of  iuMgioatiap  Jar  metaphc 
of  grililuda.  1  ibink  you,  Sir,  for  tbe  bono 
you  hive  doBC  mc ;  and  lo  my  Uteat  hour  w 
warinly  rtHMmlKr  it.  To  ba  blgbly  plnwil 
wiih  your  book,  ii  what  I  hara 


pltued  yuu  better.    You  are  light  id 

nucb  my  lupeiion,  have  ao  flatterid  ibgaa  »b* 
poaaeaaed  tba  advcntitiaui  qualitiei  ofwaaltk  tal 
power,  that  I  am  dettrmiiicd  to  flattar  do  cn- 
ited  beJDg  eitbar  in  pnM«  or  Ten*. 

I  act  aa  litilr  by ,  bird),  eleigy.  oi- 

lica.  lie  u  all  tbeac  leapectiva  gentry  do  hf 
my  bvdabip.  t  know  what  I  may  txp*et&«> 
the  wotUi  by  and  by — illibenl  abuae,  and  f«f- 
'  apa  contamptuoul  paglecU 
I  ain  happy,  Madam,  tbal  aoni*  af  mj  mm 
Lvourite  piece*  an  diaiinguiabol  by  yoor  ■■*• 
cular  approbaiioii.  For  my  Draaav  wiiik 
Itaa  unforluDitaly  incurred  your  loyal  "  ' 
•  ■  ■  -  «  ..tka,  or  I.-W  -  • 
ig  at  Diinbip  ia  it 


•Si 


with  your  book,  u  < 
with  iha  world  j  but 
mark  of  tba  i 


Va.  XL. 

TO  THE  REVEREND  DR.  HDOH  BLAIL 
Lamt-Maria,  EdmlmrsI;  U  Jby,  1797. 


I  leave  Kdinburgh  in  the  c< 
or  a  fortnigbl ;  and  afler  a  fow 

,  BwUidJ"  Van 


l>fa 


ten  day. 

IgHOTCr 

a.  Coic- 


.bem.  ]  have  formed 
many  intJmacica  and  fric-adibip  burri  but  I  am 
aAald  tbey  are  ail  of  loo  under  a  moatruetioa 
to  bear  urhaKf  a  buoJrwl  and  fiCly  oiilo.  To 
the  rich,  Ihr  great,  tbe  fuhicnabla,  the  poliie, 
•  have  nn  equimiJeBt  to  oAr ;  and  I  am  afraid 

me  to  •  aalUad  oorreapoadtnc*  with  any  of  you, 
who  an  tbe  pirnuneot  lighu  of  gtniui  and  li- 


■ATS  Edinburgh  to-nvomnr  ywmjnc,  bM 

DSIgo  without  iraubliDg  you  with  half  a 

jneanly  to  thank  you  for  Ilia  kindani^ 

patronage,  and  friendahip  you  bare  abown  ma, 

I  often  fait  the  embarraainient  of  myaiogular  ■- 

D  ;  drawn  forth  from  the  verieat  abadN 

of  lili  (0  th*  glare  of  miark ;  and  boaoand  bf 

UioeDf  iboaa  illuitrioua  namea  af  aiy  Hni>> 

try,  wboaa  worka,  whila  tbey  an  applauded  % 

Iba  end  oF  tiow,  will  <rer  inatruet  and  oMnd  Iba 

heart.     Howerer  (he  mct«r-likr  novelty  af  my 

appearanne  in  th«  work!  might  attract  notiM^ 

' '  onour  ma  with  the  aci|uaintiDr«  of  dia 

inant  lighta  of  genioa  and  literaiortv  tbaw 

in  truly  benefacton  of  the  immortal  b» 

if  man  ;  I  knew  vary  well,  that  my  BtnoM 

waa  br  Bnaqul  to  tha  tad  of  piMirriag 


I  hm  tnt  ]Foa  ■  pnnf  impmiiiM  of  B 
P>'b  work  Ibr  mc,  done  as  lodiaii  ptptr,  a 
lritiB(  bat  BIBB*  tHtimoBf  with  what  Iwn 
niB  inlilnla  I  *B,  tw. 


Vo.  XLL 

FROU  DR.  BLAIR. 

jUff k-Sjuart,  £JMiirfh,  M  3I.iy,  i; 

I  W(i  bTouiHl  lliii  (urenoon  withfonr 
•UigiBg  Ittter,  togetlwr  with  in  impnuio 
your  portrait,  iiir  which  I  rrturn  )pb  mj' 
thaolu.  The  tucrtvi  ytya  hm  iiiM  with 
not  think  wu  brynnd'  >-<iiir  mfrin  ;  and 
k*TC  hid  tay  Riisll  hind  in  omtributing  1 
it  gina  nw  pot  ploaurc. 
whtcb  litmrr  pFroonh  i 

H  foTWtniid^  the  djbrti  of  ri^in^  ^diui, 
hrtDging  fotth  unknoipn  mrrit  Uoux  obvcurif 
I  wu  the  fint  prrwn  shu  brought  Hit  to  tl 
Botia  of  the  world,  (lie  poenu  ot  Oiaiui :  Si 
hj  the  Ffugmnta  of  Anritut  I^txtry^  which 
ynblbfacd,  aod  ifterwirdt,  by  my  Kiting  c 
fcot  th>  uadcrtahinR/otcollcclingMid  publiil 
falglfat  WorluefOHUn,!  md  I  hire  ihc^; 


WORKS. 

lowphir.  Hi  mutt  by  hit  UMOat,  tlul  mf 
ouF,  nbo  expiMn  binudf  la  poWii:  obmritioB, 
Hill  Dfojuoully  BMC  with  lit*  ■ttuhi  of  iUi- 

luok  and  dnpia*.  H*  nil]  bi  iBcIimd  aoiii*> 
tiiim  U  court  rfimt,  and  to  diiappnr  iron 
public  Titv.     He  viU  not  iffect  to  ahina  il- 


0  good  KB—  will,  I  dm  mj 

ton  yimr  bviog  joat  aboal  I 
«r»  Boinc.  1  ihuuld  aumoae,  I 
w  of  Mr.  UiBer' 


from  the  ihjdea  of  dcepcat  privacy,  t 
■  ihare  of  public  notice  utd  obacrvi 
lud  to  luod  >  Kvcn  trial.     1  »n  h. 


Chare  atoo 
WDOI    bci 


You  are  now,  I  preianit,  to  retin  to  i  men 
pri*ate  walk  of  lib  ;  and  I  trait,  will  conduci 
wurttlf  thne  with  ioduatry,  prudence,  and  hu- 
BOOT.  You  hare  laid  iha  foundation  fur  juii 
pablic  nteem.     In  the  midat  of  tboie  eiojiloy- 

yoa  will  not,  I  bupc,  negkct  lo  pranole  tbii 
nteem,  by  cnliiialing  yoor  geuiue.  uil  attend' 
iag  10  nch  ptoductioni  of  it  u  may  raiH  your 
chincM'  itill  higher.     At  the  lame  time,  Ix 

talesta  ;  for  cm  any  lecond  production  you  give 
the  world,  your  fate,  u  a  pMt,  will  Tei  y  much 
dqiend.  There  ii,  no  doubt,  ■  glou  of  uurrlry 
which  time  ireura  off.  A»  you  rery  p:operiy 
kiot  yonnelf,  you  are  not  lo  be  anrpriicd  if,  in 
yoor  rani  retnat.  you  do  not  lind  youraclf  iiir. 
inandad  with  that  glare  of  notice  and  applauat 
whiab  hot  ihont  upon  you.  No  Dian  can  be 
•.ggod  poat  withont  b^ng  KOMirfaal  of  a  phi- 


DumfriiMhirt,  to 

bruia.  1  heartily  wuh  the  ofien  to  b*  ma^ 
you  there  may  answer ;  tl  I  am  penuM  ;«i 
will  not  euily  find  a  nare  gatieroita  and  bellet 
heartiH  proprietor  10  lire  under  than  Bfr.  Hit- 


ter.    When  ; 


la  bappy  to 


ling  you 


«  you,  a 


I  of  lift.      Yon  wai 


,  by  the  X«d  of  Ibia 

ouie  in  Ar^le  Squire,  but  at  a  taantiT.)M«i« 
:  KriidriE,  about  a  mile  e*M  irara  Ediab«|h, 
»r  iht  Muieelbur;h  read.  Wiahing  ja«  al 
TCDcw  and  proiperity,  I  am,  with  real  ngmi 
idntcem. 

Dear  Sir, 


No.  XLIL 
TO  WILUAU  CREECH.  Eaa. 
iafEdMxr^,)  Lo>M»> 

Scttiri,  isa  M^  vttn. 

I  cDcloard  ■  I  hare  juit  w 


tempore,  i 


Selfcii^  aflM-  • 
lian  h^  «w 
Roxbatih,  ai 


—I  bar 


Eart  Loihiu 

S^^lkitlnhln ;  and  next  week  1  bagia  a  M«r 

rau!:h  the  noiib  of  Euglaad.     YMrd^  1 

ird'ffith  Ladv  Hariut,  liuer  to  nr  Dolili  pa* 

in,  Qncm  Dru$  tonuntl !  I  would  wrila  dl 

you  an  much  with  dull  piiiat  aa  I 


bv  ibii 


A  you  art  with  a 


withapali. 
fill  rirewell, 

]  bars  the  boaonr  to  be,     * 

Good  Sir,  yofua  uncardj* 

a  HetyaoW.  Ciaaebi  miaaWwj. 


COEBESPONDBNCB. 


Mf 


No.  XLia 
FROM  DR.  MOORE. 
Oliffiird  SlreH,  May  SS,  1787. 

»SAft  tIE, 

I  HAD  the  pltarare  of  your  letter  by  Mr. 
Oneceh,  and  looa  after  be  teot  me  the  new  edi- 
tion of  your  poemi.  You  »cem  to  think  it  in- 
cumbent on  you  to  lend  to  each  aubicriber  a 
number  of  copies  proportionate  to  hia  aobicrip- 
tion  money ;  but  you  may  depend  upon  it,  few 
subacribcrs  expect  more  than  one  oopy,  what- 
ever they  Bubicribed.  I  muit  inform  you,  how- 
ever, that  1  took  twelve  copies  for  those  subscri- 
bers for  whose  money  you  were  so  accurate  as 
to  send  me  a  receipt ;  and  Lord  Eglinton  told 
me  he  had  sent  for  six  copies  fur  himself^  as  he 
wished  to  give  five  of  them  in  presents. 

Some  of  the  poems  you  have  added  in  this 
last  edition  are  beautiful,  particularly  the  WU' 
t§r  Nijfhtf  the  Addnu  to  Edinburgh^  Green 
fpmw  the  JffaaAee,  and  the  two  songs  immediate- 
ly fcdlowing ;  the  Utter  of  which  was  exquisite. 
By  the  way,  I  imagine  yon  have  a  peculiar  ta- 
lent for  such  compositions,  which  you  ought  to 
indulge.*  No  kind  of  poetry  demands  more 
delicacy  or  higher  polishing.  Horace  is  more 
admired  on  account  of  his  Odn  than  all  his 
other  writings.  But  nothing  now  added  is 
equal  to  your  Fin'on  and  CoUer^M  Sa/nrdajr 
NighU  In  these  are  united  fine  imagery,  na- 
tural and  pathetic  dcecription,  with  sublimity  of 
language  and  thought.  It  is  evident  that  you 
already  possess  a  great  variety  of  expression  and 
command  of  the  English  language ;  you  ought, 
therefore,  to  deal  more  sparingly  for  the  future 
in  the  provincial  dialect :— why  should  you,  by 
using  Mof,  limit  the  number  of  jrour  admirers  to 
those  who  understand  the  Scottish,  when  you 
can  extend  it  to  all  persona  of  taste  who  under- 
stand the  English  language?  In  my  opinion, 
you  should  plan  some  larger  work  than  any  you 
have  as  yet  attempted.  I  mean,  reflect  upon 
some  proper  subject,  and  anrangt  the  plan  in 
your  mind,  without  banning  to  execute  any 
part  of  it  till  you  have  studied  most  of  the  best 
English  poets,  and  read  a  little  more  of  history. 
The  Greek  and  Roman  stories  jrou  can  read  in 
some  abridgment,  and  soon  become  master  of 
the  moat  brilliant  focts,  which  most  highly  de- 
light a  poetical  mind.  You  thamld  ako,  and 
very  soon  mojr,  become  master  of  the  hMthen 
mythology,  to  which  there  are  everlasting  alln- 
sions  in  all  th^  poeti^  and  which  in  itself  is 
charmingly  fanciful.'  What  will  require  to  be 
studied  with  more  attention,  ie  modem  history  \ 
that  is,  the  history  of  France  and  Great  Britain, 
from  the  begiiming  of  Henry  the  Sevendi's  reign. 
I  know  very  well  yon  have  a  mind  capable  of 
auaining  knowledge  by  a  shorter  process  than 
is  eonunottly  used,  and  I  am  certain  yoa  are  ca- 


pable of  nakuq;  ft  better  ttM  of  it,  when  UtriB* 
ed,  than  ia  generally  done. 

I  beg  yoa  wiU  not  give  yourself  the  trMibli 
of  writii^  to  me  when  it  is  fncoweenlwrf,  aiA 
make  no  apology,  when  yon  do  write,  for  li- 
ving poetpooed  it ;  be  assured  of  this,  howrrw, 
that  I  shall  always  be  happy  to  hear  from  yon. 

I  think  my  firiend  Mr. toM  me  that  yw 

had  some  poems  in  manuscript  by  yon  of  a  sati* 
rical  and  humorous  nature  (in  which,  by  the 
way,  I  think  you  very  strong),  which  yonr  pru- 
dent friend*  prevailed  on  you  to  omit,  particu- 
larly one  called  Sonuhody*i  Comftuiom  ;  if  yo« 
will  entrust  me  with  a  sight  of  any  of  thcao,  I 
will  pawn  my  word  to  give  no  copies,  and  fHU 
be  obliged  to  you  for  a  perusal  of  them. 

I  understend  yon  intend  to  take  a  fiun,  mk 
make  tlie  useful  and  respectable  busincas  of  hw- 
bandry  your  chief  occupation  ;  this,  I  hope^  will 
not  prevent  your  nuking  oeeasionnl  addrcassa  |» 
the  nine  ladies  who  have  shown  yoa  euch  fo- 
vour,  one  of  whom  visited  yon  in  the  amid  ehf 
bippin,  Virgil,  before  you,  proved  to  the  worid 
that  there  is  nothing  in  the  bosiness  of  husband  ■ 
ry  inimical  to  poetry ;  and  I  sincerely  hope  that 
you  may  afford  an  example  of  a  good  poet  bciof 
a  suooewful  fanner.  I  foar  it  will  not  be  in  njf 
power  to  visit  Scotland  this  season ;  when  I  do^ 
rU  endeavour  to  find  yon  out,  for  I  heartiljr 
wish  to  see  and  converse  with  yoa.  If  etw 
your  occasions  call  you  to  this  pUcn^  I  naki^an 
doubt  of  your  psying  me  a  visit,  and  yoa  m^ 
depend  on  a  very  cordial  welcome  tnm  thii  ih 
mUy.     I  am,  dear  Sir, 

Your  friend  and  obedient  aarvftnty 

J.  MOORE. 


No.  XLIV. 

TO  MR.  W.  NICOLL, 
Mastxe  or  Tui  High-School,  EnivinftoVi 

CarlitU,  Jmm  I,  1787. 

KlWn,  HONfrr.RKAETSD  WILUB. 

I'm  sitten  down  here,  af^  seven  and  forty 
miles  rklin,  e*en  aa  fin^mket  and  fomiaw'd  m  a 
furfuughten  cock,  to  gie  yOn  some  notion  o*  mtf 
land  k>wper-like  stravagoin  sin  the  sorrovlir 
hour  that  I  sheuk  handa  and  parted  wi'  mM 
Reekie, 

My  anld,  ga*d  gleyde  o'  a  meere  haa  haflkyt. 

:  aird  up  hill  and  down  brae,  in  Scotland  aiA 

England,  aa  teugh  and  bimie  as  a  vera  devil  wi* 

*    It's  true,  she's  as  poor's  aaang-amlter 


*  His  subsequent  eompositions  will  ^ . 
totbeaoMiieyof  Or.  MoonTliJudgBMiiti 


me.' 


*  This  mare  was  the  Foec*s  bvavite  JairitT  Oen* 
OBS,  oT.whom  kemmurabU  sad  most  hmmortma  mm^ 
tlon  is  made  in  a  Istlcr,  inserted  in  Or.  CuirMi  edMeo. 
vol.  I.  p.  165. 

This  old  and  fsithAd  servant  el  the  PoeClii 
by  him,  after  the  old  woman,  who  in  her  ass 
religioos  innovatton,  threw  a  «ool  at  the 


Edfnbuieh'B  head,  wtan  he  attempCsd  in  lfS7.  to  to 
trodnoe  the  Scottish  Xlte'^fy;   i' Oii8uad«r«  Ikttti 


m 


BURNS*  WORp. 


ttid  n  btrd't  *  klrl(»  and  tippeirtupert  wlien 
MM  Uki  the  gttet  first  like  a  Lidy*t  ^atlewoman 
Ml  a  minuvae,  or  a  hen  oo  a  het  girdlei  but 
phf*s  a  yattld,  poutherie  Girrtn  for  a'  that,  and 
lias  a  stomack  like  Willie  Stalker's  rneere  that 
wad  hae  diagcetted  tumblpr-wheels,  for  sheMl 
whip  roe  aff  her  five  stimpartK  o*  the  beat  aits 
at  a  doirn-sittin  and  ne*er  fash  her  thumb. 
When  ance  her  ringbanes  and  spivies,  her  crucks 
and  cramps,  are  fairly  aoupl'd,  she  beets  to, 
beets  to,  and  ay  the  hindmost  hour  the  tightest. 
I  could  wager  her  price  to  a  thretty  pennies 
that,  for  tmra  or  three  wooks  rid  in  at  fifty  mile 
a  day,  the  deiUsticket  a  five  gallopers  acqueesh 
Clyde  and  Whithorn  could  cast  saut  on  her  tail. 

I  hae  dander'd  uwre  a*  the  kintra  frae  Dum- 
bar  to  Selcraig,  and  hae  forgather*d  wi'  roony  a 
f  aid  fallow,  and  monie  a  weelfarM  hizzie.  I 
net  wi'  twa  dink  quines  in  particlar,  ane  o* 
them  a  somie,  fine,  fodgel  la8«,  baith  braw  and 
*booie  i  the  thher  was  a  clean- shankit,  straught, 
tight,  weelfur'd  wiocb,  as  blithe's  a  lintwhite 
on  a  flowerie  thurn,  and  as  Kweet  and  moJest's 
a  new  blawo  pluinrose  in  a  hazle  shaw.  They 
were  baith  bred  to  mainers  by  the  l)euk,  and 
onie  ane  o*  them  bad  a«  murkle  »meddum  and 
nimblgumtion  as  the  half  o'  some  presbytries 
that  you  and  I  baith  ken.  They  play'd  me  sik 
a  deevil  o'  a  shavie  that  I  daur  say  if  my  hari> 
gals  were  turn'd  out,  ye  wad  see  twa  nicks  i'  tlie 
peart  o*  me  like  the  mark  o'  u  kail-whittle  in  a 
castock. 

I  was  gaun  to  write  you  a  lang  pystle,  but, 
Gude  forgie  me,  I  gat  n^ysel  sae  notuuriously 
bitchify'd  the  day  after  kail-time  that  I  can 
hardly  stoiter  but  and  ben. 

My  best  respecks  to  the  gu  id  wife  and  a'  our 
common  friens,  e^peciall  Mr.  and  Mrs  Cruik- 
•hank  and  the  honest  guidman  o'  Jock's  Lodge. 

I'll  be  in  Dumfries  the  morn  gif  the  bcu»t  be 
to  the  fore,  anil  the  braoks  bide  hale. 

Gude  be  wi*  you,  Willie  ! 

Amen!— 


Na  XLV. 


FROM  MR.  JOHN  HUTCHINSON. 


Jamaica,  St.  Ann*»,  \Uh  June,  1787. 


tlR, 


I  RKceiVKD  yours,  dated  Edinburgh,  Sd  Ja- 
Hilary,  1787,  wherein  you  acquaint  me  you  were 
aogaged  with  Mr.  Douglas  of  Port  Antonio,  fur 


of  July,  the  Dr«n  of  Edinbur(;h  prepared  to  officiate 
in  St  Gilet's.  The  congregation  coiitinueti  quiet  till 
the  aervioe  began,  when  an  old  woman,  impelled  by 
sudden  indignation,  started  up,  and  exdairaing  aloud. 
*  Villain!  da<t  thou  say  the  Man  at  my  lug  !*  threw 
the  aUxA  oo  whieh  she  had  been  sitting,  at  the  Dean's 
bead.  A  wild  uproar  commenced  that  instant.  The 
rice  was  interrupted.  The  women  invaded  the 
with  execrations  and  outcries,  and  the  Dean  dis. 
bimsdf  from  his  surplice  to  escape  irom  their 
'«  tflf^  ^Scol^M4<,  VOL  filL  p.  12S. 


three  years,  at  thirty  pounds  sterling  a-yaar; 
and  am  happy  some  unexpected  accidents  inter- 
vened that  prevented  your  sailing  with  the  ves- 
sel, as  I  have  great  reason  to  think  Mr.  Dou- 
glas's employ  would  by  no  means  have  answer- 
ed your  expectations.  I  received  a  copy  of  yoor 
publications,  for  which  I  return  you  my  thanks, 
and  it  is  my  own  opinion,  as  well  as  that  of  such 
of  my  friends  as  have  seen  them,  they  are  moat 
excellent  in  their  kind ;  although  some  eottM 
have  wished  they  had  been  in  the  English  ttylc^ 
as  they  allege  the  Scottish  dialect  is  now  bo> 
coming  obsolete,  and  thereby  the  elegance  aod 
beauties  of  your  poems  are  in  a  great  measora 
lost  to  far  the  greater  part  of  the  community. 
Nevertheless  there  is  no  doubt  jpu  had  sufficient 
reasons  fur  your  conduct — perhaps  the  wishes 
of  some  of  the  Scottish  nobility  and  gentry,  your 
patrons,  who  will  a1wa)'S  relish  their  own  dd 
country  style;  and  your  own  inclinations  for 
the  same.  It  is  evident  from  several  passagca 
in  your  works,  you  are  as  capable  of  writing  in 
the  Engli.^h  as  in  the  Scottish  dialect,  and  lam 
in  greit  hopes  your  genius  for  poetry,  from  tha 
specimen  you  have  already  given,  will  turn  oot 
both  for  profit  and  honour  to  yoursdf  and 
country.  I  can  by  no  means  advise  you  now 
to  think  of  coming  to  the  West  Indies,  as,  I 
assure  you,  there  is  no  encouragement  for  m 
man  of  learning  and  genius  here ;  and  am  very 
confident  you  can  do  far  better  in  Great  Bri- 
tain, than  in  Jamaica.  I  am  glad  to  hear  mj 
friends  are  well,  and  shall  always  be  happy  to 
he.ir  from  you  at  all  convenient  (^portunitiett 
wishing  you  success  in  all  your  undertakings. 
I  will  esteem  it  a  particular  favour  if  you  w31 
send  me  a  copy  of  the  other  edition  yon  are  now 
printing. 

I  am,  with  respect. 

Dear  Sir,  yours,  See. 

JOHN  HUTCHINSOir. 


No.  XLVL 
TO  »IR.  W.  NICOLL. 

Mauchline,  Jutu  18,  1787. 

Mr  DKAR  FRIIND, 

I  AM  now  arrived  safe  in  my  native  conntry, 
after  a  very  agreeable  jaunt,  and  have  the  pita- 
sure  to  find  all  mv  friends  well.  I  breakfasted 
with  your  grey-headed,  reverend  friend,  Mr. 
Smith ;  and  was  highly  pleased  both  with  the 
cordial  welcome  he  gave  me,  and  his  moat  ex- 
cellent appearance  and  sterling  good  sense. 

I  have  been  with  Mr.  Miller  at  Dalswinton, 
and  am  to  meet  him  again  in  August.  From 
my  view  of  the  lands  and  his  receptioa  of  mv 
hardship,  my  hopes  in  that  business  aro  nxhir 
mended  ;  but  still  they  are  but  slender. 

I  am  quite  charmed  with  Dumfries  firUrs 
Mr.  Burniude,  tha  clergyman,  in  ptrtaenUr,  |s 
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a  mtn  whom  I  shall  ever  gntefully  remember ; 
and  his  wife,  Gude  forgie  me,  I  had  almost 
broke  the  tenth  commandment  on  her  account. 
Simplicity,  elegance,  good  sense,  sweetness  of 
disposition,  good  humour,  kind  hospitality,  are 
the  constituents  of  her  manner  and  heart ;  in 
short — but  if  I  say  one  word  more  about  her,  I 
•hall  be  directly  in  love  with  her. 

I  never,  my  friend,  thought  mankind  very 
capable  of  any  thing  generous  ;  but  the  ftateli- 
nes*  of  the  Patricians  in  Edinburgh,  and  the 
servility  of  my  plebeian  brethren,  (who,  per- 
haps, formerly  eyed  me  askance),  since  I  re- 
turned home,  have  nearly  put  me  out  of  conceit 
alu^ether  with  my  species.  I  have  bought  a 
pocket  Milton  which  I  carry  perpetually  about 
with  me,  in  order  to  study  the  sentiments — the 
dauntless  magnanimity ;  the  intrepid,  unyield- 
ing independence,  the  desperate  daring,  and 
noble  defiance  of  hardship,  in  that  great  per- 
sonage, Satan.  'Tie  true,  I  have  just  now  a 
little  cash  ;  but  I  am  afraid  the  star  that  hith- 
erto  has  shed  its  malignant,  purpose-blasting 
rays  full  in  my  senith  ;  that  noxious  planet  so 
baneful  in  its  influences  to  the  rhyming  tribe,  I 
much  dread  it  is  not  yet  beneath  my  horizon.-— 
Misfortune  dodges  the  path  of  human  life  ;  the 
poetic  mind  finds  itself  miserably  deranged  in, 
and  unfit  for  the  walks  of  business ;  add  to  all, 
that,  thoughtless  follies  and  hare-brained  whims, 
like  so  many  iffnes  futui,  eternally  diverging 
from  the  right  line  of  sober  discretion,  sparkle 
with  step-bewitching  blaze  in  the  idly-gazing 
eyes  of  the  poor  heedless  Bard,  till,  pop,  **  he 
falls  like  Lucifer,  never  to  hope  again."  God 
grant  this  may  be  an  unreal  picture  with  re- 
spect to  me !  but  should  it  not,  I  have  very 
little  dependence  on  mankind.  I  will  close  my 
letter  with  this  tribute  my  heart  bids  me  pay 
you— the  many  ties  of  acquaintance  and  friend- 
ship which  I  have,  or  think  I  have  io  life,  I 
have  felt  along  the  lines,  and,  d— n  them !  they 
are  almost  all  of  them  of  such  frail  contexture, 
that  I  am  sure  they  would  not  stand  the  breath 
of  the  least  adverse  breeze  of  fortune  ;  but  ftom 
you,  my  ever  dear  Sir,  I  look  with  confidence 
for  the  Apostolic  love  that  shall  wait-  on  me 
*'  through  good  report  and  bad  report" — the 
love  which  Solomon  emphatically  says  **  Is 
strong  ts  death."  My  compliments  to  Mrs. 
Kicoll,  and  all  the  circle  of  our  common  friends. 

P.  S.  I  shall  bt  in  Edinburgh  about  tha  latter 
nd  of  July. 


and  Stirling,  and  am  delighted  with  their  a|ll» 
pearance  :  richly  waving  cro|is  of  wheat,  barl^, 
&c.  but  no  harvest  at  all  yet,  except  in  one  or 
two  places,  an  old  Wife's  Ridge — Yesterday 
rooming  I  rode  from  this  town  up  the  mean* 
dring  Devon's  banks  to  pay  my  respects  to  some 
Ayrshire  folks  at  Harvieston.  After  breaklasti 
we  made  a  party  to  go  and  see  the  famous  Cau- 
dron-linn,  a  remarkable  cascade  in  the  Devon, 
about  five  miles  above  Harvieston ;  And  after 
spending  one  of  the  most  pleasant  days  I  ever 
had  in  my  lifie,  I  returned  to  Stirling  io  the 
evening.  Thev  are  a  fomily,  Sir,  though  I  hai 
not  hud  any  prior  tie ;  though  they  had  not  been 
the  brother  and  sifters  of  a  certain  genwottfl 
friend  of  mine,  I  would  never  forget  them.  I" 
am  told  you  have  not  seenvthcm  these  several 
years,  so  you  can  have  very  little  idea  of  what 
these  young  folks  are  now.  Your  brother  it  u 
tall  as  you  are,  hut  slender  rather  than  other- 
wise ;  and  I  have  the  satisfaction  to  inform  yon 
that  he  is  getting  the  Itotter  of  those  consump- 
tive symptoms  which  I  suppose  you  know  were 
threatening  him.  His  make,  and  particularly 
his  manner,  resemble  you,  but  he  will  still  have 
a  finer  fice.  (I  put  in  the  word  stillf  to  please 
Ml!).  Hamilton.)  Goo<l  sense,  modesty,  and  at 
the  same  time  a  just  idea  (*f  that  respect  tha^ . 
man  owes  to  man.  and  has  a  right  in  his  turn 
to  exact,  arc  striking  features  in  his  character  | 
and,  what  with  me  is  the  Alpha  and  the  Ome* 
ga,  he  has  a  heai  t  might  adorn  the  breast  of  a 
poet !  Grace  has  a  good  figure  and  the  look  ol 
health  and  cheerfulness,  but  nothing  else  re« 
markable  in  her  person.  I  scarcely  ever  saw  so 
striking  a  likeness  as  is  between  her  and  yout 
little  Beenic  ;  the  mouth  and  chin  particularly. 
She  is  reserved  at  first ;  but  as  we  grew  better 
acquainted,  I  was  delighted  with  the  nativt 
frankness  of  her  manner,  and  the  sterling  senso 
of  her  observation.  Of  Charlotte,  I  cannot 
speak  in  common  terras  of  admiration:  she  is 
not  only  beautiful,  but  lovely.  Her  form  is  ele* 
gant ;  her  features  not  regular,  but  they  havf 
the  >mile  of  sweetness  and  the  settled  compla* 
cency  of  good  nature  in  the  highest  degree  ;  and 
her  com))lexion,  now  that  ^he  has  happily  re* 
covered  her  wonted  health,  is  equal  to  Mi« 
Burnet's.  After  the  exercise  of  our  riding  to 
the  Falls,  Charlotte  was  exactly  Dr.  Doonc*a 
mistress : 


<*  Her  pnre  and  eloquent  blood 
her    cheeks,    and    so  dittiactl/ 


No.  XLVII. 

TO  QAVIN  HAMILTON,  Esq. 

ICT  DCAK  siK,         Stirlinfff  2Bth  Aug,  1787. 

Hiai  am  I  on  my  way  to  Inverness.    I  have 
^•mbled  ovtr  tbo  ricb^  A;rtil«  carses  of  Falkirk  ^oong  folks  ?   I  bad  a  thousand  ^ttcttioai  t9 


Spoke    in 

wrought. 
That  one  would  almost  say  her  body  thought,** 

Her  eyes  are  fascinating  ;  at  once  ezprttsiTC  ol 
good  sense,  tenderness,  and  a  noble  mind. 

I  do  not  give  you  all  this  account,  my  good 
Sir,  to  flatter  you.  I  mean  it  to  reproach  yom* 
Such  relations  the  first  peer  in  the  realm  might 
own  with  pride ;  then  why  do  you  not  keep  0|^ 
more   correspondence   with    thtfse  so 


t7« 


BttR!4$*  WORKS. 


■boat  T0«  «n  t  I  lud  to  daKribt  tlw 
lictb  OHM  with  tbe  miDutenen  of  aMtoaijr. 
Thcf  were  highly  delighted  when  I  told  them 
that  John*  wu  ao  kcmnI  a  boy,  and  ao  fine  a 
■eholar,  and  that  Willie  f  was  going  on  atill 
very  pretty ;  but  I  have  it  in  oooimiaaion  to 
t«Q  W  from  them  that  beauty  ia  a  poor  ailly 
btnble  without  ahe  be  good.  Miaa  Chalmera  I 
had  left  in  Edinburgh,  but  I  had  the  plaatora 
of  meeting  with  Mia.  Chalmera,  only  Lady 
M*Kenaie  being  rather  a  little  alarmingly  ill  <^ 
a  loro-throat,  aomewhat  marr'd  our  enjoyment. 
I  ahall  not  be  in  Ayrshire  for  four  wadciw 
Ifv  moat  rwpoctful  complimcnta  to  Mra.  Ha- 
niton,  lliia  Kennedy,  and  Dr.  M'Knaie.  I 
•ball  probably  write  him  from  aoma  atagt  or 


1  tm  cTw,  Sir, 

Youra  moat  grUMHy, 


VcTLLVm 

TO  BOL  WALKER,  BLAIR  Ot^ 
ATHOLE. 

Ikvernutt  5th  Sept,  1787. 
Irtr  MAR  tin, 

I  HATS  jttft  timo  to  write  tho  fongoing,  { 
ud  to  tell  you  that  it  waa  (at  kaat  moat  part 
•I  it),  the  cffoaion  of  an  half  hour  I  apent  at 
BiMT.  I  do  not  mean  it  waa  tstrmport,  tar  I 
bavt  endeavoured  to  brush  it  up  as  well  aa  Mr. 
V  *s  chat,  and  the  jogging  of  the  chaise, 

WDtthI  allow.  It  eases  my  heart  a  good  deal, 
•s  rhyme  ia  the  coin  with  which  a  poet  pays  his 
debts  of  honour  or  gratitude.  What  I  owe  to 
the  noble  lamUy  of  Athole,  of  the  first  kind,  I 
^all  ever  proudly  boast ;  what  I  owe  of  tbe 
Unt,  so  help  me  God  in  my  hour  of  need,  I 
alall  never  forget. 

The  little  *'  angel  band !— I  declare  I  pray- 
ed lor  tbrm  very  sincerely  to^y  at  the  Fall  of 
^rars.  I  ahall  never  forget  the  fine  family- 
picee  I  aaw  at  Blair;  the  amiable,  the  truly 
wM»  Dochcaa,  with  her  amiling  little  seraph 
it  her  lap,  at  the  head  of  tlie  table ;  the  lovely 
**  olivt  plants,'*  as  the  Hebrew  bard  finely  sayis 
rtnnd  the  happy  mother;  the  beautiful  Mra. 

0  ;  the  lovely,  sweet  Miss  C  tic    I  wish 

1  had  the  powers  of  Guido  to  do  them  justice ! 
My  Lord  Duke's  kind  hospitality,   markedly 

kind,  indeed-— —Mr  O.  of  F *s  charms  of 

eottversatioo— Sir  W.  M  's  friendship— in 
abort,  the  recolkiction  of  all  that  polite,  agree- 


•  This  Uthe  **  wee  eurtU  JoknnU,"  mentioned  in 
Bnmi^  dedication  to  Gavin  Hamilton.  Eiq.    To  this 

Ktleman,  and  every  braaeh  of  the  family,  the  Editor 
idebted  for  mudi  htfonnation  rcspeetiitf  the  poet, 
and  very  mteAiIty  admowledgss  the  kimfiiaM  shewn 

4  Nov  nuBtiad  to  the  Rev.  John  Tod,  Minister  of 
ManriUina. 

5  •«  Tte  humble  Petition  of  Bnuw-Walar  tt  thai 


aUt  enmpany,  niaet  la  hoocat  gloir  in  ay 


No.  XLIX. 
TO  MR.  GILBERT  BURNS. 

Edinhwrgk,  I7th  Sept.  17!I7* 

MT  l>CAft  BROTHKR, 

I  ARKiTKD  here  aaCs  yestenUy  eveninj(.  af^ 
a  tour  of  twenty-two  days  and  travellinf  near 
nx  hundred  milea,  windin;^  included.  My 
fiutheat  atretch  waa  about  ten  mile*  beyond  la- 
vcmeaa.  I  went  throujii:h  the  heart  of  ihm 
Highlanda,  by  Crieil^  Tajrmouth,  the  Csmons 
aeat  of  Lord  Breadalbane,  down  tbe  T^, 
aoMN^  eaaeadct  and  druidical  circlea  o[  ttonea 
to  Dunkeld.  a  aeat  of  the  Duke  of  Athole; 
thcnet  crom  Tay,  and  up  one  of  bia  tributarjr 
atraama  to  , Blair  of  Athole,  another  of  Htm 
Dukc'a  acati^  where  I  had  the  honour  of  apead 
ing  nearly  two  daya  with  hia  Grace  and  hmSj  ; 
thence  nnay  nilaa  through  a  wiM  oomitry,  ^ 
moof  dift  fTMrwithtteriial  aoowa,  nodgfainMjr 
aavagn  glcni^  till  I  croaaed  Spey  and  wont  dnva 
the  atream  throngh  Strathapty,  an  IIudom  ia 
Soottiah  moaic  Badenoch,  Iw.  till  I  riiclini 
Grant  Caatlc,  where  I  apent  half  a  day  witk 
Sir  Jamca  Grant  and  family ;  and  tbon  croaand 
the  coontry  lor  Fort  George,  but  caUod  by  tbn 
way  at  Cawdor,  the  ancient  aeat  of  Macbantk  ; 
there  I  aaw  tbe  identical  bed  in  which,  tradi* 
tion  aaya.  King  Duncan  waa  murdared :  laatty, 
from  Fort  George  to  Invrmeaa. 

I  returned  by  the  coaat,  throngh  Nairn,  For- 
res, and  80  on,  to  Aberdeen ;  thenoe  to  Sloaa 
hive,  where  Jamea  Bomea,  firom  Montroanb  nact 
me  by  appointment.     I  apent  two  d^ 
nur  relatione,  and  found  onr  annla, 
Isabel,  still  alive,  and  bale  old  woman.     Jobm 
Caird,  though  bom  the  aamo  year  wltk  our  fia* 
ther,  walks  as  vigorously  as  I  can ;  they  lunrw 
had  several  letters  from  hia  aon  in  New  Yodb 
William  Brand  ia  likewiw  a  atont  old  Inllov  : 
but  further  particulara  I  delay  tiU  I  ■••  ymmp 
which  will  be  in  two  or  three  weeks.     Tho 
reat  of  my  atagea  are  not  worth  rrlmiiaiiig : 
warm  as  I  was  from  Oasian'a  country,  wknrt  I 
had  aeen  hia  very  graven  what  cared  I  fnr  flak* 
ing  towns  or  fertile  carses  }  I  alept  »t  tho  &• 
motts  Brodie  of  Brodie'a  one  night,  and  diaa4 
at  Gordon  Caatlo  next  day  with  tkn   I>«h% 
Duchess,  and  family.     I  am  thinking  to  caana 
my  old  nure  to  meet  me,  by  means  aC  Joha 
Ronald,  at  Glasgow ;  but  yon  ahall  hear  &rthcr 
from  me  before  I  leave  Edinburgh.     My  daCy, 
and  many  compliments  from  the  north,  to  My 
mother,  and  my  brotheriy  oomplimcala  to  tW 
rest.     I  have  brea  trying  lor  a  biith  tat  Wil* 
liam,  but  am  not  likely  to  be 
FarewrU. 


C0RBB8P0NDB!lCE. 


ttl 


KO.L. 
PROM  BfR.  R. 


•IE,  Oehtertprt,  «td  October,  1787. 

'TwAi  only  ycttcnUy  I  got  Colonel  Bdmon- 
•tono's  aotwer,  that  neither  the  words  of 
2>oini  tk€  frnni  J}avi§,  nor  Dainty  Davie  (I 
Cmi^  which  jrou  mentioned),  were  written  by 
Colonel  G.  Crawford.  Next  time  I  meet  him, 
I  will  inquire  about  his  coui^in's  poetical  talents. 

Encloied  are  the  inscriptions  yon  requested, 
and  a  letter  to  Mr.  Young,  whose  company  and 
musical  talents  will,  I  am  persuaded,  be  a  feast 
to  you.  *  Nobody  can  give  you  better  hints, 
•s  to  your  present  plan,  than  he.  Receive 
also  Omeron  Cameron,  which  seemed  to  make 
•nch  a  deep  impremion  on  your  imagination, 
that  I  am  not  without  hopes  it  will  be^pet  sonie- 


•  These  laMriptiom,  lo  much  admirsd  bjr  Bums, 

X— 


warmN  in  176S. 
PUR  THE  SALICTUSI     AT  OCHTBRTYRB. 

SaLusarrATis  voluptatisqoe  caoas* 

Hoe  Salictum, 

Paludem  dim  infidara, 

Mihi  meisque  dcsioco  et  exomo. 

Hie,  proeul  neeotlis  strepituque 

Innoculs  deliciis 

ttlvulas  farter  naiotntn  reptandi, 

Apiumque  labores  naspkiendi, 

Pnior, 

Hie,  ci  fsxit  Deut  opt  max. 

Propc  Ininc  fontem  pcllueidum. 

Com  qoadam  juventutls  amioo  superetite, 

Sspe  eonquiescam,  Mnex, 

Contcntus  modidt,  meoque  laetus  I 

Sin  aliter^ 

JCviquejpaululum  superri^ 

Vot  sflvulsp,  ec  amid, 

Cseteraque  smoraa, 

Yakte,  diuq*ie  bctamini  t  * 


KKGLISBED. 

To  improve  both  air  and  aoil. 

I  dram  and  dcoorste  this  plantation  or  wino«s. 

Which  was  lately  an  unprofitable  moraM. 

Here,  tar  from  noise  and  stiife, 

I  love  to  wander. 

Now  fondly  marking  ths  prof^ress  of  my  trees. 

Now  Rtudylnff  the  bee,  iu  aru  and  mannen. 

HcfV,  if  it  pleases  Almighty  God, 

May  I  often  rest  in  the  eveninf;  of  life. 

Near  that  trantpnrent  fountjUn, 

With  lome  turvivine  fVtend  of  my  yontfU 

Contented  with  a  competeoey. 

And  happy  with  my  lot 

If  vain  theie  humble  wishes. 

And  life  draws  near  a  eloie. 

Ye  trees  and  ftiends. 

And  whatever  else  is  dear, 

FarewcO,  and  long  may  ye  flourbh. 


ABOVE  THE  DOOR  OF  THE  HOUSE. 
WftlTTKV  111  1775. 

Mihi  radsque  utinam  erwtingil^ 

Props  Taidil  maifinem, 

Unto  in  Agello, 

Rwe  flvart  fuiMequt  noil  I 


I 


tikiog  t»  ddight  di0  pablie  k  dot  tiflM:  ni» 
no  donbt»  the  droamslttBees  of  thk  littlt  tide 
might  be  varied  or  extended,  so  at  to  inak* 
part  of  a  pastoral  eomedy.  Ago  or  wonndn 
might  havt  kept  Omeron  at  hone,  whilst  lUt 
oountrymen  were  in  the  fidd.  Uia  itatiwi 
may  be  eomewhat  varied,  withoat  losing  his 
simplicity  and  kindness  •  •  •  •  A  groap 
of  characters,  male  and  female,  coanerted  with 
the  plot,  might  be  formed  from  his  family,  or 
some  neighbouring  one  of  rank.  It  is  not  in* 
dispensable  that  Uie  guest  should  bt  a  man  ei 
high  station;  nor  ia  the  political  qoarrtl  ia 
which  he  is  engaged,  of  much  importance,  na- 
less  to  call  forth  the  exercise  of  generosity  ao^ 
faithfulneac,  grafted  on  patriarchal  hospitalitv. 
To  introduce  state  affiirs,  would  raise  um 
style  above  comedy;  though  a  email  spiee of 
them  would  season  the  converse  of  swaini. 
Upon  this  head  I  cannot  say  more  than  to  n* 
commend  the  study  of  the  character  of  Emmraa 
in  the  Odyssey,  which,  in  Mr.  Pope's  traasU* 
don,  is  an  exquisite  and  invaluable  drawiof 
from  nature,  that  would  suit  some  of  our  oona- 
try  elders  of  the  present  day. 

There  must  be  love  in  the  plot,  and  a  happjr 
discovery ;  and  peace  and  pardon  may  be  tan 
reward  of  hospitality,  and  honest  attachment 
to  misguided  principles.  When  you  have  onco 
thought  of  a  plot,  and  brought  the  atory  iat» 
form.  Dr.  Blacklock,  or  Mr.  H.  Madcenm^ 
may  be  useful  in  dividing  it  intn  aeta  and 
scenes;  for  in  these  inkttera  one  mnat  ftf 
some  attention  to  certain  rules  of  the  draoMk 
These  yon  could  afterwards  fill  up  at  yoor  lei- 
sure. Bnt,  whibt  I  preanme  to  give  a  km 
well-meant  hintSr  let  me  advise  yon  to  atndv 
the  spirit  of  my  namesake's  dialogue^  *  whiek 
is  natural  without  being  low,  ai^,  under  tho 
trammels  of  verse,  is  such  aa  conntry  people  ia 
their  situations  speak  every  day.  You  havo 
only  to  bring  down  your  own  stnia  a  very  lit- 
tle. A  great  plan,  such  as  this,  would  con- 
center all  your  ideas,  which  focilitates  the  ext* 
cution,  and  makes  it  a  part  of  one's  pleaanra. 

I  approve  of  your  plan  of  retiring  from  dm 
and  dimipation  to  a  form  of  very  moderato  stat, 
sufficient  to  find  exercise  for  mind  and  body» 
but  not  so  great  as  to  absorb  better  thiagii 
And  if  some  intellectual  pursuit  be  well  ebosea 
and  steadily  pursued,  it  will  be  more  loerativt 
than  most  farms,  in  this  age  of  rapid  improvo- 
ment. 

Upon  this  subject,  aa  yoor  wdl-wishir  aiA 
admirer,  permit  me  to  go  a  step  forther.    Lai 

■jfOLisnio. 

On  the  bsnks  of  the  Tefth, 

In  the  small  but  sweet  Inhsritaaia 

Of  myfkthers. 

May  I  and  mine  live  In  ^__ 

Aoddieinjoyftdhopet 


iBMriptiaiis,  sod  tht 

tteofMr.  R . 

•  AUaBRamiay.iBthf 


Mlittl 


m 


BtfRttS*  WOIUCS. 


A«t  brigU  Ulrat*  whiok  Hi*  Aloightf  hit 
ttHowcd  on  fDU,  b*  iHHferth  cmphiyid  td 
llw  BoUe  pnrpoM  of  iiippDiliBg  thg  uoia  of 
tnth  and  irinoe.  Am  im^iutioii  u  riritd 
•nd  IbfclbU  u  yon™,  nuii  do  Iha  in  auaj  difc 
bnnl  iDod»  i  nor  ii  it  BtrniTj  w  be  liwi^ 
Mrioilt,  which  jon  have  been  la  gfond  pnrpoae ; 
gmil  munli  laiy  ba  rttotnnwndeil  In  ■  cooudy, 

ta  th>  hot  »nd  iD«i[pri»D™  of  ynnihi — ind 
h«  pHU  ma  bout,  like  Thom«n,  of  nmt 
kiviog  writlBi  ■  liae.  which,  dying. '  ' 


Xa.tl 
PROH  HR.  W  - 


AlXehEmim, 

Yavk  lirtMr  of  thi  Bth  r 
ihelUh;  wh»t  ■wkw.nl  iMH  it  hm<  takn  t 
know  not ;  but  it  depri>td  mi  of  (bo  ploMBf* 
of  wiitin"  ta  foa  ia  tho  muoor  pa  pri|Miii 
><  you  n<>t>t  bix  left  Dundea  beiiir*  ■  BotMT 
muld  poviibly  ha**  fo*  t^*^     1  ^"P*  J*" 


k»p  cinr  of  ibe  thonl]'  walki  of  eatire.  which 

KBil  ii  doublT  dUEFRHii  whm  one  il  (uppfMrd 

Aiuii  to  ihrir  Met  or  pirty.     About  tnodn  of 

faith,  «riom  ind  eicellent  in<-D  bnv.  Jwiyi 

tiSrnit  and  ihen  ero  ».     ' 

liooa,  which  miy  iSini]  kd 

phyaieal  betdi,  bat  wldum 

tnnpn-.     WhibI  Ihow  poinn  an  beyond  hn- 

Buu  ken,  it  >•  •uffioioBt  that  all  out  I    '-    " 

•■r  ia  their  vitwaofmacali.     Yon  wi 

■ae  for  thev  hlnti. 

Well  1  what  thiak  yna  of  goad  lady  C.  ? 
tl  i>  •  pity  (he  il  10  deaf,  and  apcaki  ao  india- 
tini^ily.  Her  bouee  ii  ■  igvi-ian  of  the  ma 
feioDi  of  oar  geDlry  of  tba  la>t  ■gc  when  he 
^tality  and  e)eta>inn  of  mind  wen  cooapic 
Vtt  amidit  plain  faro  and  pliin  furoilun. 
•lull  br  gUd  to  hoar  from  yon  il  timo,  if  it 


put.      Ibeg 

blaeklock,* 


n  liket 


my  beat  mpccii  to  Dr.  ai 


1  ftrtka  I 
Ii  thiak  witk  nxalioa  oa  111 
indiipaailuM  which  laat  mi  a  itf"* 


You  baow  bow  auiaa*  dia  Dak* 

mother  day  of  yon,  and  to  let  Ifr. 

Dundna  hive  the  plaMur*  of  your  ODnrenatioa 

Ibe  bat  dainty  with  which  ba  aaoU  latar- 

io  an  bwiured  gaoal.     Yoa  know  likewin 

but   pcrhtpe   yoa    ( 

'  ihey  drrwd,  with  thair  «Mal  fertility 
iirna.  Ona  of  lh«  aarraaK  wai  tent  l» 
river  to  hriba  him  tadaaaon  or  pnU  «f  > 
ron  one  of  hit  banet,  bat  tbo  laibBib 


X^i'ia  ii'iuil.  in  tiUinii  aim  ud  rinflac  hob  Ik. 
■uiett'l^Mrfidlln.  BatUaMaBMiOninataraihid 
the  hcinh.  tpnad  the  Km  KM^njjag  R.  aad  iitkit 


Star  |a  mwfnjublied  ctanner  In  llw  flneenib  oca- 
tat7l,  awl  Dnatd  Ntewl,  Earl  or  CalihMB.  Iiad  tha 

Sdiaber,  with  a  >1w  of  all«kln||  abwly  of  M-Dna- 
■Idi,  eommandid  (^  Piniakl  Hallwh.  anil  piMad  upon 

iBt  linHly  iniEllinoa  of  iheir  apjviwh,  Ihi  Innr- 
«nti  nic  uf  nimdtatdy  to  thanpHailcihon  la  their 
nraglih  or  Iwau  anared  Kith  tkam  Th*  khir> 
IroDPi  enearoptd  infullxnirln;  but  thcM'Donal^ 

EuEoltifiJiaulnildBlibt,  iuthM  than.  kllM  ■>" 
H  o(Caitbiii<e,aid3aM;*d  oedtapnoil  IMirt 

-it. 


Kni  mdralBC  they  had  >  plaidful  taaoklM,  and  at 
hli  iWariun  hli  tuM  ardud  CaoHn^  l(  ha  kaa* 
fhniii  he  had  enfirtitlHiir  "  Vou  nay  ^nkiNi,- 
aiu-rml  ne,  '-beontot  the  klortoOoni  but  vhs- 

vai  niy^^jrvlo  prntcet  you.  To  what  my  itottaaa 
aEirdid.  you  an  nuM  waleoiu.'— ■■  Vaat  mmi, 
UKn.'nplMlhCDther,  " <> Iha  Eail otMai i  ladtt 

ID  ttu  Mtileof  KlUnnnlb-— "  H<'MeWi«  (■'ha 

you!  nohlnUanaif.'MidOinmioi  "  it  laaavB-la 

TieHiytlmayianooinnetTi  aimnblidi  aadOia 
IniuigHIH,  flndinf  thrnwlvei  nable  to  make  hnd 
■(.ilnu  II.  dlfanrd.  TheM'Donakl-,  ho«n«,  fof 
botieo  Ihat  omamn  had  been  (ha  Eafr*  turn,  aa* 

Ml  ehlWrnta'lbafUa'or  kjMToBilMaCaallt  wd 


pnTEer  lold  hint  Tudclf,  hti  LnnlAlp  waiatdiaBer.  Bad 
Iua4tat  af  lothlananwnaannoiineed-  Cpaahcaiw 
Inf  Ihat  It  vaa  OmeroB  Cameron.  Iha  Karl  nMl  Craaa 

iK^Hana,  '*  I  >a>  a  Di^t  la  hb  how,  aad  jnl 
mcM  nianiirully :  but  riAed  of  riolhn  ma  mr  bod. 
OniRon  ItoniBmnchiia*  (MelleBt  Mlovr  Ha 
wai  iBUi-ductd  Miopia  peal  ban,  aad  laalTad  with 
Ibe  Mlmine  he  daatnad.  Vpta  haarliH  boa  ha  ^ 
bno tnaud.  IM  BbI iBt* Mna tbar mirk  laim  Ban 
iheeaaiii;  mi  it  H  MM  tbm  an  Hill  la  the  aouM» 
■  numhat  vt  CuwoBi  tmnM  of  Ibk  ri'|1Ii| 


COBaBWONDKMCr 

UU.    PnA  airvM  /    lie  drint  wu  i 
rialitU.     Tonr  rcna  luTe  given    lu  much  i 
duight,  Uld  I  dunk  »iU  prwJuce  their  pn 


They  prgdnced  ■  pmriTful 
mdiMly ;  iir  iha  moniing  ttta  I  nai 
tae  all  Mt  Qui  in  proeouion  tu  th«  Bniir.  «h*n 
ansa  nf  ibe  lifUa  had  bnn  thne  (even  m 
cigbt  yean,  and  aguii  enjoyed  ihem  there. 
The  ptiujei  ve  moet  admired  are  tbe  d»crip 
tion  uf  the  ilging  IroHlt.  Of  the  high  Tall 
"  Iwiating  tlreugth,'*  it  a  happy  picti 
Qpper  pLETt.  The  cbaracteri  of  the  birds, 
■*  DiM  and  melloff,",  i*  the  Ihnuh  itKlC  The 
bencvglFDt  aniieiy  for  their  happines  and  dJe- 
ty  I  highly  apiiroTc.  The 
ginning  "  Here  liaply  tw>" — darUif  ibuhins  it 
BOU  docriptinly  Oadaoic 


'  at  the  Bnur.  Ai 
U  miaerabli  bovtl, 
■■  vilh  loDkt  af 


deny  niynelf  the  pleunre 
dent  which  happened  yeiU 
pened  the  door  dI 

porerly,  and  it 


^hofiH 


'Bber 
liihed,  anii  in  the 


bcr,  and,  with  ■  vdiemcace  ft  le 


confuiiaa  i^  her  gratitude,  i 
C  and  I,  Ihal  ire  might  not  hurl  her  delii 
•BtErtd — hut,  good  God,  whit  wrelcbedi 
It  wai  a  coir-haiiiF — her  owa  cottage  bad 
burnt  lait  vinter-  The  poor  idd  creature  i 
|iBieclJy  lilent — looked  at  ftim  Q,  then  li 

■    0  teari — Miai  C.  joined 

<■    -nubility,  loot 

(iQE  ner  puive,  ana  cmptica  it  into  the  ofd 
man'i  lip.    What  a  ebanning  Heme  !— A  >i 
■emmpLiahed  cirL  i»f  levenEeen  in  ao  angelic  a 
■ituacion!    Tike  your  peucJ  and  paint  her  in 
your  mat  glowing  tinli- — Hold  her 
the  darkaaii  of  thii  aecne  of  bnman  i 
teydamia  that  Baunl  througb  thi  gaietiea  of  lift, 
wilknl  efer  feeling  one  gineroua,  oat  gnat 


Let  a 
CiCMOBE  for  two  dayi  at  I 
vill  acknowledge  thii  in  ihe  beautiei  of  naked 
nature  we  are  not  •utpau^l.  The  loch,  tbt 
Gothic  arcade,  and  the  fall  of  the  berraitage, 
(ivc  me  nuit  delight.  But  I  think  the  lail 
liaa  not  been  taken  proprr  advantage  oL  The 
IwrmitBge  a  loa  much  in  the  cooimoo-plaa 
•tyje.  Ercrf  body  rapMii  the  couch,  the  hook- 

rre«,  and  the  hairy  gown.      The  Duke'i  idci 
Ihink  better.     A  rich  and  cltgant  apirtnieul 

I  muat  DOW  beg  your  pennidioD  (unlea  yoo 
Lave  Hxne  other  doiga)  In  have  your  Tcrwi 
IKiDled.     Ttuy  tppnu  to  m*  extremely  cor- 

'  "  The  bamU*  pecidca  of,  BruB-Waur  M  lk> 


tn 


icudi.  which  many  tl  mm  uaiaat  V>  do. 
When  you  pay  toot  pcomiaed  Twt  to  tk* 
\na  d  Ochtertyn,  Mr.  ud  Hta.  OraLui  rf 
laigowiD  beg  to  hiT*  the  plwnra  of  BOBdnBt- 
>g  you  to  the  bower  of  Satf  StB  imd  Mmf 


Du>:he»  would  give  any  eonndeiatioa  tar  IB- 
other  dgbl  of  yonr  letter  to  Dr.  Hoot* ;  w* 
musi  fill  upon  aome  method  of  procult^  it  ftr 
her.     I  ihall  enckiae  thia  to  our  mutoil  friaad 

Dr.  B ,  who  maybrword  it.     1  dullU 

eicremdy  happy  to  hear  fann  yoo  U  yonr  fint 
leisure.     Eoelon  yoor  letter  in  a  conr  tddfMi 
ed  to  the  Duki  of  Atbole,  Donkdd. 
OodblMoyea, 


[«.  <tl  Otfotcr,  ITBT. 

HAtiMO  juM  vriTed  from  ibrood,  I  hid  jMt 
Demi  put  into  my  buda :  the  ploMan  I  >•• 
cived  in  reading  them,  in  iaduoed  bm  lo  M> 


»ill  be  a  tnat  of  auch  eicellencr,   thai  1 
I  In  an  injury  to  yonr  merit  and  thar  fatb 

<  prerant  their  appearing  in  public 
ctiTe  the  following  hailily-wrilten   UnM 
from  a  well-wulur. 

Pjia  &'  yonr  pen,  my  dainty  Rob, 

Yout  leiaom  wtj  •  wrilisg, 
Whilo*,  glowring  o'er  yonr  warha  I  aobi 

WhOe*  lai^h,  whiba  dvwnright  greatinf 
Your  uoaia  tyke*  may  chaim  a  tJiid, 

Tbei  woidi  an  wmdnnt  bonsy. 
Dot  guid  Scotch  drink  tltf  tnith  daa  M^ 

It  ia  u  gnid  11  omj 

Wi'jMtUiday. 


But,  wiA  m^  ha*  dm  1 1^  ia^ 
Wi'dttwiMMibHah 


m 

Whs  great  an*  ^a^s  h^n  to  davt, 
And  tak*  him  by  the  gardie ; 

It  Beta  na  ony  UwUnd  dbuU, 
Like  you  to  vene  or  rhjnne^ 

For  few  like  you  can  fley  the  de*i],  ' 
And  akalp  auld  witherM  Time 
On  ony  day. 

It!a  fair  to  praise  ilk  canty  callan. 

Be  he  of  purest  fame. 
If  ke  but  tries  to  raise  as  Allan, 

Auld  Scotia's  bonny  name ; 
To  you,  therefore,  in  humble  rhym^ 

Better  1  canna  gi'e, 
And  tho*  it*s  but  a  swatch  of  thine^ 

Accept  these  lines  frae  me, 

Upo*  this  day. 


Frae  Jock  o'  Groats  to  bonny  Tweed, 

Frae  that  e*en  to  the  line. 
In  ilka  place  where  Scotsmen  bleed. 

There  shall  your  hardship  shine ; 
Ilk  honest  chiel  wha  reads  your  buick. 

Will  there  aye  meet  a  brither. 
He  laog  may  seek,  and  lang  will  look. 

Ere  he  fin*  sic  anither 

On  ony  day. 

Feart  that  my  cruicket  verse  should  apaiige 

Some  wark  of  wordie  mak*, 
Fse  nae  mair  o*  this  head  enlarge. 

But  now  my  ferewell  tak' : 
Lang  may  you  live,  lang  may  you  write. 

And  sing  like  English  Weischell, 
This  prayer  I  do  myself  indite. 

From  yours  still,  A M , 

This  very  day. 
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No.  LIU. 
FROM  BfR.  J.  RAMSAY, 

TO  THK 

REVEREND  W.  YOUNG,  at  EasxiKi. 

BEAR  SIR,  Oehtertyre,  28rf  Oct.  1787. 

Allow  me  to  introduce  Mr.  Burns,  whose 
poems,  I  dare  say,  have  given  you  much  plea- 
sure. Upon  a  personal  acquaintance,  I  doubt 
not,  you  will  relish  the  man  as  much  as  his 
workis  in  which  there  is  a  rich  vein  of  intel- 
lectual ore.  He  has  heard  some  of  our  High- 
land  luinigi  or  songs  pUyed,  which  delighted 
him  'SO  much  that  he  has  made  words  to  one 
or  two  of  them,  which  will  render  these  more 
popular.  As  he  has  thought  of  being  in  your 
quarter,  I  am  persuaded  you  will  not  think  it 
labour  lost  to  indulge  the  poet  of  nature  with  a 
•ample  of  those  sweet  artless  melodies,  which 
only  want  to  be  married  (in  Milton's  phrase) 
to  congenial  words.    I  will)  wc  could  conjure 


up  tlie  gboat  oi  JoMpk  M<D.  to  lafuie  into  adf 
bard  a  portion  of  lua  enthuiiaam  for  tboae  ne- 
glected ain,  which  do  not  soit  die  iiwtidioiw 
mnaidana  of  the  present  hour.  Bnt  if  it  be 
true  that  Corelli  (whom  I  looked  on  is  the 
Homer  of  music)  is  out  of  date»  it  is  no  proof 
of  fhar  taste  y — thia,  however,  is  going  out  of 
my  province.  You  can  show  Mr.  Bums  tho 
nuuiner  of  singing  these  same  luinigt ;  and,  if 
he  can  humour  it  in  words,  I  do  not  despair  of 
seeing  one  of  them  sung  upon  the  stage,  m  tho 
original  style,  round  a  napkin. 

I  am  very  sorry  we  are  likely  to  meet  so  sel- 
dom in  this  neighbourhood.  It  is  one  of  the 
greatest  drawbacks  that  attends  obscurity,  that 
one  has  so  few  opportunities  of  enltivatii^  ae- 
quaintances  at  a  distance.  I  hope,  however, 
some  time  or  other,  to  have  the  pleasure  of 
beating  up  your  quarters  at  Erskme,  and  of 
hauling  you  away  to  Paisley,  Ice. ;  meanwhile 
I  beg  to  be  remembered  to  Meairs.  Boqg  and 
Myloe. 

If  Mr.  B.  goes  by ,  give  him  a  billet  on 

our  friend  Mr.  Stuart,  who,  I  preaume,  doea 
not  dread  the  frown  of  his  cb'occaati. 
I  am.  Dear  Sir, 
Your  moat  obedient  humble  servant, 

J.  RAMSAY. 


No.  LIV. 


FROM  MR.  RAMSAY, 

TO 

DR.  BLACKLOCIL 

DiAK  8IE,  Oehiertyrt^  VTtk  Ott  1787. 

I  BJccxivxD  yours  by  Mr.  Bums,  aad  give 
you  many  thanks  for  giving  me  an  opportonity 
of  conversing  with  a  man  of  his  calibre.  He 
will,  I  doubt  not,  let  you  know  what  passed  be- 
tween us  on  the  subject  of  my  hints,  to  whidt  I 
have  made  additions,  in  a  letter  sent  him  tV 
day  to  your  care. 


You  may  tell  Mr.  Bums,  when  you , 

that  Colonel  £droont(toune  told  me  t*<rther  day, 
that  his  couitin,  Colonel  George  Crawford,  was 
no  po<>t,  hut  a  great  singer  of  songs ;  but  that 
his  eldest  brother  Robert  (by  aformermarriafe) 
had  a  great  turn  that  way,  having  written  the 
words  uf  The  Bu»h  altoon  Traquair,  and 
Tweedside.  That  the  Mary  to  whom  it  was 
addressed  was  Mary  Stewart  of  the  Ciftlrtnilfc 
family,  afterwards  wife  of  Mr.  John  Relchea. 
The  Colonel  never  saw  Robert  Crawfovd,  though 
he  was  at  his  burial  fifty-five  years  agow  He 
was  a  pretty  young  man,  and  had  lived  loiy  in 
France.  Lady  Ankervilie  is  his  niece,  and  WKf 
know  more  of  his  poetical  yeim    A»     '    " 
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■MNi|{tf  like  me  migbt  moraine  upon  the  yanity 
of  life,  end  the  ranity  of  thoee  tweet  effufioiw. 
—But  I  hare  hardly  room  to  oflbr  my  best  com- 
|ilimenta  to  Mrs.  Blacklock  ;  and  I  am» 
Dear  Doctor, 
Toor  moat  obedient  humble  aenrant, 

J.  RAMSAY. 


No.LV. 


FROBI  MR.  JOHN  MURDOCH. 

Ut  BEAK  SIR,       London,  9Sth  Oct,  1787. 

As  my  friend,  Mr.  Brown,  it  going  from  this 
place  to  your  neighbourhood,  I  embrace  the  op» 
portunity  of  telling  you  that  I  am  yet  olire,  to> 
lerably  well,  and  always  in  expectation  of  being 
better.  By  the  much-valued  letters  before  me,  I 
see  that  it  was  my  duty  to  have  given  you  this  in- 
telligence about  three  years  and  nine  months  ago ; 
and  have  nothing  to  allege  as  an  excuse  but  that 
we  poor,  busy,  bustling  bodies  in  London,  are  so 
much  taken  up  with  the  various  pursuits  in  which 
we  are  here  engaged,-  that  we  seldom  think  of 
any  person,  creature,  place,  or  thing,  that  is  ab- 
sent. But  this  is  not  altogether  the  case  with 
me  ;  for  I  often  think  of  you,  and  Homier  and 
Jtuudj  and  an  unfathomed  depth,  and  lowan 
bruHftanet  all  in  the  same  minute,  although  you 
and  they  are  (as  I  supixMe)  at  a  considerable  dis- 
tance. I  flatter  myselif,  however,  with  the  pleas- 
ing thought,  that  you  and  I  shall  meet  some 
time  or  other  either  in  Scotland  or  England. 
If  ever  you  come  hither,  you  will  have  the  satis- 
faction of  seeing  your  poems  relished  by  the  Ca- 
ledonians in  London,  full  as  much  as  they  can 
be  by  those  of  Edinburgh.  We  frequently  re- 
peat some  of  your  verses  in  our  Caledonian  ao- 
ciety ;  and  you  may  believe,  that  I  am  not  a 
little  vain  that  I  have  had  some  shore  in  culti- 
yatiog  such  a  genius.  I  was  not  absolutely  cer- 
tain that  you  were  the  author,  till  a  few  days  a- 
go,  when  I  made  a  visit  to  Mrs.  Hill,  Dr. 
M*Comb*s  eldest  daughter,  who  Uvea  in  town, 
and  who  told  me  that  she  was  informed  of  it  by 
a  letter  from  her  sister  in  Edinburgh,  with  whom 
you  had  been  in  company  when  in  that  capitaL 

Priy  let  me  know  if  you  have  any  intention 
of  visiting  this  huge,  overg^wn  metropolis?  It 
would  afford  matter  for  a  large  poem.  Here  you 
would  have  an  opportunity  of  indulging  your 
vein  in  the  study  of  mankind,  perhaps  to  a  great- 
er degree  than  in  any  city  upon  the  fece  of  the 
globe ;  for  the  inhabitants  of  London,  as  yon 
know,  are  a  collection  of  all  nationa,  kindreda, 
and  tongues,  who  make  it,  as  it  were^  the  centre 
of  their  commerce. 


Present  my  respectful  compliments  to  Mrs* 
Burns,  to  my  dear  friend  Gilbert,  and  all  the 
rest  of  her  amiable  children.  May  the  Father 
of  the  universe  bices  you  all  with  those  princi- 
^  aad  dispoaittoat  that  ikm  hm%  9i  fvmU 


took  such  uncommon  paiaa  to  instil  into  yoor 
minds  from  your  earliest  in&ncy  !  May  yon  Irn 
as  he  did  !  if  yon  do,  you  can  never  be  unhappy. 
I  feel  myself  grown  serious  all  at  once,  and  dT- 
fected  in  a  manner  I  cannot  describe.  I  shall' 
only  add,  that  it  is  one  of  the  greatHl  pleasnras 
I  promise  myself  before  I  die,  Uiat  off  seeing  tha 
family  of  a  man  whose  memory  I  revere  mora 
than  that  of  any  person  that  ever  I  was  a 
quainted  with. 

I  am,  my  dear  Friend, 

Yours  sincerely, 

JOHN  MCTRDOCH. 


No.  LVI. 


FROM  MR. 


SIR,        Gordon  Cattle,  Sltt  October,  17S7. 

Ir  you  were  not  sensible  of  your  fault  as  well 
as  of  your  loss  in  leaving  this  place  so  suddenly, 
I  should  condemn  you  to  starve  upon  eauld  kait 
for  ae  towmont  at  least ;  and  as  for  Dick  Xo- 
tine,*  your  travelling  companion,  without  ban- 
ning him  wP  a*  the  curses  contiined  in  your  let- 
ter, (which  he*ll  no  value  a  bawhee),  I  shouhl 
give  him  nought  but  Strd'bogie  cattockt  to  chew 
for  tax  oukt,  or  aye  until  he  was  as  sensible  of 
his  error  as  you  seem  tti  be  of  yours. 


Your  song  I  showed  without  producing  th« 
author ;  and  it  was  judged  by  the  Duchess  to  be 
the  production  of  Dr.  Beattie.  I  sent  a  copy  of 
it,  by  her  Grace's  desire,  to  a  Mrs.  M*Phersoa 
in  Badenoch,  who  sings  Morag  and  all  othor 
Gaelic  songs  in  great  perfection.  I  have  ra» 
corded  it  likewise,  by  Lady  Charlotte's  desire^ 
in  a  book  belonging  to  her  ladyship,  where  it  i» 
in  company  with  a  groat  many  other  poems  and 
verses,  some  of  the  writers  of  whioh  are  no  lasa 
eminent  for  their  poUtioal  than  for  their  poetical 
abilities.  When  the  Ducheaa  was  informed  that 
you  were  the  author  aha  wiahed  you  had  writtaa 
the  verses,  in  Scotch. 

Any  letter  directed  to  me  here  will  coma  t» 
hand  safely,  and,  if  sent  under  the  Duke's  cover, 
it  will  likewise  come  free ;  that  is,  aa  longastha 
Duke  is  in  this  country. 

I  am,  Sir,  yomrt  tineerdy. 


No.  LVIL 

FROM  THE  REV.  JOHN  SKINNER. 

SIR,  UnMkari^  lilA  Not.  1787. 

Your  kind  return  withont  data,  bat  of  post* 
mark  October  86th,  came  to  my  hand  only  thia 
day  ;  and,  to  teatify  my  panetuality  to  my  po« 


•  Mr^NlaoUi 
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ctie  •DgagenMnt,  I  lit  down  immediatdy  to  an- 
swer it  in  kind.  Yonr  acknowledgment  of  mjr 
poor  bttt  JQst  encomiams  on  your  surprising  ge- 
and  your  opinion  of  my  rhyming  excur- 
are  both,  I  think,  by  iar  too  high.  The 
between  our  two  tracts  of  education 
and  ways  of  life  is  entirely  in  your  favour,  and 

f*Tes  you  the  preference  every  manner  of  way. 
know  a  classical  education  will  not  create  a 
reraifying  taste,  bat  it  mightily  improves  and  as- 
mts  it;  and  though,  where  both  these  meet, 
there  may  sometimes  be  ground  fur  approbation, 
yH  where  taste  appears  single,  as  it  were,  and 
neither  cramped  nor  supported  by  acquisition, 
I  will  always  sustain  the  justice  of  its  prior  claim 
to  applause.  A  small  portion  of  taste,  this  way, 
I  have  had  almost  from  childhood,  especially  in 
the  old  Scottish  dialect :  and  it  is  as  old  a  thing 
as  I  remember,  my  fondness  for  Christ  kirk  o* 
tkt  Green,  which  I  had  by  heart  ere  I  was 
twelve  years  of  age,  and  which,  some  years  ago, 
I  attempted  to  turn  into  Latin  verse.  HThile  I 
WM  young,  I  dabbled  a  good  deal  in  these  things ; 
iMt,  on  getting  the  blade  gown,  I  gave  it  pretty 
maeh  over,  till  my  daughters  grew  up,  who,  bcs- 
iof  all  good  singers,  plagued  me  for  words  to 
of  their  fiivourite  tunes,  and  so  extorted 
effusions,  which  have  made  a  public  appear- 
beyond  my  expectations,  and  contrary  to 
ny  intentions,  at  the  same  time  that  I  hope  there 
18  ootlung  to  be  found  in  them  uncharacter- 
litie,  or  unbecoming  the  cloth,  which  I  would 
always  wish  to  see  respected. 

Aa  to  the  assistance  yon  propose  from  me  in 
Um  undertaking  you  are  engaged  in,*  I  am  sorry 
I  eannot  give  it  so  fiir  as  I  could  wish,  and  you, 
ptfhapa,  expect.  My  daughters,  who  were  my 
oaly  intelligencers,  are  all  forte  familiate^  and 
Um  old  woman  their  mother  has  lost  that  taste. 
There  are  two  from  my  own  pen,  which  I  might 
ghre  you,  if  worth  the  while.  One  to  the  old 
Seolch  tune  of  Dumbarton'e  Drume, 

The  other  perhaps  you  have  met  with,  as 
vtnr  noble  friend  the  Duchess  has,  I  am  told, 
MHrd  of  it.  It  was  squeesed  out  of  me  by  a 
broiher  parson  in  her  neighbourhood,  to  accom- 
modate a  new  Highland  reel  for  the  Marquis's 
birdi*day,  to  the  stanxi^  of 

'  **  Tone  yoor  fiddles,  tune  them  sweetly,*'  &c. 

If  this  last  answer  your  purpose,  you  may 
luKfe  it  from  a  brother  of  mine,  Mr.  James  Skin- 
ner, writer  in  Edinburgh,  who,  I  believe,  can 
five  the  music  too. 

There  is  another  humorous  thing,  I  have  heard 
said  to  be  done  by  the  Catholic  priest  Geddes, 
and  which  hit  my  taste  much : 

"  There  was  a  wee  wifeikie  was  coming  frae  the 

£ur, 
Bnd  gotten  a  little  drapikie,  which  bred  her 

meiklecare; 

•  '•  A  plan  of  pubUiliinf  A  somplsts  coUsptioQ  of 


If  took  upo*  the  wifie's  heart,  and  slie  twgn  10 

spew. 
And  quo*  the  wee  wifeikie,  I  wish  I  biaan  km^ 
X  wiek,  0K.  0V. 

I  have  heard  of  another  new  composition,  by 
a  young  ploughman  of  my  acquaintance,  that  I 
am  vastly  pleased  with,  to  the  tune  of  T%e  A«- 
moure  of  Glen^  which  I  fsar  won't  do,  as  the 
music,  I  am  told,  is  of  Irish  originaL  I  have 
mentioned  these,  such  as  they  are,  to  ahow  my 
readiness  to  oblige  you,  and  to  contribute  my 
mite,  if  I  could,  to  the  patriotic  work  you  have 
in  hand,  and  which  I  wiah  all  sncoesa  to.  Yon 
have  only  to  notify  yonr.  mind,  and  what  yon 
want  of  the  above  shall  be  sent  yon. 

Meantime,  while  you  are  thus  poblidy,  I 
may  say,  employed,  do  not  sheath  yoor  own 
proper  and  piercing  weapon.  From  what  I 
have  seen  of  yours  already,  I  am  inelined  to 
hope  for  much  good.  One  lesson  of  virtno  and 
morality,  delivered  in  yonr  amusing  style,  and 
from  such  as  you,  will  operate  more  than  doasna 
would  do  lirom  such  as  me,  who  shall  be  told  it 
is  our  employment,  and  be  never  more  minded  t 
whereas,  from  a  pen  like  yours,  as  being  one  of 
the  many,  what  comes  will  be  sdmirsd.  Ad- 
miration will  produce  r^;ard,  and  regard  wiU 
leave  an  impression,  especially  whe»  earaaipis 
poes  cdcmg. 

Now  biona  saying  I'm  ill  brad, 
£1m,  by  my  troth,  I'll  not  be  glad 
Fur  cadgers,  ye  have  heard  it  said. 

And  sb  like  fry. 
Maun  aye  be  hariand  in  their  trad% 

And  sae  aiann  L 


Wishing  you  from  my  poet-pen,  aU 
and  in  my  other  character,  all  happinsM  and 
heavenly  direction, 

I  remain,  with  esteem, 

Yonr  sincere  friend, 

JOHN  SKINNER. 


No.  LVIII. 

FROM  MRS.  ROSS. 

SIR,        Kilravoek  OutUj  S(MA  Nov,  1787. 

I  HOPE  yon  will  do  me  the  jastwe  to  bsliavc^ 
that  it  was  no  defect  in  gratitude  for  yovK 
punctual  performance  of  your  parting  prnmiea^ 
that  has  made  me  so  long  in  acknowledgii^  it» 
but  merely  the  difficulty  I  had  in  getting  tba 
Highland  songs  you  wished  to  have,  accurately 
noted  ;  they  are  at  last  enclosed  :  but  how  shall 
I  convey  along  with  them  thoos  graces  tibey  ac- 
quired fiDm  the  mdodioas  v<»es  of  one  ol  ^la 
fair  spirits  of  the  hill  of  KiUrammie !  Tktml 
must  leave  to  your  imagination  to  aopply.  It 
has  powers  safficatnt  to  trMspsrl  ^  la  hm 


CORRESPONDBNCE. 
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liilc,  to  rtetU  her  aeeenliy  ind  to  make  Uiam 
■tiU  ribnto  in  the  eftn  of  mcmoiy.  To  htr  I 
am  indfbM  for  getting  the  endoaed  notee. 
They  ere  dothed  with  *<  thougkiM  that  breathe, 
and  worda  that  burn.**  The$e,  howerer.  being 
in  an  unknown  tongue  to  you,  you  must  again 
have  recourte  to  tl^t  same  fertile  imagination 
of  yours  to  interpret  them,  and  suppose  a  lover's 
description  of  the  beauties  of  an  adored  mistress 
— ^why  did  I  say  unknown  ?  The  language  of 
tore  is  an  unirersal  one,  that  seeme  to  have 
eeeaped  the  oonfusion  of  Babel,  and  to  be  un- 
derstood by  all  nations. 

I  rejoice  to  find  that  you  were  pleased  with 
so  many  things,  persons,  and  places  in  your 
northern  tour,  because  it  l^uls  me  to  hope  you 
may  be  induced  to  revisit  them  again.  That 
the  old  castle  of  K  k,  and  its  inhabitants, 

were  amongst  these,  adds  to  my  satisfaction.  I 
am  even  vain  enough  4o  admit  your  very  flat- 
tering application  of  the  line  of  Addison's ;  at 
any  rate,  allow  me  to  believe  that  '*  friendship 
will  maintain  the  ground  she  has  occupied'*  in 
both  our  hearts,  in  spite  of  absence,  and  that, 
when  we  do  meet*  it  will  be  as  acquaintance  of 
a  score  of  years  standing ;  and  on  this  footing, 
consider  me  as  interested  in  the  future  course  of 
your  hmtt  so  splendidly  commenced.  Any 
communications  of  the  progress  of  your  muse 
will  be  received  with  great  gratitode,  and  the 
fire  of  your  genius  will  have  power  to  warm, 
even  us,  firoaen  sisters  of  the  north. 

The  friends  of  K ^k  and   R e 


friends  of  Job,  of  afflietioB-beariag 
when  they  sat  down  with  him  sereA  days 
seven  nighty  and  spake  not  a  word. 


unite  in  cordial  regards  to  you.  When  yon  in- 
cline to  figure  either  in  your  idea,  suppose  some 
of  us  reading  your  poems,  and  some  of  iu  singing 
your  songs,  wad  my  little  Hugh  looking  at  your 
picture,  and  you*ll  seldom  be  wnmg.  We  re- 
member Mr.  N.  with  as  much  good  will  as  we 
de  any  body,  who  hurried  Mr.  l^ums  from  as. 
Farewell,  Sir,  I  can  only  contribute  the 
widow'i  mite  to  the  esteem  and  admiration  ex- 
cited by  your  meriu  and  geniua,  but  this  I  give 
as  she  did,  with  all  my  heart  being  ainoerely 
yours^  £•  R* 


TO 


No.  UX. 

.  DALRYMPLE,  Eao,  OF 
ORANGEFIELD. 


PXAK  sia,  JBdinbwyh,  1787. 

I  suprosB  the  devil  b  so  elated  with  his  m^ 
cess  with  you,  that  he  is  determined  by  a  cosy 
de  main  to  complete  his  purposes  on  yon  all  at 
onre,  in  making  yon  a  poet.  I  broke  open  the 
letter  you  sent  me ;  hummed  over  the  rhymes ; 
and,  M  I  saw  they  were  extempore,  said  to  my- 
eelf  they  were  very  well :  but  when  I  saw  at 
the  bottom  a  name  that  I  shall  ever  value  with 
grateful  respect,  **  I  gapit  wide  but  naething 
ipak.'*    I  wtf  oitrly  m  much  aCnidc  m  tito 


I  am  naturally  of  a  superstitiotts  east,  and  m 
soon  as  my  wonder-scared  imagination  rfgiinad 
in  consciousness  and  resumed  ito  fanctioaa»  I 
east  about  what  this  mania  of  yours  might  por- 
tend. My  foreboding  ideas  had  the  wide  etrecoh 
of  possibility ;  and  several  events,  great  in  their 
magnitude,  and  important  in  their  conseqneneai^ 
occurred  to  my  &ncy.  The  down&l  of  Ihm 
conclave,  or  the  cmslung  of  the  eork  rompi ;  a 
ducal  coronet  to  Lord  George  G  and  ^ 

protestant  interest ;  or  St  Peter*8  keys  to  •  • 
.... 

You  want  to  know  how  I  come  on.  I  an 
just  in  Btaiu  guo,  or,  not  to  insult  a  gentleman 
with  my  Latin,  **  in  auld  use  and  wont.**  Tht 
noble  Earl  of  Glencaim  took  me  by  the  haaA 
to-day,  And  interested  himself  in  my  eoncerna» 
with  a  goodness  like  that  benevolent  beingy 
whose  image  he  so  richly  bears.  He  is  n 
stronger  proof  of  the  immortality  of  the  eoolv 
than  any  that  philosophy  ever  prodnced.  A 
mind  like  his  can  never  die.  Let  the  worship- 
ful squire,  H.  L.  or  the  reverend  Mass  J.  li. 
go  into  their  primitive  nothing.  At  beat  diejr 
are  but  ill-digested  lumps  of  chaos,  only  one  of 
them  strongly  tinged  with  bituminous  partielea 
and  sulphureous  effluvia.  But  my  noble  pa- 
tron, eternal  as  the  heroic  swell  of  magnanimU 
ty,  ud  the  generous  throb  of  benevolraioe,  ihall 
lock  on  with  princely  eye  at  **  the  war  of  eto» 
ments,  the  wreck  of  matter,  and  the  enah  if 
worlda.*' 


Thx  following  fragmente  are  all  that  now 
ist  of  twelve  or  fourteen  of  the  finest  letten 
that  Bums  ever  wrote.  In  an  evil  hoar,  tht 
originals  were  thrown  into  the  fire  by  tht 
late  Mrs.  Adair  of  Scarborough ;  the  dofw 
iotte  so  often  mentioned  in  thb  corrsspon- 
denoe,  and  the  lady  to  whom  <'  Tkt  Bankt 
qftho  l>emm**  is  addreseed.  E. 

NcLX. 

TO  MISS  MARGARET  CHALMERS, 

(vow  XaS.  HAT,  OF  XDIirBOftOB). 

Stpt,  26,  1787. 
I  axND  Charlotte  the  first- number  of  dw 
songs ;  I  would  not  wait  for  the  second  nam- 
her ;  I  hate  delays  in  little  marks  of  fKend- 
■hip,  as  I  hate  dissimnlation  in  the  langvMje  of 
the  heart  I  am  determined  to  pa^  dailollB 
a  poetie  compliment,  if  I  oonld  hit  on  seat 
oki  Scotch  air,  in  nomber  second.* 


•  QftheSaoaMwieBllli 
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BURNS*  WORKS. 


To«  win  IM  *  tmtll  Attempt  on  a  ■bred  of  pa- 
per in  the  book;  but  thoofb  Dr.  Bhcklock 


commended  it  very  big bly,  I  am  not  jnet 
6ed  witb  it  mywlf.  I  intend  to  make  it  de- 
■eription  of  ■ome  kind  :  tbe  wbining  eant«  of 
lore,  except  in  real  pusion,  and  by  a  masterly 
liand,  ia  to  me  as  insufferable  as  tbe  preacbing 
cant  of  oM  Fatber  Smeaton,  Whig-minister  at 
Kilmanra.  Darts,  flames,  copids,  loves,  graces, 
and  all  tbat  fiirrago,  are  just  a  Maocbline  •  . 
...  — «  senseless  rabble. 

I  got  an  excellent  poetic  epistle  yestemigbt 
from  tbe  old,  venerable  autbor  of  Tallocbgo- 
rum,  Jobn  of  Badenyoo,  &c  I  suppose  you 
know  be  is  a  clergyman.  It  is  by  far  tbe  finest 
poetic  compliment  I  ever  got.  1  will  send  you 
a  copy  of  it. 

I  go  on  Thursday  or  Friday  to  Dumfries  to 
wait  on  Mr.  Miller  about  bii  £u-ms. — Do  tell 
tbat  to  Lady  M*Kenzie,  tbat  she  may  give  me 
credit  for  a  little  wisdom.  **  I  wisdom  dwell 
with  prudence.**  What  a  blessed  fire-side! 
How  happy  should  I  be  to  pass  a  winter  even- 
ing under  their  venerable  roof !  and  smoke  a 
pipe  of  tobacco,  or  drink  water-gruel  witb  them ! 
What  solemn,  lengthened,  Uughtcr-qaashing 
grarity  of  phiz!  What  sage  remarks  on  tbe 
good-for-nothing  sons  and  daughters  of  indis- 
cretion and  folly  !  And  what  frugal  lessons,  as 
we  straitened  the  fire-side  circle,  on  tbe  uses  of 
tbe  poker  and  toogs  ! 

Miss  N.  is  very  well,  and  begs  to  be  remem- 
bered in  the  old  way  to  you.  I  used  all  my 
eloquence,  all  the  {lersuasive  flourishes  of  tbe 
band,  and  heart-melting  modulation  of  periods 
in  my  power,  to  urge  her  out  to  Herveiston, 
but  all  in  vain.  My  rhetoric  seems  quite  to 
have  lost  its  efiect  on  the  lovely  half  of  man- 
kind. I  have  seen  the  day — but  tbat  is  a  "  tale 
of  other  years.'* — In. my  conscience  I  believe 
that  my  heart  has  been  so  oft  on  fire  tbat  it  is 
absolutely  vitrified.  I  look  on  the  sex  witb 
something  like  the  admiration  witb  which  I  re- 
gard the  starry  sky  in  a  frosty  December  night. 
I  admire  the  beauty  of  the  Creator's  workman- 
ship ;  I  am  charmed  with  the  wild  but  grace- 
ful eccentricity  of  their  motions,  and--'Wish 
them  good  night.  I  mean  this  witb  respect  to 
a  certain  passion  dont  f  ai  eu  rhonneur  d'etre 
un  miserable  esciave :  as  for  friendship,  you 
and  Charlotte  have  given  me  pleasure,  perma- 
nent pleasure,  **  which  the  world  cannot  give, 
nor  take  away,**  I  hope ;  and  which  will  out- 
last the  heavens  and  tbe  earth. 


oar  £unily),  I  am  determined,  if  wj  DnmSnm 
bttsineaB  fail  me,  to  return  into  partnersbip  witk 
him,  and  at  our  leisure  take  anotber  fiurm  ia 
tbe  neighbourhood.  I  assure  you  I  look  for 
high  compliments  fit>m  you  and  Charlotte  oa 
this  very  sage  instance  of  my  nnfathomable,  in- 
oomprehensible  wisdom.  Talking  of  Charlotte, 
I  must  tell  her  tbat  I  have  to  the  best  of  my 
power,  paid  her  a  poetic  compliment,  now  com- 
pleted. The  air  is  admirable  :  true  old  Higb- 
Und.  It  was  tbe  tune  of  a  Gaelic  song  wbicb 
an  Inverness  lady  sung  me  when  I  was  there ; 
and  I  was  so  charmed  with  it  that  I  begged  ber 
to  write  me  a  set  of  it  from  her  singing  ;  for  it 
bad  never  been  set  before.  I  am  fixed  that  it 
shall  go  in  Johnson's  next  number ;  so  Char- 
lotte and  you  need  not  spend  your  precious  time 
in  contradicting  roe.  I  won't  say  tbe  poetry  ia 
first-rate ;  though  I  am  convinced  it  is  very 
well :  and,  what  is  not  always  tbe  case  widk 
compliments  to  ladies,  it  is  not  only  sincere  bat 
jutt. 

(HerefoUows  the  song  of  '<  The  Banka  ofti^ 

Devon,**) 


Without  date. 
I  HATX  been  at  Dumfries,  and  at  one  visit 
more  shall  be  decided  about  a  fium  in  that  coun- 
try. I  am  rather  hopeless  in  it ;  but  as  my 
brother  is  an  excellent  farmer,  and  is,  besides, 
an  exceedingly  prudent,  sober  man,  (qualities 
which  are  only  a  younger  farotber'a  fortune  in 


Edinhwght  Nov.  21,  1787. 
I  HAVE  one  vexatious  fault  to  tbe  kindly- 
welcome,  well  filled  sheet  which  I  owe  to  your 
and  Charlotte's  goodness     it  contains  too  mack 
sense,  sentiment,  and  good-spelling.     It  is  im- 
possible that  even  you  two,  whom  I  declare  to 
my  God,  I  will  give  credit  for  any  degree  of 
excellence  the  sex  are  capable  of  attaining,  it  is 
impossible  you  can  go  on  to  correspond  at  tbat 
rate ;  so  like  those  who,  Shenstone  says,  retire 
because  they  have  made  a  good  speech,  I  shall 
after  a  few  letters  hear  no  more  of  yoa.     I  in- 
sist that  you  shall  write  whatever  comes  first : 
what  you  see,  what  you  read,   what  you  bear, 
what  you  admire,  what  you  dislike,  tr^Ses,  bag^ 
atelles,  nonsense ;  or  to  fill  op  a  comer,  e'eo 
put  down  a  laugh  at  fiill  length.     Now  aooo 
of  your  polite  bints  about  flattery  :  I  leave  that 
to  your  lovers,  if  you  have  or  shall  have  any ; 
though  thank  heaven  I  have  found  at  last  two 
girb  who  can  be  luxuriantly  happy  ia  their 
own  minds  and  with  one  another,  without  tbat 
commonly  necessary  appendage  to  female  blim, 
A  Lovxa. 

Charlotte  and  you  are  just  two  frvourite  rest- 
ing places  for  my  soul  in  her  wanderings  tbroogh 
the  weary,  thorny  wildemew  of  this  world--* 
God  knows  I  am  ill-fitted  tor  tbe  stmgglo :  I 
glory  in  being  a  Poet,  and  I  want  to  be  tkoogbt 
a  wise  man — I  would  fondly  be  generoua,  aal 
I  wish  to  be  rich.  After  all,  I  am  afraid  I  aaa 
a  lost  subject  *<  Some  folk  bae  a  luuitle  cT 
fiuita,  an*  I'm  but  a  ne'er-do-weel." 

jifUmoon-^To  close  the  melancbol]^  loAee* 
tions  at  the  end  of  last  sheet,  I  shall  just  add  a 
piece  of  devotion  commonly  known  ia 
by  tbe  title  of  the  ''Wabrter'a  gTMo." 


CORRESPONDENCE.    ..  ^^ 
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**  SoBM  uy  we*re  duerei.  And  e*en  ue  ire  we, 
Some  lay  we  lie,  and  e*ea  aae  do  we  ! 
Guide  forgie  ua,  and  I  hope  aae  will  he ! 
-— ^Up  tad  to  your  kwmi,  lads,'* 


Edinburgh^  Dee.  12,  1787. 

I  AH  here  under  the  care  of  a  surgeon,  with 
A  hruiaed  limb  extended  on  a  cushion ;  and  the 
tints  of  my  mind  vying  with  the  livid  horror 
preceding  a  midnight  thunder-storm.  A  drun- 
ken coachman  was  the  cause  of  the  first,  and 
incomparably  the  lightest  evil ;  misfortune,  bo- 
dily constitution,  hell  and  myself,  have  formed 
a  *'  Quadruple  Alliance"  to  guarantee  the  other. 
I^ot  my  fall  on  Saturday,  and  am  getting  slow- 
ly better. 

I  have  taken  tooth  and  nail  to  the  bible,  and 
am  gut  through  the  five  books  of  Moses,  and 
half  way  in  Joshua.  It  is  really  a  glorious 
book.  I  sent  for  my  bookbinder  to-day,  and 
ordered  him  to  get  mc  an  octavo  bible  in  sheets, 
the  best  paper  and  print  in  town ;  and  bind  it 
with  all  the  elegance  of  his  craft. 

I  would  give  my  best  song  to  my  worst  ene- 
my, I  mean  the  merit  of  making  i^  to  have  you 
and  Charlotte  by  me.  You  are  angelic  crea- 
tures, and  would  pour  oil  and  wine  into  my 
wounded  spirit. 

I  enclose  you  a  proof  copy  of  the  '*  Banks  of 
the  Deron,*'  which  present  with  my  best  wishes 
to  Charlotte.  The  "  Ochil-hills,"  you  shall 
probably  have  next  week  for  yourself.  None  of 
your  fine  speeches ! 


«  Edinburgh,  Dee,  19,  1787. 
I  BKGiy  this  letter  in  answer  to  yours  of  the 
1 7th  current,  which  is  not  yet  cold  since  I  read 
it.  The  atmosphere  of  my  soul  is  vastly  clearer 
than  when  I  wrote  you  last  For  the  first  time, 
yesterday  I  crossed  the  room  on  crutches.  It 
would  do  your  heart  good  too  see  my  hardship, 
not  on  my  poetic,  but  on  my  oaken  stilts; 
throwing  my  best  leg  with  an  air !  and  with 
as  much  hilarity  in  my  gait  and  countenance, 
as  a  May  frog  leaping  across  the  newly  harrowed 
ridge,  enjoying  the  fragrance  of  the  refreshed 
earth  after  the  long-expected  shower ! 


banners  of  imaginitiony  whim,  capriee,  and 
paiaion ;  and  the  heavy -armed  veteran  regttlan 
of  wisdom,  prudence  and  fore-thought,  move  so 
very,  very  slow,  that  I  am  almost  in  a  state  of 
perpetual  warfare,  and  alaa!  frequent  deleat. 
There  are  just  two  creatures  that  I  would  envy, 
a  horse  in  his  wild  state  traversing  the  forest* 
of  Asia,  or  an  oyster  on  some  of  the  desert 
shores  of  Europe.  The  one  has  not  a  wish 
without  enjoyment  the  other  has  neither  wish 
nor  fear. 


Edinburgh,  March  14,  1788. 
I  KNOW,  my  ever  dear  friend,  that  you  will 
be  pleased  with  the  news  when  I  tell  you,  I 
have  at  but  taken  a  lease  of  a  farm.  Yester- 
night I  completed  a  bargain  with  Mr.  Miller, 
of  Dalswinton,  for  the  farm  of  EUisland,  on  the 
banks  of  the  Nith,  between  five  and  six  miles 
above  Dumfries.  I  b^in  at  Whitsunday  to 
build  a  house,  drive  lime,  &c.  and  heaven  be 
my  help !  for  it  will  take  a  strong  eflbrt  to 
bring  my  mind  into  the  routine  of  business.  I 
have  diifcharged  all  the  army  of  ny  former  pur- 
suits, fanci(«  and  pleasures  ;  a  modey  host !  and 
have  literally  and  strictly  retained  only  the  ideas 
of  a  few  friends,  which  I  have  incorporated  into 
a  lifie-guard.  I  trust  in  Dr.  Johnson's  observa^ 
tion,  *'  Where  much  is  attempted,  something  is 
done."  Firmness  both  in  sufferance  and  exer- 
tion, is  a  character  I  would  wish  to  be  thought 
to  possess ;  and  have  always  despised  the  whin- 
ing yelp  of  complaint,  and  the  cowardly,  feeble 
resolve. 


Poor  Miss  K.  is  ailing  a  good  deal  this  win- 
ter, and  b^ged  me  to  remember  her  to  you  the 
first  time  I  wrote  you.  Surely  woman,  amiable 
woman,  is  often  made  in  vain  !  Too  delicately 
formed  for  the  rougher  pursuits  of  ambition  ; 
too  noble  for  the  dirt  of  avarice,  and  even  too 
gentle  for  the  rage  of  pleasure  :  formed  indeed 
for  and  highly  susceptible  of  enjoyment  and  rap- 
ture ;  but  that  enjoyment,  alas  !  almost  wholly 
at  the  mercy  of  the  caprice,  malevolence^  stupi- 
dity, or  wickedness  of  an  animal  at  all  timei 
comparatively  unfeeling,  and  often  brutal. 


I  can*t  say  I  am  altogether  at  my  ease  when 
I  see  any  where  in  my  path,  that  meagre,  squa- 
lid, &mine-fiiced  spectre,  poverty ;  attended  as 
he  always  is,  by  iron- fisted  oppression,  and  leer- 
ing contempt;  but  I  have  sturdily  withstood 
his  buffetings  many  a  hard-laboured  day  already, 
and  still  my  motto  is — I  daxb  !  My  worst 
enemy  is  Moimime,  I  lie  so  miserably  open  to 
the  inroads  and  incursions  of  a  mischievous, 
J%ht-aDned|  weU^mounted  btodittii  undor  the 


Mauddine,  1th  April,  1788. 
I  AH  indd>ted  to  you  and  Miss  Nimmo  for 
letting  me  know  Miss  Kenedy.  Strange  !  how 
apt  we  are  to  indulge  prejudices  in  our  judg- 
ments of  one  another  !  Even  I,  who  pique  my- 
self on  my  skill  in  marking  characters ;  because 
I  am  too  ptoud  of  my  character  as  a  man,  to  be 
daaled  in  my  judgment /or  glaring  wealth  ;  and 
too  proud  of  my  utuatiou  as  a  poor  roan  to  be 
biassed  ageunst  squalid  poverty;  I  was  unae- 
qu«iated  with  Miai  K.'i  very  uncommon  worth. 


BOBMff  WOBXSL 


1  tm  going  on  a  good  deil  pf ogriirt  m  mom 
mnmd  Mb,  tho  wber  fdMee  of  lift.  I  bm 
TMtf  mado  wnM  mentom  for  which,  wort  I 
Wm  foM  with  JVBL  to  point  the  ntottion  ind 
woo—t  tho  oireoniitanowib  yon  would  applaud 


r\  aoy  thing  to  do.  I  wantad  tm  MU,  whiok 
a  dangeronB,  an  unhappy  ntnation.  I  got 
this  without  any  hanging  on,  or  mortiiyii^  to- 
licitation;  it  ii  immediate  bread,  and  thoogh 
poor  in  companion  of  the  hut  eighteen  montho 
of  my  exietence,  *tis  luxury  in  oompariaon  of  all 
my  preceding  life  :  betidee,  the  commiwionera 
are  aome  of  them  my  aoquaintanoea,  and  all  of 
them  my  firm  frienda* 


Now  for  that  wayward,  unfortunate  thing, 
Biyael£  I  have  broke  meaanrea  with  .  .  . 
and  laat  week  I  wrote  him  a  froaty,  keen  letter. 
He  replied  in  terma  of  chaatiaement,  and  pro- 
mbed  me  upon  hia  honour  that  I  diould  have 
the  aoooont  on  Monday ;  but  thia  ia  Tueaday, 
nd  yet  I  have  not  beard  a  word  firom  him. 
Qod  have  mercy  on  me !  a  poor  d-mned,  in- 
•autioua,  duped,  unfortunate  fool !  The  aport, 
tfM  miaerable  victim,  of  rebellioua  pride ;  h^rpo- 
•kondriae  imagination,  agonising  aenaibility, 
tad  bedlam  paiaiooB ! 

**  IwUk  that  I  wff  dead,  b^  TmrnoUkt 
toiUr  I  had  lately  *<  a  hairbreadth 'acape  in 
di' imminent  deadly  breach**  of  kive  too.  Thank 
■ly  atara  I  got  off  heart-whole,  **  waxa  fleyd 
Aaft  hurt.**— /nterrvpfion. 

I  bitfo  thia  moment  got  a  hint  .... 
•  •.....  I  fear  I  am  aomething 
Bka  nndimf  but  I  hope  for  the  beat  Come, 
itubhorn  pride  and  unahrinking  reaolution  !  ac- 
eompaay  me  through  thia,  to  me,  miaerable 
world  I  Yon  muat  not  deaert  me  !  Your  friend- 
diip  I  think  I  can  count  on,  though  I  ahonld 
dale  my  lettara  from  a  marching  regiment. 
Sariy  in  life,  and  all  my  life,  I  re^oned  on  a 
vacruiting  drum  aa  my  forlorn  hope.  Serioudy 
though,  life  at  preeent  preeenta  me  with  but  a 
nelancholT  path  :  but — my  limb  will  aoon  be 
«Bid,  ana  I  ahall  atruggla  on. 


To*MO&mow»    mf   dear  Biadaa,    I   latta 
Bdiabaifk. 


I  hare  altered  all  my  plana  of  fatan  life,  A 
form  that  I  could  live  in,  I  could  not  find ;  and 
indeed,  after  the  oeceesary  aupport  my  brother 
and  the  reat  of  the  femily  required,  I  could  not 
renture  on  ferming  in  that  style  suitable  to  my 
feelings.  You  will  oondemn  me  for  the  next 
atep  I  have  taken.  I  have  entered  into  the  ex- 
dee.  I  atay  in  the  weat  about  three  weeka,  and 
then  return  to  Edinburgh  for  aix  weeka  inatrno- 
tioiia ;  afterwarda,  for  I  gat  employ  inatantly,  I 
go  01^  t/  plait  a  2>t«M,— e(  mom  MoL  I  have 
^oaen  thia,  my  dear  friend,  after  mature  deli- 
beration. The  queatiou  is  not  at  what  door  of 
hnomt9  palace  shall  we  enter  in;  but  what 
daoif  iom  ■be  pp«n  to  ua  ?   I  ww  not  likely  to 


NO.  LXL 

TO  BOSS  CHAL1CER& 

XT  DiAn  MADAM,     StUnbufyk,  Dee,  1787. 

I  JU8T  now  have  read  youra.     The  poetie 
complimenta  I  pay  cannot  be  miaaadcratood. 
They  are  neitho'  of  them  ao  particalar  aa  to 
point  you  out  to  the  world  at  large ;  and  tho 
circle  of  your  acquaintanoea  will  aDow  all  I 
have  aaid.     Beaidea  I  have  complimented  yon 
chiefly,  almoat  aolely,  on  your  mental  channa. 
Shall  I  be  plain  with  you  ?  I  will ;  so  k>okto  it 
Personal  attraetiona.  Madam,  you  have  much. 
above  par ;  wit,  underatanding,  and  worth,  yon 
possess  in  the  first  class.     Tlus  ia  a  enraed  flat 
way  of  telling  yon  theee  trntha,  but  lei  no  hmr 
no  more  of  your  aheepiah  timiditr.     I  know 
the  worid  a  little.    I  know  what  Uiey  wiD  a^ 
of  my  poema ;  by  aaeond  aight  I  aoppoae ;  for 
I  am  aeldom  out  in  my  ooajeetnrea ;  and  yom 
may  believe  me,  my  dear  Matlam,  I  woold  nol 
run  aoy  riak  of  hurting  you  by  an  SD-jodgwl 
compliment     I  wiah  to  ahow  to  the  world,  tha 
odds  between  a  poet*a  friends  and  those  of  ain- 
ple  prosemen.     More  for  your  infennatioii  hoik 
the  pieces  go  in.     One  of  them,  *<  Where  brar- 
ing  all  the  winter's  harma,**  b  already  eel 
the  tune  ia  Neil  Qow'a  Lamentatioa  ti  Aber» 
Carney ;  the  other  ia  to  be  aet  to  an  old  UigK* 
land  air  in  Daniel  Dow*a  '*  collection  of  aneiaat 
Scota  muaic ;  the  name  ia  Sa  a  CkaUBok  flir 
mo  Dkeidh,     My  treacheroua  memory  haa  fcr« 
got  every  drcumatanoe  about  Xet  /aeaa^  ealr 
I  think  yon  mentioned  them  aa  being  inC         9 
poesesdon.     I  shall  aak  him  about  it.     I 
afraid  the  aong  of  **  Somebody*'  will  ooom 
late    aa  I  ahall,  for  certain,  leave  town  im  a 
wedc  for  Ayrshire,  and  from  that  to  Dnaifrieaw 
but  there  my  hopes  are  slender.     I  leave  my 
direetbn  in  town,  so  any  thing,  wherever  I  aiBf 
will  reach  me. 

I  saw  your's  to         ■      it  ia  not  too 
nor  did  he  take  it  amiaa.     On  the 


like  a  whipt  apaniel,  he  talka  of  being  with  yoa 

in  the  Chriatmaa  daya.     Mr. haa  gvnm 

him  the  invitation,  and  he  ia  determined  to  a^ 
cept  of  it  O  aelfiahneaa  !  he  owna  in  has  o»- 
ber  momenta,  that  from  his  own  volatili^  mi 
inclination,  the  ciroumatanoee  in  whieh  be  ia  ac- 
tuated and  hia  knowledge  of  hia  &tliar*a  diifia 
aitiooi— the  whole  affiur  ia  ffhimarinri    |il  hm 
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ktiU  gratify  an  idle  penchant  at  the  enormouai 
eruel  expense  of  perhaps  ruining  the  peace  of 
the  very  woman  for  whom  he  profenea  the  ge- 
taerouB  paasion  of  love  !  He  is  a  gentleman  in 
his  mind  and  manners,  tant  pis  /—He  is  a 
volatile  B<'.hooUboy :  the  heir  of  a  man*s  for- 
tune who  well  knows  the  value  of  two  times 
two ! 

Perdition  seize  them  and  their  fortunes,  be- 
fore they  should  make  the  amiable,  the  lovely 
-^— —  the  derided  object  of  their  purse-proud 
contempt. 

I  am  doubly  happy  to  hear  of  Mrs. 


recovery,  because  I  really  thought  all  was  over 
with  her.  There  are  days  of  pleasure  yet  »- 
waiting  her. 


M 


As  I  cam  in  by  Glenap 
I  met  with  an  aged  woman  ; 
She  bade  me  chear  up  my  heart, 
For  the  best  o'  my  days  was  coming. 


No.  LXIL 


TO  MISS  »I- 


-N. 


Saturday  Noon,  No,  8,  St,  Jamt9*9  Sqr. 
Netc-Toumt  Edinburgh, 

Hkre  have  I  sat,  my  dear  Madam,  in  the 
•tony  attitude  of  perplexed  study  for  fifteen  vex- 
atious minutes,  my  head  a^kew,  bending  over 
the  intended  card  ;  my  fixed  eye  insensible  to 
the  very  light  of  day  poured  around  ;  my  pen- 
duloos  goose-feather,  loaded  with  ink,  hanging 
over  the  future  letter;  all  for  the  important 
pnrpose  of  writing  a  complimentary  card  to  ac- 
company your  trinket. 

Compliments  i«  such  a  miserable  Greenland 
expression  ;  lies  at  such  a  chilly  polar  distance 
from  the  torrid  sone  of  my  constitution,  that  I 
cannot,  for  the  very  soul  of  me,  use  itTto  any 
person  for  whom  1  have  the  twentieth  part  qH 
the  esteem,  every  one  must  have  for  yon  who 
knows  you. 

Ai  I  leave  town  in  three  or  four  days,  I  can 
give  myself  the  pleasure  of  calling  for  you  only 
for  a  minute.  Tuesday  evening,  sometime  about 
•even,  or  after,  I  shall  wait  on  yon,  for  your 
farewell  commands. 

The  hinge  of  your  box,  I  put  into  the  hands 
of  the  proper  Connoisseur.  The  broken  glass, 
likewise,  went  under  review ;  but  deliberative 
wisdom  thought  it  would  too  much  endanger 
the  whole  fabric 

I  am,  dear  Madam, 

With  all  smcerity  of  enthusiasm. 
Your  very  humble  Servant. 


No.LXm. 

TO  MR.  ROBERT  AINSLIE,  EoiyBUMH. 

JEdinbmrgh,  Sunday  Morning^ 
Nov,  8S,  1787. 

I  BKO,  my  dear  Sir,  you  would  not  makt 
any  appointment  to  take  us  to  Mr.  Ainslie's  to> 
night.  On  looking  over  my  engagements,  con* 
stitution,  present  state  of  my  health,  some  little 
vexatioua  soul  concerns,  &c  I  find  I  can*t  mp 
abroad  to-night. 

I  shall  be  in  to-day  till  one  o'clock  if  you  hift 
a  leisure  hour. 

You  will  think  it  romantic  when  I  tell  joa^ 
that  I  find  the  idea  of  your  friendship  almoel 
necessary  to  my  existence.— You  assume  a  pro- 
per length  of  £ice  in  my  bitter  hours  of  bliw* 
devilism,  and  you  laugh  fully  up  to  my  highest 
wishes  at  my  good  things, — I  don't  know,  uptui 
the  whole,  if  you  are  one  of  the  first  fellows  in 
God*s  world,  but  you  are  so  to  me.  1  tell  yim 
this  just  now  in  the  conviction  that  some  iaA 
equalities  in  my  temper  and  manner  may  per- 
haps sometimes  make  you  suspect  that  I  am  aol 
so  warmly  as  I  ought  to  be 

Your  frifladi 


No.  LXIV. 

TO  JOHN  BALLANTINE,  Esq. 

'  Whilx  here  I  sit,  sad  and  solitary,  by  dw 
side  of  a  fire  in  a  little  country  inn,  and  dryii^ 
my  wet  clothes,  in  pops  a  poor  follow  of  a  sodger 
and  tells  me  he  is  going  to  Ayr.  By  heavens ! 
say  I  to  myself,  widi  a  tide  of  good  spirits  whiek 
the  magic  of  that  sound,  Auld  Toon  o'  Ayr« 
conjured  up,  I  will  send  my  last  song  to  Blr« 
Ballantine. — Here  it  is— 

(  The  first  sketch  of  *<  Ye  Banks  and  Bran  & 
Bonnie  Doon,**) 
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BIOGRAPHICAL  SKETCHES. 

No.  LXV. 
FROM  THE  POET  TO  DR.  MOORE» 

OIVIKO  A  SKETCH  OF  HIS  LXFI. 

•IB,  MauchUnCy  2d  Aug,  1787. 

For  some  months  past  I  have  been  nmh» 
ling  over  the  country ;  but  I  am  now  confined 
with  some  lingering  complaints,  originating,  ai 
I  take  it,  in  the  stomach.  To  divert  my  spirits 
a  little  in  this  miserable  fog  of  ennui,  I  have  ta« 
ken  a  whim  to  give  you  a  history  of  fliyseU* 
M/  name  hnmade  aome  little  ooiit  in  thiicotta* 
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trj ;  joa  liave  doM  me  the  honour  to  interett 
yourtelf  yery  wtrmly  in  my  behalf;  and  I  think 
a  fiuthfnl  account  of  what  character  of  a  man  I 
am,  and  how  1  came  by  that  characteri  may  per- 
hqii  amute  you  in  an  idle  moment.  I  will  give 
Toil  an  honest  narrative;  though  I  know  it  will 
be  often  at  my  own  expense  ; — for  I  assure  you, 
Sir,  I  have,  like  Solomon,  whose  character,  ex- 
cept in  the  trifling  aflair  of  toitelom,  I  some- 
times think  I  resemble, — I  have,  I  say,  like  him, 
homed  my  ey€t  to  behold  nuxdness  and  folly,  and, 
like  him  too,  frequently  shaken  hands  with  their 
intoxicating  friendship.  .  .  .  After  you 
have  perused  these  pages,  should  you  think  them 
trifling  and  impertinent,  1  only  beg  leave  to  tell 
you,  that  the  poor  author  wrote  them  under  some 
twitching  qualms  of  conscience,  arising  from  a 
mtpicion  that  he  was  doing  what  he  ought  not 
to  do;  a  predicament  he  has  more  tlun  once 
been  in  before. 

I  have  not  the  most  distant  pretensions  to 
aesume  that  character  which  the  pye-coated 
guardians  of  escutcheons  call  a  Gentleman.  When 
at  Edinburgh  last  wiuter,  I  got  acquainted  in 
the  Herald's  Ofiice ;  and,  looking  through  that 
granary  of  honours,  I  there  found  almost  every 
name  in  the  kingdom  ;  but  for  nie, 

"  My  ancient  but  ignoble  blood 

Has  crept  through  scoundrels  ever  since  the 
flood." 

Gules,  purpure,  argent,  &c.  quite  disowned  me. 
JAy  father  was  of  the  north  of  Scotland,  the 
■on  of  a  farmer,  and  was  thrown  by  early  mis- 
Ibrtupes  on  the  world  at  large ;  where,  after  many 
years  wanderings  and  sojouruings,  he  picked  up 
a  pretty  large  quantity  of  observation  and  expe- 
rience, to  which  I  am  indebted  for  most  of  my 
little  pretensions  to  wisdom. — I  have  met  with 
few  who  undeistood  men,  their  mannerx,  and 
their  ways,  equal  to  him  ;  but  stubborn,  ungain- 
ly integrity,  and  headlong,  ungovernable  irasci- 
bility, are  disqualifying  circumstances ;  conse- 
quently I  was  bom  a  very  poor  man's  son.  Fur 
the  first  six  or  seven  years  of  my  life,  my  fa- 
ther was  a  gardener  to  a  worthy  gentleman  of 
•mall  estate  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Ayr.  Had 
he  continued  in  that  station,  ImuKt  have  march- 
ed off  to  be  one  of  the  little  underlings  about  a 
farm 'house ;  but  it  was  his  dearest  wish  and 
prayer  to  have  it  in  his  power  to  keep  his  chil- 
dren under  his  own  eye  till  they  could  discern 
between  good  and  evil ;  so,  with  the  assistance 
of  his  generous  master,  my  father  ventured  on 
a  small  farm  on  his  estate.  At  those  years 
I  was  by  no  means  a  favourite  with  any  body. 
I  was  a  good  deal  noted  for  a  retentive  memory, 
a  stubborn  sturdy  something  in  my  dispusition, 
and  an  enthu»ia«)tic  idiot  piety.  I  say  idiot  piety, 
because  I  was  then  but  a  child.  Though  it  co!>t 
the  schoolmaster  some  thrashings,  1  made  an  ex- 
cellent English  scholar ;  and  by  the  time  I  was 
ten  or  eleven  years  of  age,  I  was  a  critic  in  hub- 
■ttDtiresy  verbs,  and  participles.    In  my  iniuut 


and  boyish  dayf,  too,  I  owed  mach  to  an  oM 
woman  who  reaided  in  the  £unily,  remarkable 
for  her  igmniuice,  credulity,  and  aupentition. 
She  had,  I  suppose,  the  largest  collection  in  the 
country  of  tales  and  songs  concerning  devils, 
ghosts,  fairies,  brownies,  witches,  warlocks, 
spunkies,  kelpies,  elf-candles,  dead  -lights,  wraiths, 
apparitions  cantrips,  giants,  enchanted  towers, 
dragons,  and  other  trumpery.  This  cultivated 
the  latent  seeds  of  poetry ;  but  had  so  strong  an 
effect  on  my  imagination,  that  to  this  hour,  in 
my  nocturnal  rambles,  I  sometimes  keep  a  sharp 
lo«k-out  in  suspicious  places ;  and  though  no- 
body can  be  more  sceptical  than  1  am  in  such 
matters,  yet  it  often  takes  an  effort  of  philosophy 
to  shake  uf  these  idle  terrors.  The  earliest  com- 
position that  I  recollect  taking  pleasure  in,  was 
The  ViiioH  of  Mirza,  and  a  hymn  of  Addison*s, 
beginning.  How  art  thy  ServanU  hk»t^  O 
Lord  !  I  particularly  remember  one  half-atanza 
which  was  music  to  my  boyish 


'<  For  though  on  dreadful  whirls  we  hung 
High  on  the  broken  wave — * 


«t 


I  met  with  these  pieces  in  Momoh^b  JEngluh 
Collection,  one  of  ray  school-books.  The  two 
first  books  I  ever  read  in  private,  and  which 
gave  me  more  pleasure  than  any  two  books  I 
ever  read  since,  were,  JTie  Xi/e  of  Mannibalp 
and  The  History  of  Sir  WiUiam  Wallace. 
Hannibal  gave  my  young  ideas  such  a  turn,  that 
I  used  to  strut  in  raptures  up  and  down  after  the 
recruiting  drum  and  bag-pipe,  and  wish  myself 
tall  enough  to  be  a  soldier ;  while  the  sto^  of 
Wallace  poured  a  Scottish  prejudice  into  mj 
veins,  which  will  boil  along  there  till  the  flood- 
gates of  life  shut  in  eternal  rest. 

Polemical  divinity  about  this  time  was  pat- 
ting the  country  half-mad  ;  and  I,  ambitious  of 
shining  in  conversation  parties  on  Simdajrs,  be- 
tween sermons,  at  funerals,  &c  used,  a  few  yean 
aftei-wards,  to  puzzle  Calvinism  with  so  much 
heat  and  indiscretion,  that  I  raised  a  hoe  and  cry 
of  heresy  against  me,  which  has  not  ceased  to 
this  hour. 

My  vicinity  to  Ayr  was  of  some  advantage 
to  me.  JNly  social  distposition,  when  not  check- 
ed by  some  modifications  of  spirited  pride,  waa» 
like  our  cbatechism-definition  of  infinitude, 
without  boundt  or  limits.  I  formed  several  con- 
nections with  other  younkers  who  possessed  so- 
periur  advantages,  the  youngling  actors,  who 
were  busy  in  the  rehearsal  of  parts  in  which  they 
were  shortly  to  appear  on  the  stage  of  life, 
where,  alas !  I  was  destined  to  drudge  behind 
the  scenes.  It  is  not  commonly  at  thia  green 
age  that  our  young  gentry  have  a  just  aenae  of 
the  immense  distance  between  them  and  their 
ragged  play-fellows.  It  takes  a  few  dashes  into 
the  world,  to  give  the  young  great  man  that  pro- 
per, decent,  unnoticing  disregard  for  the  poor, 
insignificant,  stupid  devils,  the  mechanics  and 
peasantry  around  him,  who  were  perhapa 
in  the  same  village.     My  young  supcrion 
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tonltcd  die  douUrly  appeanmee  of  my  plouf  h- 
boy  earean,  the  two  extremet  of  which  were  of- 
ten exposed  to  all  the  iodemenciefl  of  all  the  tea- 
■ona.  Thejr  would  giv^  me  stray  volumes  of 
books :  amonr  them,  eveo  theo,  I  could  pick  up 
some  obeenratiODS ;  and  one,  whose  heart  I  am 
sure  not  even  the  Mtmnff  Begum  scenes  have 
tsinted,  helped  me  to  a  little  French.  Parting 
with  these  my  young  friendf  and  benefiictora,  es 
they  occasionally  went  off  for  the  East  or  West 
Indies,  was  often  to  me  a  sore  affliction  ;  but  I 
was  soon  called  to  more  serious  evils.  My  &- 
ther*s  generous  master  died ;  the  farm  proved  a 
ruinous  bargain  ;  and,  to  clench  the  misfortune, 
we  fell  into  the  hands  of  a  ftictor,  who  sat  for 
the  picture  I  have  drawn  of  one  in  my  TaU  of 
Tufa  Dogi»  My  father  was  advancied  in  life 
when  he  married ;  I  was  the  eldest  of  seven 
children  ;  and  he,  worn  out  by  early  hardships, 
was  unfit  for  libour.  My  £iither*s  spirit  was 
soon  irritated,  but  not  easily  broken.  There  was 
a  freedom  in  his  lease  in  two  vears  more ;  and  to 
weather  these  two  years,  we  retrenched  our  ex- 
penses. We  lived  very  poorly  :  I  was  a  dexter- 
ous ploughman,  for  my  age ;  and  the  next  eldest 
to  me  was  a  brother  (Gilbert)  who  could  drive 
the  plough  very  well,  and  help  me  to  thrash  the 
corn.  A  novel  writer  might  perhaps  have  view- 
ed these  scenes  with  some  satisfaction ;  but  so 
did  not  I ;  my  indignation  yet  boils  at  the  recol- 
lection of  the  s —  1  £ietor's  insolent  threi^ 
tening  letters,  which  used  to  set  us  all  in  tears. 
This  kind  of  life — ^the  eheerleia  gloom  of  a 
hermit,  with  the  unceasing  moil  of  a  galley- 
slave,  brought  me  tu  my  sixteenth  year  ;  a  lit- 
tle before  which  period  \  first  committed  the  sin 
of  Rhyme.  You  know  our  country  custom  of 
coupling  a  man  and  woman  together  as  partners 
in  the  labours  of  harvest.  In  my  fif^nth  au- 
tumn my  partner  was  a  bewitching  creature  a 
year  younger  than  myself!  My  scarcity  of 
English  denies  me  the  power  of  doing  her  jus- 
tice in  that  language ;  but  you  know  the  Scot- 
tish idiom— she  was  a  bannie^  sweet,  sohmU  lau. 
In  short,  she  altogether,  unwittingly  to  herself 
initiated  me  in  that  delicious  passion,  which,  in 
spite  of  acid  disappointment,  gin-horse  prudence, 
and  book-worm  philosophy,  I  hold  to  be  the 
first  of  human  joys,  our  dearest  blessing  here 
below  !  How  she  caught  the  contagion,  I  can- 
not tell :  you  medical  people  talk  much  of  in- 
fection from  breathing  the  same  air,  the  touch. 
Ice  ;  but  I  never  expressly  said  I  loved  her. 
Indeed,  I  did  not  know  myself  why  I  liked  so 
much  to  loiter  behind  with  her,  when  return- 
ing in  the  evening  from  our  labours ;  why  the 
tones  of  her  voice  made  my  heart-strings  thrill 
like  an  iEolian  harp ;  and  particularly  why  my 
pulse  beat  such  a-  furious  ratan  when  I  looked 
and  fingered  over  her  little  hand  to  pick  out  the 
cruel  nettle  .stings  and  thistles.  Among  Iter 
other  love-inspiring  qualities,  she  sung  sweetly ; 
and  it  was  her  favourite  reel,  to  which  I  at- 
tempted giving  an  embodied  vehicle  in  rhyme. 
2  w«f  not  10  preMimptuottt  w  to  iBMgiiie  that  I 


could  make  verses  like  printed  ones,  composed 
by  men  who  had  Greek  and  Latin  ;  but  my 
girl  sung  a  song,  which  wss  said  to  be  com* 
posed  by  a  small  country  laird*s  son,  on  one  of  hia 
fiither's  maids,  with  whom  he  was  in  love ;  and  I 
saw  no  reason  why  I  might  not  rhyme  as  well  aa 
he ;  for,  excepting  that  he  could  smear  sheep,  and 
cast  peats,  his  fitther  living  in  the  moor*lands^ 
he  had  no  more  scholar-craft  than  myself. 

Thus  with  me  began  love  and  poetry ; 
which  at  times  have  been  my  only,  and  till 
within  the  last  twelve  months,  have  been  my 
highest  enjoyment.  My  father  struggled  oa 
till  he  reached  the  freedom  in  his  leaact  when 
he  entered  on  a  larger  farm,  about  ten  milea 
farther  in  the  country.  The  nature  of  the 
bargain  he  made  was  such  as  to  throw  a  litdo 
ready  money  into  hb  hands  at  the  commenoe- 
ment  of  his  lease ;  otherwise  the  affair  would 
have  been  impracticable.  For  four  years  w« 
lived  comfortably  here ;  but  a  diflbrencc  com- 
mencing  between  him  and  his  landlord,  as  to 
terms,  after  three  years  tossing  and  whirliof 
in  the  vortex  of  litigation,  my  fither  was  just 
saved  from  the  horrors  of  a  jail  by  a  consump- 
tion, which,  after  two  years*  promises,  kindly 
stepped  in,  and  carried  him  away,  to  whtrt  tf§ 
wicked  ceate  from  troublituf,  and  where  the 
weary  are  at  rett. 

It  ii  during  the  time  that  we  lived  on  thia 
fiurm  that  my  little  story  is  most  eventfuL  I 
was,  at  the  banning  of  this  period,  perhaps 
the  moat  ungainly,  awkward  boy  in  the  parish 
— no  eoUtaire  was  lesa  acquainted  with  the 
ways  of  the  world.  What  I  knew  of  ancient 
story  was  gathered  from  Saimon*t  and  Grntk^ 
rie'e  geographical  grammars ;  and  the  ideas  I 
had  formed  of  modern  manners,  of  literatur«» 
and  criticism,  I  got  from  the  Spe^ator,  Thcaet 
with  Pope's  Works,  some  plays  of  Shakspeare^ 
TuU  and  Dickson  on  Agriculture,  the  Paum 
theon.  Locks  s  Essay  on  the  Human  Un» 
derstanding,  Stackhouee*M  History  of  the 
Bible,  jMstice*s  British  Gardener*s  Hirtctory^ 
Bayle*s  LectureSf  Allan  Jlamsay*s  Workst 
Taylor's  Scripture  Doctrine  of  Original  Sin^ 
A  Select  Collection  of  English  Songs,  and 
Hervey*s  Meditations^  had  formed  the  whole 
of  my  reading.  The  collection  of  songs  waa  my 
vade  mecum,  I  pored  over  them,  driving  my 
cart,  or  walking  to  labour,  song  by  song,  verse 
by  verse ;  carefully  noting  the  true  tender,  or 
sublime,  from  aflbctatton  and  fustian.  I  am 
convinced  1  owe  to  this  practice  much  of  my  cri* 
tic  craft,  such  as  it  is. 

In  my  seventeenth  year,  to  gite  my  maooeri 
a  brush,  I  went  to  a  country  dancing-schooL-^ 
My  father  had  an  unaccountable  antipathy 
against  these  meetings ;  and  my  going  waa» 
what  to  this  moment  I  repent,  in  opposition  to 
his  wishes.  My  fiuher,  as  I  said  before^  waa 
subject  to  strong  passions ;  from  that  instince 
of  disobedience  in  me,  he  took  a  sort  of  dislike 
to  me,  which  I  beliere  was  one  cause  of  the  dia« 
sipation  which  marked  my  auccicdif  ytan^    I 


IM 


BURNS*  WORKS. 


My  duftpatioii,  eomparatiTely  with  the  ttriet- 
ncfli,  and  sobriety,  and  r^:ularity  of  Presbyte- 
rian country  life ;  for  tbough  the  WiII-o*-Witp 
meteors  of  thoughtless  whim  were  almost  the 
aole  lights  of  my  path,  yet  early  ingrained  piety 
and  virtue  kept  me  for  several  years  afterwards 
within  the  line  of  innocence.  The  great  mis- 
fortune of  my  life  was  to  want  an  aim.  I  had 
felt  early  some  stirrings  of  ambition,  but  they 
were  the  blind  gropiags  of  Homer's  Cyclops 
round  the  walls  of  his  cave.  I  saw  my  father's 
•itaation  entailed  on  me  perpetual  Inbou  r.  The 
only  two  openings  by  which  I  could  enter  the 
temple  of  Fortune,  was  the  gate  of  niggardly 
economy,  or  the  path  of  little  chicaning  bargain- 
raaking.  The  first  is  so  contracted  an  aperture, 
I  never  could  squeeze  myself  into  it ; — the  last 
I  always  hated — there  was  contamination  in  the 
very  entrance  !  Thus  abandoned  of  aim  or  view 
in  life,  with  a  strong  appetite  for  sociability,  as 
well  from  native  hilarity,  as  from  a  pride  of  ob- 
servation and  remark  ;  a  constitutional  melan- 
choly or  hypochondriasm  that  made  roe  fly  so- 
litude ;  add  to  these  incentives  to  social  life,  my 
reputation  lor  bookish  knowledge,  a  certain 
wUd  lexical  talent,  and  a  strength  of  thought, 
tomething  like  the  rudiments  of  good  sense ; 
and  it  will  not  seem  surprising  that  I  was  ge- 
nerally a  welcome  guest  where  I  visited,  or  any 
great  wonder  that,  always  where  two  or  three 
met  tc^ther,  there  was  I  among  them.  But, 
&r  beyond  all  other  impulses  of  my  heart,  was 
%m  penchant  a  t adorable  moiUe  du  genre  hu~ 
main.  My  heart'  was  completely  tinder,  and 
was  eternally  lighted  up  by  some  goddess  or 
other ;  and  as  in  every  other  warfare  in  this 
world  my  fortune  was  various,  sometimes  I  was 
received  with  favour,  and  sometimes  I  was  mor- 
tified with  a  repulse.  At  the  plough,  scythe, 
or  reap-hook,  I  feared  no  competitor,  and  thus 
I  set  absolute  want  at  defiance ;  and  as  I  never 
cared  farther  for  my  labours  than  while  I  was 
in  actual  exercise,  I  spent  the  evenings  in  the 
way  after  my  own  heart.  A  country  lad  sel- 
dom carries  on  a  love  adventure  without  an  as- 
aisting  confidant.  I  possessed  a  curiosity,  zeal, 
and  intrepid  dexterity,  that  recommended  me  as 
a  proper  second  on  these  occasions  ;  and  I  dare 
•ay,  I  felt  as  much  pleasure  in  being  in  the  se- 
cret of  half  the  loves  of  the  parish  of  Tarbolton, 
as  ever  did  statesmen  in  knowinsr  the  intrigues 
of  half  the  courts  of  Europe. — The  very  goose- 
feather  in  my  hand  seems  to  know  instinctively 
the  well-worn  path  of  ray  imagination,  the  fa- 
vourite theme  of  my  song ;  and  is  with  difficul- 
ty restrained  from  giving  you  a  couple  of  para- 
graphs on  the  love  adventures  of  my  compeers, 
the  humble  inmates  of  the  farm-house  and  cot- 
tage ;  but  the  grave  sons  of  science,  ambition, 
or  avarice,  baptize  these  things  by  the  name  of 
follies.  To  the  sons  and  daughters  of  labour 
and  poverty,  they  are  matters  of  the  most  seri- 
ous nature ;  to  them,  the  ardent  hope,  the  sto- 
iKn  interview,  the  tender  fiurewell,  are  the  great- 
«t  and  moft  deUdoua  pafti  of  their  enjoymeiiti* 


Another  circumstance  in  my  lilb  iriudi 
made  some  alteration  in  my  mind  and  mutMtn, 
was,  that  I  spent  my  nineteenth  lommar  on  a 
smuggling  coast,  a  good  distance  from  home*  at 
a  noted  school,  to  learn  mensuration,  sunreyingf 
dialling,  &c.  in  which  I  made  a  pretty  good 
prc^^ress.  But  I  made  a  greater  progress  in  tke 
knowledge  of  mankind.  The  contraband  trade 
was  at  that  time  very  snocessful,  and  it  loae- 
times  happened  to  me  to  fiUl  in  with  thoee  who 
carried  it  on.  Scenes  of  swaggering  liot  aad 
roaring  dissipation  were  till  tUs  time  new  to 
me ;  but  I  was  no  enemy  to  social  lifis.  Hcrc. 
though  I  learnt  to  fill  my  glass,  and  to  mix 
without  fear  in  a  drunken  squabble,  yet  I  went 
on  with  a  high  hand  with  my  geometry,  till  the 
sun  entered  Virgo,  a  month  which  ii  always  a 
carnival  in  my  bosom,  when  a  charming /E^sMi^ 
who  live<l  next  door  to  the  school,  overset  my 
trigonometry,  and  set  me  off  at  a  tangent  from 
the  sphere  of  my  studies.  I,  however,  struggled 
on  with  my  sinetf  and  eo-staet,  for  a  few  days 
more  ;  but  stepping  into  the  garden  one  charm- 
ing noon  to  take  the  sun's  altitude,  there  I 
my  angel, 


•< 


Like  Proeerpine,  gathering  flowei% 
Herself  a  fiiirer  flower." 


It  was  in  vain  to  think  of  doing  any 
good  at  school.  The  remaining  week  I  etaid, 
1  did  nothing  but  craze  the  feculties  of  my  eonl 
about  her,  or  steal  out  to  meet  her ;  and  the 
two  last  nights  of  my  stay  in  the  country,  had 
sleep  been  a  mortal  sin,  the  image  of  tlua  mo- 
dest and  innocent  girl  had  kept  me  goOtleei. 

I  returned  home  very  considerably  improfv- 
ed.  My  reading  was  enlarged  with  the  rtry 
important  addition  of  Thomson*8  ani  Shai^ 
stone's  Works ;  I  had  seen  human  flltere  in  a 
new  phasis  ;  and  I  mgaged  eevcftl  of  mj 
school' fellows  to  keep  up  a  literary  corieipuMf- 
dence  with  me.  This  improved  me  in  compo- 
sition.  I  had  met  with  a  collection  of  letlm 
by  the  wits  of  Queen  Anne's  reign,  and  I  pond 
over  them  most  devoutly :  I  kept  oopiee  of  wmj 
of  ray  own  letters  that  pleased  me ;  and  a  oaoa- 
parison  between  them  and  the  oompositioa  of 
most  of  my  correspondents  flattered  my  vaaity. 
I  carried  this  whim  so  £ir,  that  thoogh  I  bad 
not  three  farthings  wordi  of  bosinem  in  Iba 
world,  yet  almost  every  poet  brought  me  aa 
many  letters  as  if  I  had  been  a  broad 
son  of  day-book  and  ledger. 

My  life  flowed  on  much  in  the  tarn 
till  my  twenty-third  year.  Vive  Vamomr^  e€ 
07  oe  la  hagaidU,  were  my.  sole  prindplei  of  no- 
tion. The  addition  of  two  more  anthma  to  my 
library  gave  rae  great  pleasure  ;  SUmm  and 
M'Kenzie—TrUtram  Shandy  and  Tkt  Mtm 
of  Feeling — ^were  my  bosom  fevouritee.  Poevy 
was  still  a  darling  walk  for  my  mind ;  bat  it 
was  only  indulged  in  according  to  the  hnmonr 
of  the  hour.  1  had  usually  half  a  doaen  or  omwv 
pieoee  on  hand ;  I  took  up  one  or  oHhtr,  m  iM 
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suited  ibe  momentary  tone  of  the  mind,  and 
difmined  the  work  as  it  bordered  on  &tigae. 
My  paiaions,  when  once  lighted  up,  raged  like 
so  many  devils,  till  they  got  vent  in  rhyme  ;  and 
then  the  conning  over  my  verses,  like  a  spell, 
soothed  all  into  quiet !  None  of  the  rhymes  of 
those  days  are  in  print,  except  Wintert  a  Dirge, 
the  eldest  of  my  printed  pieces  ;  The  Death  of 
Poor  Mailie,  John  Harleycom,  and  Songs, 
first,  second,  and  third.  Song  second  was  the 
ebullition  of  that  passion  which  ended  the  fore- 
mentioned  school  business. 

My  twenty-third  year  was  ti>  me  an  import- 
ant era.  Partly  through  whim,  and  partly 
that  I  wished  to  set  about  doing  something  in 
life,  I  joined  a  flax-dresser  in  a  neighbouring 
town  (Irvine)  to  learn  his  trade.  This  was 
an  unlucky  aflair.      My  ;    and,  to 

finish  the  whole,  as  we  were  giving  a  welcome 
carousal  to  the  new  year,  the  shop  took  fire, 
and  burnt  to  ashes  ;  and  I  was  left,  like  a  true 
poet,  not  worth  a  sixpence. 

1  was  obliged  to  give  up  this  scheme :  the 
cloudsiofnuirurtune  were  gathering  thick  round 
my  fether's  head  ;  and,  what  was  worst  of  all, 
he  was  visibly  far  gone  in  a  consumption  ;  and, 
to  crown  my  distresses,  a  belle  JiUe,  whom  I 
adored,  and  who  had  pledged  her  soul  to  meet 
me  in  the  field  of  matrimony,  jilted  me,  with 
peculiar  circumstances  of  mortification.  The 
finishing  evil  that  brought  up  the  rear  of  this 
infernal  file,  was,  my  constitutional  melancholy 
being  increased  to  such  a  d^ec,  that  for  three 
months  I  was  in  a  state  of  mind  scarcely  to  be 
envied  by  the  hopeless  wretches  who  have  got 
their  mittimus— ^epor^/rom  me,  ye  cursed  I 

From  this  adventure,  I  learned  something 
of  a  town  life ;  but  the  principal  thing  which 
gave  my  mind  a  turn,  was  a  friendship  I  form- 
ed with  a  yooog  fellow,  a  very  noble  character, 
but  a  hapless  son  of  misfortune.  lie  was  the 
son  of  a  simple  mechanic ;  but  a  great  man  in 
the  neighbourhood  taking  him  under  his  pa- 
tronage, gave  him  a  genteel  education,  with  a 
view  of  bettering  his  situation  in  life.  The 
patron  dying  just  as  he  was  ready  to  launch  out 
into  the  world,  the  poor  fellow  in  despair  went 
to  sea ;  where,  after  a  variety  of  good  and  ill 
fortune,  a  little  before  I  was  acquainted  with 
him,  he  had  been  set  ashore  by  an  American 
privateer,  on  the  wild  coast  of  Connaught, 
stripped  of  every  thing.  I  cannot  quit  this  poor 
fellow's  story,  without  adding,  that  he  is  at  this 
time  master  of  a  large  West  Indiaman  belonging 
to  the  Thames. 

His  mind  was  fraught  with  independence, 
magnanimity,  and  every  manly  virtue.  I  loved 
and  admired  him  to  a  degree  of  enthusiasm, 
and  of  course  strove  to  imitate  him.  In  some 
measure,  I  succeeded ;  I  had  pride  before,  but 
he  taught  it  to  flow  in  proper  channels.  His 
knowledge  of  the  world  was  vastly  superior  to 
mine,  and  I  was  all  attention  to  learn.  He  was 
the  only  man  I  ever  saw  who  was  a  greater 
M  tluHi  vyMUy  wbwt  wonaa  ww  tibo  presid- 


I  ing  star ;  but  he  spoke  of  ilUcit  love  with  the 
levity  of  a  sailor,  which  hitherto  I  had  regarded 
with  horror.  Here  his  friendship  did  me  a  mis- 
chief ;  and  the  consequence  was,  that  soon  after 
I  resumed  the  plough,  I  wrote  the  Poeft  Wd- 
come,*  My  reading  only  increased,  while  in 
this  town,  by  two  stray  volumes  of  Pamela,  and 
one  of  Ferdinand  Count  Fathom^  which  gave 
roe  some  idea  of  novels.  Rhyme,  except  some 
religious  pieces  that  are  in  print,  I  had  given 
up ;  but  meeting  with  Fergu»»on*9  Scottish 
Poems,  I  strung  anew  my  wildly-sounding  \ym 
with  emulating  vigour.  When  my  father  died, 
his  all  went  among  the  hell-hounds  that  prowl 
in  the  kennel  of  justice  ;  but  we  made  a  shif^ 
to  collect  a  little  money  in  the  family  amongst 
us,  with  vifhich,  to  keep  us  together,  my  brother 
and  I  took  a  neighbonring  farm.  My  brother 
wanted  my  hair-brained  im^nation,  as  well  as 
my  social  and  amorous  madness ;  but,  in  good 
sense,  and  every  sober  qualification,  he  was  fax 
my  superior. 

I  entered  on  this  ferm  with  a  full  resolotioa, 
Come,  go  to,  I  will  be  wise  !  I  read  ferming 
books ;  I  calculated  crops ;  I  attended  markets ; 
and,  in  short,  in  spite  of  the  devil,  and  the 
world,  and  the  jlesh,  I  believe  I  should  have 
been  a  wise  man ;  but  the  6rst  year,  from  un- 
fortimatcly  buying  bad  seed,  the  second,  from  a 
late  harvest,  we  lost  half  our  crops.  This  over- 
set all  my  wisdom,  and  I  returned,  Uhe  the  dog 
to  his  vomitt  and  the  sow  that  wcu  washed,  to 
her  wallowing  in  the  mire, 

I  now  began  to  be  known  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood as  a  maker  of  rhymes.  The  first  of 
my  poetic  of&pring  that  saw  the  light,  was  * 
burlesque  lamentation  on  a  quarrel  between  two 
reverend  Calvinists,  both  of  them  dramcUis  per^ 
sonte  in  my  Holy  Fair,  I  had  a  notion  my- 
self, that  the  piece  had  some  merit ;  but  to  pre- 
vent the  worst,  I  gave  a  copy  of  it  to  a  friend 
who  was  very  fond  of  such  things,  and  told  him 
that  I  could  not  guess  who  was  the  author  of 
it,  but  that  I  thought  it  pretty  clever.  With 
a  certain  description  of  the  clergy,  as  well  as 
laity,  it  met  with  a  roar  of  applause.  Holy 
Willie's  Prayer  next  made  its  appearance,  and 
alarmed  the  kirk-«e»ion  so  much,  that  they 
held  several  meetings  to  look  over  their  spiritual 
artillery,  if  haply  any  of  it  might  be  pointed 
against  profane  rhymers.  Unluckily  for  me, 
my  wanderings  led  me  on  another  side,  within 
point  blank  shot  of  their  heaviest  metaL  This 
is  the  unfortunate  story  that  gave  rise  to  my 
printed  poem.  The  lament.  This  was  a  most 
melancholy  afT.iir,  which  I  cannot  yet  bear  to 
reflect  on,  and  had  very  nearly  given  me  one  or 
two  of  the  principal  qualifications  for  a  place 
among  those  who  have  loat  the  chart,  and  mis- 
taken the  reckoning  of  Rationality.  I  gave  up 
my  part  of  the  farm  to  my  brother ;  in  truth  it 
was  only  nominally  mine ;  and  made  what  little 

•  Rob  the  Rhymei's  Welcome  to  Mi  Baitai^ 
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bcfon  leiTinH  my  Bilivt  CDunm  for  tter.  1  rt 

tolKd  to  puhluh  D.r   poem..     I  vtigbdl  m 

I  IhHight  Ihtr  h*d  mcr.1 1  ud  H  «■•  ■  del 

eiiDi  ido  tbu  I  ibould  ba  eiUtd  t  dmc  Td 

low,  >Tca  IhDDgh  n  ■houU  o«tr  raieb   m 

ti*  M  Ihit  Lnhmpiuble  clinu,  ind  got*  u,  ih 

woHdof  ipiHu!  I  uu  truly  ujr,   thit;iaiirr 

u«ui>  u  I  then  wm  I  lud  pretty  neuly  a 

high  ■■■  ide>  of  ny«lf  ud  of  ay  woAm  i. 

have  u  th»  mo>nent,  when  the  public  hu  dif 

dded  ia  their  fivaur.     It  ever  vu  my  onini 

OB,  that  the  mirtikei  end  blunden,  both  in 

ruioul  ud  religioui  pojot  of  Tier,  of  whir 

ve  »  Ihouundi  d-iily  luilty,  ire  owioi;   t 

lit,  h*d  b«D  «»  •]«<(  my  miutuit  •ludy.  ' 

velfbed  myKlf  iJono  ;  I  UUiwed  myielf  wk 

othen ;  I  Mebcd  enry  nwui  of  iaformiDun 

to  H*  hotr  noch  gmond  1  oeeupied  u  m  mi 

de^(D  in  iny  fbrootlan— trhen  the  ligbM  ui. 

piMtf  eonfiikat  my  poem  vmild  meet  wiih 
■ODW  ippliUM ;  but,  at  the  wont,  the  nur  uf 
tb*  Allintic  wouUI  deafen  the  Toioe  of  eeuure. 
ud  the  novetty  of  Wert  Indiui  KtoH  milK  mc 
iocgei  neglect.  1  threw  ofi'iii  hundrEil  ropin, 
of  which  I  hid  got  tubKriplioni  for  ahovt  three 

huitred  sod  fifty My  vinity  wu  highly  gn- 

tified  hy  the  recepibn  I  met  with  hum  the 
public  1  ud  beiida  I  pocketed,  ill  exptn 
deducted,  neirly  twenty  poundi.  Thii  m 
eime  Ttry  Kdooalily,  u  1  wu  thinking  of  i 
deotiog  myvif,  for  want  of  money  to  proci 
my  puHE*.  Ai  won  u  I  wu  muter  of  n: 
gHioeu.  the  pqce  of  wifting  me  to  the  tor 
■sne,  I  tooil  1  Ueerige  puuge  in  the  fint  il 
that  wu  ID  Mil  from  the  Clyde  (  br 


I  had   beet 


id  mt  in  the  wind." 


dayi  iknlking  fro 
cevm  la  corert,  under  all  the  Eerrora  of  a  jaiJ 
M  iome  ill-adviie<l  peoplu  had  uncoupled  rl 
mereilna  pick  of  the  law  at  my  heeli.     1  hi 

che>t  wu  on  the  road  to  GrceniKk  ;  1  had'can 
poiwd  the  lut  aong  I  ihanld  ever  meunrr  : 
Cilcilooii,  Tit  glaomf  night  il  gaUttringftut. 
whrn  ■  letter  from  Dr.  Blicklnck,  to  n  fir 
of  miiH.  overthrew  all  my  ichemei,  by  ope  i 
new  proapecti   to  my  poetic    ambition. 


appiaui 


dartd   t 
wl  with  en 


hopb 


Ediabunth  f.ir 

much,  that  iway  I  polled  fiir  ihat  city,  i 

<i«t  a  dngle  acqiiainunee,  or*  aii^l*  letters 


•  Uai  Proridnice  placed  mt  und«r  (ht  pilcoj 


I  aecd  nlat*  no  Gvther. 
'■■  in  «  new  world  ;  1  mingU  unonK  naaf 
liuH  of  men,  bat  ill  of  them  new  to  aw,  and 

wa  all  attution  to  eatek  tht  eharaat«(  and 
i<  mammir,  Ihimg  «  dug  rim.  WhetW  I 
uve  profited,  time  wilt  ahow. 


No.  LXVL 

FROM  OaBERT  B0RNS. 


Tm  turn  mi  upwirdi  of  arrcnly  aowf 
(bpiwMn  eighty  and  ninety  Engliih  itatmM 
mi'uure).  tht  rent  of  whidi  wu  lo  bt  forty 
pouiuti  ununlly  fur  the  fint  *ii  yean,  nnd  at 
terwinit  forty-five  pound*.  Hy  lather  andt. 
FDuml  to  lell  hli  haeehoM  pnferty,  Ibr  dM 
purpoae  of  atockini;  thii  ^rui,  but  ■■  that  tiaM 
wiK  unable,  and  Mr.  Ferpiwn  lent  bim  a  Lb«- 
timl  poun^  tor  thai  purpuee.  He  naovid  t» 
hi.  newKiiiiationatVhinuniide,  1T6S.  Itw^ 
I  ihink,  Dol  above  two  year!  after  thki,  tlkM 
Murdoch,  our  tutor  ud  friend,  left  tlua  part  o( 

and  sor  little  aervicn  being  ntefnl  on  Iba  brm, 
niy  (alher  oodertook  to  leach  ua  arithnntic  ia 
ihc  winter  eveuioga,  by  caudle-ti|ht ;  and  iathia 
woy  my  two  eldeat  tiaten  got  all  the  edncatioa 

happened  at  Ihia  titne,  which,  Ihongh  trifli^ 
in  iivIE  ia  freih  in  my  memory,  and  aiaj  aarra 
ID  illuttnte  the  early  chancier  of  mf  bmtfcer. 
■Vti.rdoch  came  lo  apend  a  night  with  n,  ml  ta 

Cscrick.     He  brought  ui,  u  a  preaeni  and  ma- 
'  if  him.  a  laill  compendium  of  Ei^tUt 


tiun  fiir  tome  lime,  till  preaenlly  tba  wIh^  par- 
ly wu  dimilTed  in  tear*.  A  finnale  ia  Iha  Blar 
( I  hire  but  a  conFuaed  remembrance  of  ii)  U 
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mt 


Wluuidt  chopt  oS,  and  her  tongue  cut  oat, 
•nd  then  was  inioltiagly  desired  to  call  for  wa- 
ter to  wash  her  hands.  At  this,  in  an  agony  of 
distress,  we  with  one  voioe  desired  he  would 
lead  no  more.  My  fiither  obserred,  that  if  we 
would  not  hear  it  out,  it  would  be  needless  to 
lesve  the  play  with  us.  Robert  replied,  that  if 
it  was  left  he  would 'bum  it.  Mv  father  was 
goiug  to  chide  him  for  this  ungrateful  return  to 
his  tutor's  kiadoen;  but  Murdoch  interfered,  de- 
clariog  that  he  liked  to  see  so  much  sensibility  ; 
and  he  left  77ie  School  for  Ztove,  a  comedy 
(translated,  I  think,  from  the  French),  in  its 
place. 

Nothing  could  be  more  retired  than  our  ge- 
neral manner  of  living  at  Mount  Oliphant; 
we  rarely  saw  any  body  but  the  *  members  of 
our  own  £imily.  There  were  no  boys  of  our 
own  age,  or  near  it,  in  the  neighbourhood. 
Indeed  the  greatest  part  of  the  land  in  the 
vicinity  was  at  that  time  possessed  by  shop- 
keepers, snd  people  of  that  stamp,  who  had 
retired  from  business,  or  who  kept  their  farm 
in  the  country,  at  the  same  time  that  they  fal- 
lowed business  in  town.  My  father  was  for 
some  time  almost  the  only  companion  we  had. 
He  conversed  fomiliarly  on  all  subjects  with  us, 
as  if  we  had  been  men ;  and  was  at  great  pains, 
while  we  accompanied  him  in  the  labours  of  the 
£irm,  to  lead  the  conversation  to  such  subjects 
as  might  tend  to  increase  our  knowledge,  or 
confirm  us  in  virtuous  habits.  He  borrowed 
Salmon^*  Gtographical  Grammar  for  us,  and 
endeavoured  to  make  us  acquainted  with  the 
situation  and  history  of  the  difllerent  countries 
in  the  world ;  while,  from  a  book-society  iu 
Ayr,  he  procured  for  us  the  reading  of  I)€r' 
kam't  Phyaieo  and  Astro  -  Thwtopyf  and 
Ray*9  Witdam  of  God  in  the  Creation,  to 
give  us  some  idea  of  astronomy  and  natural  his- 
tory. Robert  read  all  these  books  with  an  avi- 
dity and  industry  scarcely  to  be  equalled.  My 
father  had  been  a  subscriber  to  Stackhowe^t 
History  of  the  BiUe,  then  lately  published  by 
James  Meuros  in  Kilmarnock :  from  this 
Robert  collected  a  competent  knowledge  of  an- 
cient history ;  for  no  book  was  so  voluminous 
as  to  slacken  his  industry,  or  so  andquitated  as 
to  damp  his  researches.  A  brother  of  my  mo- 
ther, who  had  lived  with  us  some  time^  and 
had  learnt  some  arithmetic  by  our  winter  even- 
ing's candle,  went  into  a  buok8eller*a  shop  in 
Ayr,  to  purchase  The  Heady  Reckoner,  or 
Tradesman* M  sure  Guide,  and  a  book  to  teach 
him  to  write  letters.  Luckily,  in  place  of  The 
Gimplete  Letter--  Writer,  he  got,  by  mistake, 
a  small  collection  of  letters  by  the  most  emi- 
nent writers,  with  a  few  sensible  directions  for 
attaining  an  easy  epistolary  style.  This  book 
was  to  Robert  of  the  greatest  consequence.  It 
inspired  him  with  a  strong  desire  to  excel  in 
letter-writing,  while  it  furnished  him  with  mo- 
dels by  some  of  the  first  writers  in  our  lan- 
guage. 

M/  brother  wu  aboat  thirteea  or  fourteen^ 


when  my  fiuher,  regretting  that  wc  wrote  ao 
ill,  sent  us  week  about,  during  a  summer  quar- 
ter, to  the  parish  school  of  Dalrymple,  whicfaf 
though  between  two  and  three  miles  distant, 
was  the  nearest  to  us,  that  we  might  have  an 
opportunity  of  remedjring  this  defect.  About 
this  time  a  bookish  acquaintance  of  my  father's 
procured  us  a  reading  of  two  volnmes  of  Rich- 
ardson's Pamela,  which  was  the  first  novel  we 
read,  and  the  only  part  of  Richardson's  works 
ray  brother  was  acquainted  with  till  towarda 
the  period  of  his  commencing  author.  Till  thf  t 
time  too  he  remained  unacquainted  with  Reld- 
ing,  with  Smollet,  (two  volumes  of  Fer^namd 
Count  Fathom,  and  two  volumes  of  Peregrimt 
Pickle  excepted),  with  Hume,  with  Robertson, 
and  almost  all  our  authors  of  eminence  of  the 
later  times.  I  recollect  indeed  my  £ither  horw 
rowed  a  volume  of  English  history  from  Mr* 
Hamilton  of  Bourtree-hili's  gardener.  It  treat- 
ed of  the  reign  of  James  the  First,  and  hb  un* 
fortunate  son  Charles,  but  I  do  not  know  who 
was  the  author ;  all  that  I  remember  of  it  is 
something  of  Charles's  conversation  with  his 
children.  About  this  time  Murdoch,  our  for- 
mer teacher,  after  having  been  in  di£ferent 
places  in  the  country,  and  having  taught  a 
school  some  time  in  Dumfiries,  came  to  be  the 
established  teacher  of  the  English  language  in 
Ayr,  a  circumstance  of  considerable  consequence 
to  us.  The  remembrance  of  my  father's  former 
friendship,  and  his  attachment  to  my  brother, 
made  him  do  every  thing  in  his  power  for  oar 
improvement.  He  sent  us  Pope  a  works,  and 
some  other  poetry,  the  first  that  we  had  an  op- 
portunity of  reading,  excepting  what  ia  con- 
tained in  The  English  Collection,  and  in  tha 
volume  of  The  Edinburgh  Magazine  tac  1772 } 
excepting  also  those  excellent  new  tonga  that 
are  hawked  about  the  country  in  baskets,  of 
exposed  on  stalls  in  the  streets. 

The  summer  after  we  had  been  at  Dalrym- 
ple school,  my  father  sent  Robert  to  Ayr,  to 
revise  his  English  grammar,  with  his  fiirmec 
teacher.  He  bad  been  there  only  one  week, 
when  he  was  obliged  to  return,  to  assist  at  the 
harvest.  When  the  harvest  was  over,  he  went 
back  to  school,  where  he  remained  two  weeks ; 
and  this  completes  the  account  of  his  school 
education,  excepting  one  summer  quarter,  some 
time  afterwards,  that  he  attended  the  pariah 
school  of  Kirk-Oswald  (where  he  lived  with  a 
brother  of  my  mother's)  to  learn  snrveying. 

During  the  two  last  weeks  that  he  waa  with 
Murdoch,  he  himself  was  engaged  in  leamiof 
French,  and  he  communicated  the  inatructiona 
he  received  to  my  brother,  who,  when  he  return- 
ed, brought  home  with  him  a  French  dictionary 
and  grammar,  and  the  Adventuret  of  Telema* 
chus  in  the  original.  In  a  little  while,  by  the 
assistance  of  these  books,  he  had  acquired  such  a 
knowledge  of  the  language,  as  to  resJd  and  un- 
derstand any  French  author  in  pitwe.  This 
was  considered  as  a  sort  of  prodigy,  and,  through 

ihfi  wcdiujn  of  Mufdoch^  procored  him  tht  a^ 


BURNS'  WORKS. 


qdimtanee  of  teTerat  kdt  in  Ayr,  who  were  it 
that  time  gabbling  French,  and  the  notice  of 
tome  familie*,  particularly  that  of  Dr.  Malcolm, 
where  a  knowledge  of  French  was  a  recommen- 
dation. 

Obeerving  the  {kcility  with  which  he  had 
acquired  the  French  language,  Mr.  Robinson, 
the  established  writing-mattter  in  Ayr,  and  Mr. 
Murdoch's  particular  friend,  having  himself  ac- 
quired a  considerable  knowledge  of  the  Latin 
language  by  his  own  indu«tr)',  without  ever  ha- 
ying learned  it  at  school,  advi»ed  Robert  to  make 
the  same  attempt,  promising  him  every  assist- 
ance in  his  power.  Agreeably  to  this  advice,  he 
pnrchased  The  RudimenU  of  the  Latin  Tonptte, 
but  finding  this  study  dry  and  uninteresting,  it 
was  quickly  laid  aside.  He  frequently  returned 
to  his  Rutiimentt  on  any  little  chagrin  or  dis- 
appointment, particularly  in  his  love  af&irs; 
but  the  Latin  seldom  preidominated  more  than  a 
day  or  two  at  a  time,  or  a  week  at  most.  Ob- 
•enring  himself  the  ridicule  that  would  attach  to 
this  sort  of  conduct  if  it  were  known,  he  made 
two  or  three  humorous  stanzas  on  the  suliject, 
which  I  cannot  now  recollect,  but  they  all  exided, 


u 


So  ril  to  my  Latin  again.* 


Thus  you  see  Mr.  Murdoch  was  a  principal 
means  of  my  brother's  improvement.  Worthy 
man  !  though  foreign  to  my  present  purpose,  I 
cannot  take  leave  of  him  without  tracing  his 
future  history.  He  continued  for  some  years  a 
respected  and  useful  teacher  at  Ayr,  till  one 
evening  that  he  had  been  overtaken  in  liquor, 
he  happened  to  speiik  somewhat  disrespectfully 
of  Dr.  Dalrymple,  the  parish  minister,  who  had 
not  paid  him  that  attention  to  which  he  thought 
himself  entitled.  In  Ayr  he  mii^ht  as  well  have 
spoken  blasphemy.  He  found  it  proper  to  give 
up  his  appointment.  He  went  to  London,  where 
he  still  lives,  a  private  teacher  of  French.  He 
has  been  a  considerable  time  married,  and  keeps 
a  shop  of  stationery  wares. 

The  father  of  Dr.  Paterson,  now  physician  at 
Ayr,  was,  I  believe,  a  native  of  Aberdeenshire, 
and  was  one  of  the  established  teachers  in  Ayr 
when  my  father  settled  in  the  neighliourhood. 
He  early  recognised  my  father  as  a  fellow  na- 
tive of  the  north  of  Sa)tland,  and  a  certain  de- 
gree of  intimacy  subsisted  between  them  during 
BIr.  Paterson's  life.  After  his  death,  his  widow, 
who  is  a  very  genteel  woman,  and  of  great 
worth,  delighted  in  doing  what  she  thought  her 
husband  would  have  wished  to  have  done,  and 
aasiduou»Iy  kept  up  her  attentions  to  all  his  ac- 
quaintance. She  kept  alive  the  intimacy  with 
our  family,  by  frequently  inviting  my  father  and 
mother  tu  her  house  on  Sundays,  when  she  met 
them  at  church. 

When  she  came  to  know  my  brother's  passion 
for  books,  she  kindly  offered  us  the  use  of  her 
bnsband't  librarv*,  and  from  her  we  got  the 
SpedatoTt  Pope  s  Translation  of  Honur,  and 
fureral  other  books  that  were  of  use  to  ns. 


Mount  Oliphant,  ^  turn  my  Jkther 
in  the  parish  of  Ayr,  it  almoat  the  Tcry 
toil  I  know  of  in  a  tUte  of  enltivition.  A 
ttronger  proof  of  thii  I  cannot  give,  than  tlit^ 
notwithstanding  the  extraordinary  rite  in  the 
value  of  lands  in  Scotland,  it  was,  after  a  eoa- 
siderable  sum  laid  ont  in  improving  it  by  At 
proprietor,  let,  a  few  years  ago,  five  pounds  per 
annum  lower  than  the  rent  paid  for  it  by  mjr 
ftther  thirty  years  ago.  My  father,  in  oonae- 
quence  of  this,  soon  came  into  difficulties,  whidi 
were  increased  by  the  loss  of  several  of  hit  eattft 
by  accidents  and  disease.— To  the  bafietinga  of 
misfortune  we  could  only  oppose  hard  laboor  aad 
the  most  rigid  economy.  We  lived  very  ipa« 
ringly.  For  several  years  butcher's  meat  wte  • 
stranger  in  the  house,  while  all  the  memben  of 
the  family  exerted  themselves  to  the  ntraoti  of 
their  strength,  and  rather  beyond  it,  in  the  lip 
hours  of  the  farm.  My  brother,  at  the  ift  of 
thirteen,  assisted  in  thrashii^  the  crop  of  eorai^ 
and  at  fifteen  was  the  principal  laboarer  on  tta 
farm,  for  we  had  no  hired  servant,  male  or  §^ 
male.  The  anguish  of  mind  we  felt  at  our  tea* 
der  years,  under  these  straits  and  diffintltfaiy 
was  very  great  To  think  of  our  fatiier  grov^ 
ing  old,  (for  he  was  now  above  fifty)*  brafam 
down  with  the  long  continued  fatigues  of  Ui 
life,  with  a  wife  and  five  other  children,  and  i& 
a  declining  state  of  circumstances,  theae 
tions  produced  in  my  brother's  mind  and 
sensations  of  the  deepest  distress.  I  doubt^nel 
but  the  hard  labour  and  sorrow  of  this  pe» 
riod  of  his  life,  was  in  a  great  measure  the  earn 
of  that  depression  of  spirits  with  which  Robert 
was  so  often  afflicted  through  his  whole  lift  af- 
terwards. At  this  time  he  was  almott  eea- 
stantiy  afflicted  in  the  evenings  with  a  dol 
headache,  which,  at  a  future  period  of  bia 
was  exchanged  for  a  palpitation  of  the 
and  a  threatening  of  feinting  and  sufibcatioD  Im 
his  bed,  in  the  night-time. 

By  a  stipulation  in  my  father's  lease,  he  had 
a  right  to  throw  it  up,  if  he  thought  proper,  aft 
the  end  of  every  sixth  year.  He  attempted  to 
fix  himself  in  a  better  ferm  at  the  end  of  dm 
first  six  years,  but  failing  in  that  attempt^  bo 
continued  where  be  was  for  six  years  more.  Ht 
then  took  the  farm  of  Lochlea,  of  130  aercs^  ■! 
the  lent  of  twenty  shillings  an  acre,  in  the 
rish  of  Tarbolton,  of  Mr. 


■£ 


a  merchant  in  Ayr,  and  now  (1797)  a 
in  Liver|>ool.  He  removed  to  thia  ferm 
WTiitsunday,  1777,  and  possessed  it  only 
years.  "So  writing  bad  ever  been  made  ont  of 
the  conditions  of  the  lease  ;  a  misunderstanding 
took  place  respecting  them ;  the  subjects  in  dia- 
pute  were  submitted  to  arbitration,  and  the  de- 
cision involved  my  father's  afibirs  in  ruin.  Ha 
lived  to  know  of  this  decision,  but  not  to  aee  waj 
execution  in  consequence  of  it.  He  died  oa  ne 
ISth  of  February,  1784. 

The  seven  years  we  lived  in  TarholtMi  pariA 
(extending  from  the  seventeenth  to  the  ti>t»ty» 
fourth  of  my  brother's  age),  were  aol 


COR{t£$PON0BNCS. 


m 


bf  ittaea  nteriry  inpro^eqaaot  ;  but  during 
tnia  time  the  fi>uodatioa  was  laid  of  certain  ha- 
bits in  my  brother**  character,  which  afterwards 
became  but  too  prominent,  and  which  malice 
and  envy  have  taken  delight  to  enlarge  on. 
Though,  when  young,  he  was  bashful  and  awk- 
ward in  his  intercottrae  with  women,  yet  when 
he  approached  manhood,  his  attachment  to  their 
society  became  very  strong,  and  he  was  con- 
stantly the  victim  of  some  fair  enslaver.  The 
symptoms  of  his  passion  were  often  such  as 
nearly  to  equal  those  of  the  celebrated  Sappho. 
I  never  indeed  knew  that  he  yain/ecf,  iunk,  and 
died  away ;  but  the  agitations  of  his  mind  and 
body  exceeded  any  thing  of  the  kind  I  ever 
knew  in  real  life.  He  had  alwa^-s  a  particular 
jealousy  of  people  who  were  richer  than  him- 
self, or  who  hid  more  consequence  in  life.  His 
love,  therefore,  rarely  settled  on  persons  of  this 
description.  When  he  selected  any  one,  out  of 
the  sovereignty  of  his  good  pleasure,  to  whom 
he  should  piy  his  particular  attention,  she  was 
instantly  invested  with  a  sufficient  stock  of 
charms,  out  of  the  plentiful  stores  of  his  own 
imagination ;  and  there  was  often  a  great  dis- 
aimilitude  between  his  fair  captivator,  as  she 
appeared  to  others,  and  as  she  seemed  when  in- 
vested with  the  attributes  he  gave  her.  One 
generally  reigned  paramount  in  his  a£fections ; 
but  as  Yorick's  afiections  flowed  out  toward 
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the  eternal  vows  of  EUiza  were  upon  him,  so 
Robert  was  frequently  encoonteripg  other  at- 
tractions, which  formed  so  many  under  plots  in 
the  drama  of  his  love.  As  these  connections 
were  governed  by  the  strictest  rules  of  virtue 
and  modesty  (from  which  he  never  deviated  till 
he  reached  his  23d  year),  he  became  anxious  to 
be  in  a  situation  to  marry.  This  was  not  likely 
to  be  soon  the  case  while  he  remained  a  fiirmer, 
at  the  stocking  of  a  farm  required  a  sum  of 
money  he  had  no  probability  of  being  master  of 
for  a  great  while.  He  began,  therefore,  to  think 
of  trying  some  other  line  of  life.  He  and  I  had 
for  several  years  taken  land  of  my  €ither  for  the 
purpose  of  raising  flax  on  our  own  account.  In 
the  course  of  selling  it,  Robert  began  to  think 
of  tnming  flax-dresser,  both  as  being  suitable  to 
his  Krand  view  of  settling  in  life,  and  as  sub- 
•ervient  to  the  flax  raising.  He  accordingly 
wrought  at  the  business  of  a  flax-dreaaer  in 
Irvine  for  aix  months,  but  abandoned  it  at  that 
period,  at  neither  agreeing  with  his  health  nor 
indination.  In  Irvine  he  had  contracted  some 
acquaintance  of  a  freer  manner  of  thinking  and 
living  than  he  had  been  used  to,  whose  society 
prepared  him  for  overleaping  the  bounds  of  rigid 
virtue  which  had  hitherto  restrained  him.  To- 
wards the  end  of  the  period  under  review  (in 
hb  f  4th  year),  and  soon  after  his  father's  death, 
he  was  furnished  with  the  subject  of  his  epistle 
to  JohM  Rankin.'  During  this  period  alao  he 
btramf  a  freemasont  whidi  was  hit  firtt  intro- 
dttcdon  to  the  U&  of  a  boon  companion.     Yet» 
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praise  he  h«9  bettowj^  on  Spofch  drink  (irblc|| 
seems  to  have  misled  bif  hiatonaQs),  I  d«  mIi 
repollect,  during  these  seven  yean,  por  till  l9v 
wards  the  end  of  hia  comn^encinff  author  (wIms 
his  growing  celebrity  occaslpned  ni«  beioff  ofifii 
in  company),  to  have  ever  seen  him  intoxu»t|d( 
nor  was  he  at  all  given  to  drinking.  A  ttrongtr 
proof  of  the  general  sobriety  of  his  conduct  oetd 
not  be  required  than  what  I  am  about  to  givew 
During  the  whole  of  the  timr  we  lived  in  %h$ 
form  of  Lochlea  with  my  father,  he  allowed  mf 
brother  and  me  such  wages  for  our  labour  as  be 
gave  to  other  labourers,  as  a  part  of  whicb^ 
every  article  of  our  clothing  manufiptctured  ia 
the  family  was  regularly  accounted  for.  WheQ 
my  father's  affairs  drew  near  a  crisis,  Robert 
and  I  tuuk  the  farm  of  Mossgiel,  consisting  of 
1 18  acres,  at  the  rent  of  .£90  per  annum  (th* 
farm  on  which  I  live  at  present)  from  Mr.  Ga^ 
via  Huniiltun,  as  an  asylum  fur  the  family  io 
ra-^*  of  the  woi-st.  It  was  stocked  by  the  pn>- 
perty  and  individual  savings  of  the  whole  fiunily^ 
and  was  a  juiut  concern  among  us.  Every  mein* 
her  of  the  family  was  allowed  ordinary  Wlgit 
for  the  labour  ht*  performed  on  the  farm.  Mr 
brother's  allowance  an<i  mine  was  seven  pouniu 
per  annum  each.  And  during  the  whole  tiflU 
this  family  cnnreni  la>ted,  which  was  four  yftr% 
OS  well  a^  (i:irinj  the  preceding  period  at  Loch" 
lea,  his  cxp^^nses  never  in  one  yeir  exceeded  hit 
slender  income.  As  I  was  intrusted  with  tht 
keeping  of  the  family  accounts,  it  ia  not  poaii- 
ble  that  there  can  be  any  fallacy  in  this  atata* 
ment  in  my  brother's  favour.  His  tempermof 
and  frugality  were  every  thing  that  could  h% 
wished. 

The  farm  of  Mossgiel  lies  very  high,  and 
mostly  on  a  cold  wet  bottom.  The  first  four 
years  that  we  were  on  the  farm  were  very  froftn 
and  the  spring  was  very  late.  Our  crope  ui 
con^tcqucnce  were  very  unprofitable ;  and,  not^ 
withstanding  our  utmost  diligence  and  economy^ 
we  found  ourselves  obliged  to  give  up  our  baiw 
gain,  with  the  loss  of  a  considerable  port  of  ovr 
original  stock.  It  was  during  these  four  yeait 
that  Robert  formed  his  connection  with  Jea^ 
Armour,  afterwards  Mrs.  Burns.  This  cooncO" 
tion  could  no  longer  be  concealed,  about  tbf 
time  we  came  to  a  final  determination  to  quit 
the  farm.  Robert  durnt  not  engage  with  |k 
family  in  his  poor  unsettled  state,  but  waa  t^ 
xious  to  shield  his  partner  by  every  meant  ia 
his  power  from  the  consequences  of  their  iai- 
prudence.  It  was  agreed  therefore  bctwiw 
them,  that  they  should  make  a  legal  tcknow* 
ledgnient  of  an  irregular  and  private  marriagt ; 
that  he  shunld  go  to  Jamaica,  to  push  hie  fofm 
tune;  and  that  she  should  remain  with  htr 
father  till  it  might  please  Providence  to  put  thf 
means  of  supporting  a  family  in  hii  powtr. 

Mrs.  Burns  was  a  great  favourite  of  her  Cm 
ther's.     The  intimation  of  a  private  muxx^ 
was  the  first  suggestion  he  ree^ivejl  of  litr  m| 
situation.     He  waa  in  tht  grtatest  diatreai^  |p| 
iMBttd  away.    Tht  mairiigt  did  not  amir  H 
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Urn  to  make  tlie  mAtler  tay  better.    A  hm- 
band  in  Jamaiet  appeared  to  him  and  to  lua  wile 
fitde  better  than  none,  and  an  efleetnal  bar  to 
amf  other  proepecta  of  a  lettlement  in  lifis  that 
thair  daughter  might  have.    They  therefore  ez- 
preaaed  a  wish  to  her,  that  the  written  papera 
which  reapected  the  marriage  ^ould  be  cancel- 
led, and  thus  the  marriage  rendered  void.     In 
her  melancholy  atate  she  £^t  the  deepest  lemorae 
at  baring  brought  auch  heavy  affliction  on  pa- 
rents that  loved  her  so  tenderly,  and  submitted 
to  their  entreaties.     Their  wish  was  mentioned 
to   Robert.     He  felt   the  deepest  anguish  of 
nind.     He  oflkred  to  stay  at  home  and  provide 
for  his  wife  and  £uni]y  in  the  beat  manner  that 
hia  daily  labours  could  provide  for  them ;  that 
being  the  only  means  in  his  power.     Even  this 
ofler  they  did  not  approve  of ;  fin',  humble  as 
Misa  Armour's  station  was,  and  great  though 
her  hnprudence  had  been,  she  atill,  in  the  eyea 
of  her  partial  parents,  might  look  to  a  better 
connexion  than  that  with  my  firiendleaa  and  un- 
happy brother,  at  that  time  without  house  or 
hiding-place.     Robert  at  length  consented  to 
their  wishes ;  but  his  feelings  on  this  occasion 
were  of  the  most  distracting  nature ;  and  the 
impression  of  sorrow  was  not  efl&iced,  till  by  a 
regular  marriage  they  were  indisaolubly  united. 
In  the  state  of  mind  which  this  separation  pro- 
duced, he  wished  to  leave  the  country  as  so<m 
aa  possible,  and  ^reed  with  Dr.  Douglas  to  go 
out  to  Jamaica  as  an  assistant  overseer,  or,  as  I 
believe  it  is  called,  a  book-keeper,  on  hin  estate. 
As  he  had  not  sufficient  luoney  to  pay  his  pas- 
aage,  and  the  vessel  in  wliich  Dr.  Douglas  was 
to  procure  a  passage  for  him  was  not  expected 
to  aiul  for  aome  time,  Mr.  Hamilton  advised  him 
to  publish  his  poems  in  the  meantime  by  sub- 
acription,  as  a  likely  way  of  getting  a  little  mo- 
ney to  provide  him  more  liberally  in  necessaries 
for  Jamaica.     Agreeably  to  this  advice,  sub- 
acription  bills  were  piidted  immediately,  and 
the  printing  was  commenced  at  Kilmarnock, 
his  preparations  going  on  at  the  same  time  for 
his  voyage.     The  reception,  however,  which 
his  poems  met  with  in  the  world,  and  the  friends 
they  procured  him,  made  him  change  his  reso- 
lution of  going  to  Jamaica,  and  he  was  advised 
to  go  to  Edinburgh  to  publish  a  second  edition. 
On  his  return,  in  happier  circumstances,  he  re- 
newed his  connexion  with  Mrs.  Bums,  and  ren- 
dered it  permanent  by  a  union  for  life. 

Thus,  Madam,  have  I  endeavoured  to  give 
you  a  simple  narrative  of  the  leading  circum- 
atances  in  my  brother's  early  life.  The  remain- 
ing part  he  spent  in  Edinburgh  or  in  Dumfries- 
shire, and  its  incidents  are  aa  well  known  to 
you  as  to  me.  His  genius  having  procured  him 
your  patronage  and  friendship,  this  gave  riae  to 
the  oorreroondence  between  you,  in  which,  I 
believe,  hia  aentimenta  were  delivered  with  the 
moat  reapeetfol,  but  moat  unreaerved  confidence, 
and  whidi  only  temunated  with  the  lait  daya  of 
Ivttfe. 


NaLXVlt 
FROM  MR.  MURDOCH 


TO 


DR.  MOORE, 
▲a  TO  THE  roR*a  xaklt  Tumotf. 


sia, 

I  waa  httely  fovoored  with  a  letter  from  oar 
worthy  friend,  the  Rev.  William  Adair,  in  which 
he  requested  me  to  communicate  to  yon  what- 
ever particulars  I  could  recollect  cooeamii^ 
Robert  Bums,  the  Ayrshire  poet.  My  buainoan 
being  at  preaent  multifarious  and  harasaing,  my 
attention  is  consequently  so  much  divided,  and  I 
am  so  little  in  the  habit  of  expressing  my  thonghta 
on  paper,  that  at  thia  distance  of  time  I  can  fiw 
but  a  very  imperfect  aketch  of  the  early  part  of 
the  life  of  that  extraordinary  genina  with  which 
alone  I  am  acquainted. 

William  Burnes,  the  fether  of  the  poet, 
bom  in  the  shire  of  Kincardine,  and  brad 
gardener.  'He  had  been  aettled  in  Ayrafaira  laai 
or  twelvo  years  before  I  knew  him,  and 
been  in  the  service  of  Mr.  Crawford  of 
side.  He  was  afterwards  employed  aa 
dener  and  overseer  by  Provost  Fefgnaon  of 
Doonholm,  in  the  parish  of  Alloway,  which  ia 
now  united  with  that  of  Ayr.  In  thia  pnriah» 
on  the  road  side,  a  Scotch  mile  and  a  half  fram 
the  town  of  Ayr,  and  half  a  milo  from  tta 
bridge  of  Doon,  William  Buraes  took  a  pinet 
of  land,  consisting  of  about  seven  acres,  part  of 
which  he  laid  out  in  garden  ground,  and  ptrt 
of  which  he  kept  to  graae  a  cow,  iGCjidU 
tinning  in  the  employ  of  Provost 
Upon  thia  little  form  waa  erected  a 
dwelling,  of  which  William  Bomea  waa  tha  ar- 
chitect. It  was,  with  the  exception  of  a  Iittl» 
straw,  literally  a  tabemade  of  clay.  In  thi» 
mean  cottage,  of  which  I  myself  was  at  timna 
an  inhabitant,  I  xeally  believe  there  dw^  a 
larger  portion  of  content  than  in  any  palaca  ia 
Europe.  The  Cotter^M  Saturday  Nigki^  wiU 
give  some  idea  of  the  temper  and  mannera  that 
prevailed  there. 

In  1765,  about  the  middle  of  Blareh*  Mr* 
W.  Burnes  came  to  Ayr,  and  sent  to  the  aehool 
where  I  was  improving  in  writing  undar  my 
good  friend  Mr.  Robinson,  desiring  uat  I  would 
come  and  speak  to  him  at  a  certain  inn, 
bring  my  writing  book  with  ma.     Thia 
immediately  complied  with.     Having 
my  writing,  he  was  pleased  with  it--(yo«  will 
readily  allow  he  was  not  difficult),  and  told  mm 
that  he  had  received  very  satisfactory  ii 
tion  of  Mr.  Tennant,  the  maater  of  the 
lish  school,   concerning  my  improvemank 
English,  and  in  his  method  q£  teaching.     Ia 
the  month  of  May  following,  I  waa  «ngi|pBd  hf 
Mr.  Buraes,  and  four  of  hia  neighboora,  to  fiiMik^ 
and  accordingly  began  to  teach  the  littk  inhonl 
t:  AUowayi  which  wm  ■ttwtad  a  km  jitii 
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fttlta  tkt  argiUaceout  (kbric  above  meationed. 
My  five  employen  undertook  to  board  me  hy 
tarns,  aod  to  make  np  a  certain  salary,  at  the 
•nd  of  the  year,  provided  my  quarterly  pay- 
ments from  the  different  pupils  did  not  amount 
to  that  sum. 

My  pupil,  Robert  Burns,  was  then  between 
iix  and  seven  years  of  sfre  ;  his  preceptor  about 
eighteen.  Robert  and  his  younger  brother  Gil- 
bert, had  been  grounded  a  little  in  English  be- 
fore they  were  put  under  my  care.  They  both 
made  a  rapid  progress  in  reading,  and  a  tolerable 
progress  in  writing.  In  reading,  dividing  words 
into  syllables  by  rule,  spelling  without  book, 
parsing  sentences,  Sec,  Robert  and  Gilbert  were 
generally  at  the  upper  end  of  the  class,  even 
when  ranged  with  boys  by  far  their  seniors. 
The  books  most  commonly  used  in  the  school 
were,  the  Spelling  Book,  the  New  Testament, 
the  JBible,  Ma$on*$  Collection  of  Prose  and 
Verse,  and  Fislier*s  English  Grammar,  They 
committed  to  memory  the  hymns,  and  other 
poems  of  that  collection,  with  uncommon  ficili- 
ty.  This  facility  was  partly  owing  to  the  me- 
thod pursued  by  their  father  and  me  in  instruct- 
iag  them,  which  was,  to  make  them  thoroughly 
aoquainted  with  the  meaning  of  every  word  in 
each  sentence  that  was  to  be  committed  to  me- 
mory. By  the  bye,  this  may  be  easier  done,  and 
at  an  earlier  period,  than  is  generally  thought. 
As  soon  as  they  were  capable  of  it,  I  taught  them 
to  turn  verse  into  its  natural  prose  order  ;  some- 
times to  suljstitute  synonymous  expressions  for 
poetical  words,  and  to  supply  all  the  ellipses. 
These,  you  know,  are  the  means  of  knowing  that 
the  pupil  understands  his  author.  These  are 
excellent  helps  to  the  arrangement  of  words  in 
■entences,  as  well  as  to  a  variety  of  expression. 

Gilbert  always  appeared  to  me  to  possess  a 
more  lively  imagination,  and  to  be  more  of  the 
wit,  than  Robert.  I  attempted  to  teach  them  a 
little  church  music.  Here  they  were  left  hx  be- 
hind by  all  the  rest  of  the  schooL  Robert's  ear, 
in  particular,  was  remarkably  dull,  and  his  voice 
unConable.  It  was  long  before  I  could  get  them 
to  distinguish  one  tune  from  another.  Robert's 
countenance  was  generally  grave,  and  expressive 
of  a  serious,  contemplative,  and  thoughtful  mind. 
Gilbert's  fsoe  said.  Mirth,  with  thee  I  mean  to 
Uwe ;  and  certainly,  if  any  person  who  knew  the 
two  boys,  had  been  asked  which  of  them  was 
the  most  likely  to  court  the  muses,  he  would 
rarely  never  have  guessed  that  Robert  had  a 
propensity  of  that  kind. 

In  the  year  1767,  Mr.  Bumes  quitted  his 
mud  edifice,  and  took  poesession  of  a  farm 
(Mount  Oliphant)  of  his  own  improving,  while 
in  the  service  of  Provost  FergAon.  This  fium 
being  at  a  considerable  distance  from  the  school* 
the  boys  could  not  attend  r^ularly ;  and  tome 
changes  taking  place  among  the  other  sup- 
porters of  the  school,  I  lef^  it,  having  continued 
to  conduct  it  for  nearly  two  years  and  a  halt 

In  ^  year  177S,  I  was  appointed  (being  one 
of  ftve  cindidatw  who  wtn  cumiiMd)  to  tctck 


the  English  school  at  Ayr ;  and  in  1773,  Robert 
Burns  came  to  board  and  lodge  with  me^  for  tbo 
purpose  of  revising  English  grammar,  fcc  thai 
he  might  be  better  qualified  to  instruct  his  bro- 
thers and  sisters  at  home.  He  wu  now  with 
me  day  and  night,  in  school,  at  meals,  and  in  all 
my  walks.  At  the  end  of  one  week,  I  told  him, 
that,  as  he  was  now  pretty  much  master  of  the 
parts  of  speech,  &c.,  I  should  like  to  teadi  him. 
something  of  French  pronunciation,  that  when, 
he  should  meet  with  the  name  of  a  French  town» 
ship,  officer,  or  the  like,  in  the  newspapers,  h* 
might  be  able  to  pronounce  it  something  like  sl 
French  word.  Robert  was  glad  to  hear  Sua  pro- 
posal, and  immediately  we  attacked  the  Frenck 
with  g^eat  courage. 

Now  there  was  little  else  to  be  heard  but  tho^ 
decleosion  of  nouns,  the  conjugation  of  verbs, 
&c.  When  walking  together,  and  even  at  meals, 
I  was  constantly  telling  him  the  names  of  differ- 
ent objects,  as  they  presented  themselves,  in 
French  ;  so  that  he  was  hourly  laying  in  a  stock 
of  words,  and  sometimes  little  phrases.  In  short, 
he  took  such  pleasure  in  learning,  and  I  in  teach- 
ing, that  it  was  difficult  to  say  which  of  the  two 
was  most  zealous  in  the  business ;  and  about  the 
end  of  the  second  week  of  our  study  of  the 
French,  we  began  to  read  a  little  of  the  Adven- 
tures of  Tdemachus,  in  Fenelon's  own  words. 

But  now  the  plains  of  Mount  Oliphant  b^aa 
to  whiten,  and  Robert  was  summoned  to  relin- 
quish the  pleasing  scenes  that  surrounded  the 
grotto  of  Galypso,  and,  armed  with  a  sickle,  to 
seek  glory  by  signalizing  himself  id  the  fields  of. 
Ceres — and  so  he  did  ;  fur  although  but  about 
fifteen,  I  was  told  that  he  performed  the  work 
of  a  man. 

Thus  was  I  deprived  of  my  very  apt  pnpi^ 
and  consequently  agreeable  companion,  at  the 
end  of  three  weeks,  one  of  which  was  spent  en- 
tirely in  the  study  of  English,  and  the  other  two 
chiefly  in  that  of -French.  I  did  not,  however, 
lose  sight  of  him  ;  but  was  a  frequent  visitant 
at  his  father's  house,  when  I  had  my  half-hoU- 
day,  and  very  often  went  accompanied  with  one 
or  two  persona  more  intelligent  than  myself,  that 
good  William  Burnes  might  enjoy  a  mental  huL 
— Then  the  labouring  oar  was  shifted  to  somo 
other  hand.  The  father  and  the  son  sat  down 
with  us,  when  we  enjoyed  a  conversation,  where- 
in solid  reasoning,  sensible  remark,  and  a  mo- 
derate seasoning  of  jocularity,  were  so  iiiedf 
blended  as  to  render  it  palatable  to  all  partimu. 
Robert  hod  a  hundred  questions  to  ask  me  about 
the  French,  <cc. ;  and  the  father,  who  had  al- 
ways rational  information  in  view,  had  still 
some  question  to  propose  to  my  more  learaed 
friends,  upon  moral  or  natural  philoaophy,  or 
some  such  interesting  subject.  Afra.  Bi 
too  was  of  the  party  as  sjfkueh.  u 


"  But  still  the  house  afiUrs  would  draw  her  thcnoi^ 
Which  ever  as  she  could  with  haste  dispatch, 
She'd  come  again,  and,  with  a  greedy  cttf 
DvTOor  vp  t)wir  diKownat**^— « 
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tad  partiediilT  tliat  of  tier  bnsbMid.  At  all 
xbam,  and  ia  au  eompaoici,  she  listened  to  him 
with  a  more  marked  attention  than  to  any  body  else. 
When  QOder  the  necemty  of  being  abeent  while 
he  waa  apeaking,  the  leemed  to  regret,  as  a  real 
Imb,  that  she  had  missed  what  the  good  man 
bid  said.  This  worthy  woman,  Agnet  Brown, 
had  the  most  thorough  esteem  for  her  husband 
of  any  woman  I  ever  knew.  I  can  by  no  means 
wonder  that  she  highly  esteemed  him ;  for  I 
myarlf  haire  always  considered  William  Bumes 
at  by  far  the  best  of  the  human  race  that  ever 
had  the  pleasure  of  being  acquainted  with — 
mi  many  a  worthy  character  I  have  known. 
1  eiB  cheerfully  join  with  Robert  in  the  last  line 
of  Ua  epitaph  (borrowed  from  Goldsmith), 

**  And  even  his  fiulings  leau'd  to  virtue's  aide." 


He  WM  an  excellent  husband,  if  I  may  judge 
from  his  affsidnous  attention  to  the  ease  and 
oomfiMt  of  his  worthy  partner,  and  from  her 
affectionate  behaviour  to  him,  as  well  as  her 
unwearied  attention  to  the  duties  of  a  mother. 

He  waa  a  tender  and  affectionate  father  ;  he 
took  pleasure  in  leading  his  children  in  the  path 
of  virtue ;  not  in  driving  them,  as  some  parents 
do,  to  the  performance  of  duties  to  which  they 
tbcmaelves  are  averse.  He  took  care  to  find 
ftnlt  bat  very  seldom  ;  and  therefore,  when  he 
dkl  rebuke,  he  was  listened  to  with  a  kind  of 
reverential  awe.  A  look  of  disapprobation  was 
idt ;  a  reproof  was  severely  so ;  and  a  stripe 
with  the  tawMf  even  on  the  skirt  of  the  coat, 
gave  heart-felt  pain,  produced  a  loud  lamenta- 
tion, and  brought  forth  a  flood  of  tears. 

He  had  the  art  of  gaining  the  esteem  and 
good-will  of  those  that  were  Ubourera  under 
Idnu     I  think  I  never  saw  him   angry  but 
twice .  the  one  time  it  was  with  the  foreman  of 
die  band,  for  not  reaping  the  field  as  he  was  de- 
aired ;  and  the  other  time,  it  was  with  an  old 
ikUkf  for  using  smutty  inuendoes  and  double  en- 
ttmdrm>     Were  every  foul-mouthed  old  man  to 
neim  a  aeaaonable  check  in  this  way,  it  would 
bt  tothe  advantage  of  the  risiaf  generation. 
At  he  was  at  no  Ume  overbearing  to  inferiors, 
he  waa  eqnally  incapable  of  that  passive^  pitiful, 
piltry  spirit,  that  inducee  some  people  to  keep 
hoohtg  and  booing  in  the  presence  of  a  great 
man.     He  always  treated  superiors  with  a  be- 
coving  respect ;  but  he  never  gave  the  smallest 
cMonragement  to  aristocratical  arrogance.    But 
I  nnst  not  pretend  to  give  you  a  description  of 
all  the  manly  qualities  the  rational  and  Chris- 
taao  virtues  of  the  venerable  William  Bumes. 
Tune  would  fiiil  me.     I  ahall  ouly  add,  that  he 
dreful^  practised  every  known  duty,  and  avoid- 
ed every  thing  that  was  criminal ;  or,  in  the 
apoatle'a  words,  Herein  did  he  exercise  him- 
tdf,  in  Uving  a  life  void  'of  effence  towards 
Chd  and  Awards  men,     O  for  a  world  of  men 
ei  woiAk  di^MMitions !  We  should  then  have  no 
I  have  often  wished,  for  the  good  of 


and  pcrpetoaae  the  BieBiory  of  tkoee  whoaoit 
in  moral  rectitude,  u  it  ia  to  extol  what  tm 
called  heroic  actions :  then  wonld  the  uiiuicile 
um  of  the  friend  of  my  youth  overtop  and  rar* 
pass  moat  of  the  monuments  I  see  in  Westaitt- 
ster  Abbey. 

Although  I  cannot  do  justice  to  the  chanr- 
ter  of  this  worthy  man,  yet  you  will  perceivt^ 
from  these  few  particulars,  what  kind  of  peraov 
had  the  principal  hand  in  the  education  of  our 
poet.  He  spoke  the  English  latignage  widi 
more  propriety  (both  with  respect  to  dictioa 
and  pronunciation),  than  any  man  I  ever  knew, 
with  no  greater  advantages.  This  had  a  very 
good  effect  on  the  boys,  who  began  to  talk,  and 
reason  like  men,  much  sooner  thaq  their  neigh* 
hours.  I  do  not  recollect  any  of  their  cotempo* 
raries,  at  my  little  seminary,  who  afterwaidt 
made  any  great  figure  as  literary  characters,  ex* 
cept  Dr.  Tenant,  who  was  chaplain  to  Coloael 
Fuilarton's  regiment,  and  who  is  now  in  thft 
East  Indies.  He  iv  a  man  of  genius  and  leani* 
ing ;  yet  aflab!e,  and  free  from  pedantry. 

Mr.  Bumes,  in  a  short  time,  found  that  ht 
had  overrated  Mount  Oliphant,  and  that  ha 
could  not  rear  his  numerous  family  npon  it.^-* 
Aftrr  l>eing  there  some  years,  he  removed  to 
Lochica,  in  the  parish  of  Tarbolton,  where,  X 
believe,  Robert  wrote  moftt  of  his  poentis. 

But  here,  Sir,  you  will  permit  me  to  ]Nliis«. 
I  can  tell  you  but  little  more  relative  to  our 
poet.  I  shall,  however,  in  my  next,  send  joa 
a  copy  of  one  of  his  letters  to  me,  aboat  ths 
year  1783.  I  received  one  since,  but  it  ia  mi»> 
laid.  Please  remember  me,  in  the  beet  maa- 
ner,  to  my  worthy  friend  Mr.  Adair,  when  yosk 
see  him  or  write  to  him. 

Hart  Street,  Bloora^bury  Sqoare, 
London,  Feb.  22,  1799. 


No.  LXVIIL 
FROM  PROFESSOR  DUG  ALD  STEWART 


TO 


DR.  MOORE, 

CONTAIMIXO  HIS  SKXTCHIS  OF  TUS  FOSS. 


The  first  time  I  saw  Robert  Bums  waa  «i 
the  SSd  of  October,  1786,  when  he  dined  at  mf 
house  in  Ayrshire,  together  with  our  eommia 
friend  Mr.  John  Mackensie,  surgeon  in  Mauch- 
line,  to  whom  I  am  indebted  for  the  pktmire  of 
his  acquaintance.  ,  I  am  enabled  to  mention  th» 
date  particularly,  by  some  verves  which  Burnt 
wrote  after  he  returned  home,  and  in  which  d^ 
day  of  our  meeting  is  recorded.  My  ezoeOeat 
and  much  lamentcwl  friend,  the  late  Baeilt  Load 
Daer,  happened  to  arrive  at  Catrine  the 


day,  and  by  the  kindnesa  and  fraakaeaa  of  Km 
pnki^  that  it  wcrt  m  coftonar7  to  hoaoiirlmMuiff%  ]«ft  aa  impitniwi  on  tht  ibM  if  At 
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^U  whSeh  serier  wm  eflkced.  The  wtbm  I 
BBado  to  wn  amonf  the  nuwt  imperfect  of  hn 
piecet ;  hot  a  few  stansM  may  perhapa  he  an 
object  of  carioaitjr  to  70U,  both  on  account  of 
the  character  to  which  they  relate,  and  of  the 
Kght  which  they  throw  on  the  situation  and 
fteHop  of  the  writer*  before  hia  name  was 
known  to  the  public.  * 

I  cannot  positively  say,  at  this  distance  of 
lime,  whether,  at  the  period'  of  onr  first  ac- 
quaintance, the  Kilmarnock  edition  of  his  poems 
had  been  just  published,  or  was  yet  in  the  press. 
I  suspect  that  the  latter  was  the  case,  as  I  have 
still  in  my  possession  copies  in  his  own  hand- 
writing,  of  some  of  his  ^vourite  performances  ; 
particularly  of  his  verses  *'  on  turning  up  a 
Mouse  with  his  plough  ;*' — "  on  the  MounuHn 
Daisy  ;"  and  "  Uie  Lament"  On  my  return  to 
Edinburgli,  I  showed  the  volume,  and  mention- 
ed what  I  knew  of  the  author's  history,  to  se- 
veral  of  my  friends,  and  among  others,  to  Mr. 
Henry  Mackenxie,  who  first  recommended  him 
to  public  notice  in  the  97th  number  of  The 

At  this  time  Bums's  prospects  in  life  were  so 
extremely  gloomy,  that  he  had  seriously  formed 
a  plan  of  going  out  to  Jamaica  in  a  very  humble 
situation,  not,  however,  without  lamenting,  that 
his  want  of  patronage  should  force  him  to  think 
of  a  project  so  repugnant  to  his  feelings,  when 
his  ambition  aimed  at  no  higher  an  object  than 
the  station  of  an  exciseman  or  gauger  in  hia  own 
country. 

His  manners  were  then,  as  they  continued 
ever  afterwards,  simple,  manly,  and  indepen- 
dent ;  strongly  expressive  of  con^cidus  genius 
and  worth  ;  but  without  any  thing  that  indica- 
ted forwardness,  arrogance,  or  vanity.  He  took 
his  share  in  conversation,  but  not  more  than 
belonged  to  him ;  and  listened  with  apparent 
attention  and  deference,  on  subjects  where  his 
want  of  education  deprived  him  of  the  means  of 
information.  If  there  had  been  a  little  more  of 
gentleness  and  accommodation  in  his  temper,  he 
would,  I  think,  have  been  still  more  inte^t- 
ing  ;  but  he  had  been  accustomed*  to  give  law 
in  the  circle  of  his  ordinary  acquaintance ;  and 
his  dread  of  any  thing  approaclung  to  meanness 
or  servility,  rendered  his  manner  somewhat  de- 
cided and  hard.  Nothing,  perhaps,  was  more 
remarkable  among  his  variona  attainments,  than 
the  fluency,  and  precision,  and  originality  of 
his  language,  when  he  spoke  in  company ;  more 
particularly  as  he  aimed  at  purity  in  his  turn  of 
expression,  and  avoided  more  successfully  than 
moat  Scotchmen,  the  peeoliaritict  of  Scottish 
phraseology. 

He  came  to  Edinbargh  early  in  tho  winter 
following,  and  remained  there  for  asfveral  montha. 
By  whose  advice  he  took  this  step,  I  am  nnable 
to  say.  Perhaps  it  was  saggeated  only  by  his 
own  curiosity  to  see  a  Uttle  more  of  the  work! ; 
but,  I  LCinfrsB,  I  dreaded  the  conaeqnenoes  frem 
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the  first,  tad  aiwtyt  ^rished  that  ^i 
and  habits  should  continue  the  same  at  In 
former  part  of  life ;  with  the  addition  of, 
I  conndered  as  then  completdy  within  his 
a  good  farm  on  moderate  terms,  in  a  part  of  tfii 
country  agreeable  to  his  taste. 

The  attentions  he  received  during  his  aCqr  fe 
town  from  all  ranks  and  descriptions  of ' 
were  such  as  would  have  turned  any  head 
his  own.  I  cannot  say  that  I  could 
any  un&vourable  eflfect  which  they  lefl  oa  Hia 
mind.  He  retained  the  same  simplnaty  of  bm 
ners  and  appearance  which  had  stmck  ma 
forcibly  when  I  first  saw  him  in  the  cuunliy  s 
nor  did  he  seem  to  feel  any  additional 
portance  from  the  number  and  rank  of  hia 
acquaintance.  His  dress  was  perfSeetly  suited  la 
hill  station,  plain  and  unpretending,  with  a  saf> 
ficient  attention  to  neatnesa.  If  I  reeoUeel  rig^ 
he  always  wore  boots  ;  and,  when  on  mora  thini 
usual  ceremonv,  buck-skin  breeches. 

The  variety  of  his  engaffements,  whila  fai 
Edinburgh,  prevented  me  xrom  seeing  him  ao 
often  as  I  could  have  wished.  In  the  eoorse  of 
the  spring  he  called  on  me  once  or  twioe^  afe 
n)y  request,  early  in  the  morning,  and  waQntt 
with  me  to  Braid- Hills,  in  the  neighbourhoed 
of  the  town,  when  he  charmed  me  still  more  bjT 
his  private  conversation,  than  he  had  ever  doaa 
in  company.  He  was  passionatdy  fond  of  thn 
beauties  of  nature ;  and  1  recollect  onee  ha  told 
me,  when  1  was  admiring  a  distant  pro^teet  kt 
one  of  our  morning  walks,  that  the  eight  of  9 
many  smoking  cottages  gave  a  pleasure  to  Ua 
mind,  which  none  could  understand  who  had 
not  witnessed,  like  himself,  the  happinesi  and 
the  worth  which  they  contained. 

In  his  political  principles  he  wu  then  a  Ja- 
cobite; which  was  perhaps  owing  partly  In 
this,  that  his  father  was  originally  firom  dm  an- 
tate  of  Lord  Mareschall.  Indeed  he  did  not 
appear  to  have  thought  much  on  such  anljieU, 
nor  very  consistently.  He  had  a  very  ttnatt 
sense  of  religion,  and  expressed  deep  ragral  at 
the  levity  with  which  ho  had  heard  it  ticalad 
occasionally  in  aome  convivial  meetinga  whidh 
he  frequented.  I  speak  of  him  as  ha  waa  in 
the  winter  of  1766-7 ;  for  afterwards  wa  ail 
but  seldom,  and  our  conversationa  turned  chiif 
ly  on  his  literary  projects,  or  his  prtrate  aflUra. 

I  do  not  recollect  whether  it  appears  or  nai 
firom  any  of  your  letters  to  me,  that  yon  bid 
ever  seen  Bums.     If  you  have,  it  is  snperfli 
for  me  add,  that  the  idea  which  hb  eonvc 
tion  conveyed  of  the  powers  of  his  mind, 
ceeded,  if  possible,  that  which  is  snggeatad  bf 
hia  writings.     Among  the  poets  whom  I  haft 
happened  to  knoi^,  I  have  been  strn^,  in  main 
than  one  instance,  with  the  unaceountaUa  dllN 
parity  between  their  general  talents,  and  tha  an* 
casional  inspirations  of  their  more  finroarsd  inn> 
ments.     But  all  the  feeultiea  of  Bnms's  asind 
were,  as  far  as  I  could  judge,  equally  vigorona| 
and  his  predilection  fbr  poetry  wu  raUwr  tbn 
raanlt  of  hia  own  anthamastic  and  ' 
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r$  tiita  oft  g«ii!fu  ezdun^y  adapted  to  degree  of  true  Mmni«  tlie  extmiM  hm&tf 
iImI  epeeiet  c£  compoaition.  From  hit  couver-  good  nature  of  his  taste,  in  judging  of  tiM 
«itaon  I  should  have  pronounced  him  to  be  fit-  positions  of  otheis,  where  there  was  any  rtol 
tid  to  ezcd  in  whaterer  walk  of  ambition  he  ground  for  praise.  1  repeated  to  him  maajr 
lad  chosen  to  exert  his  abilities.  passages  of  English  poetry  with  which  he  wao 

Among  the  subjects  on  which  he  w.is  accus-  |  unacquainted,  and  have  more  than  once  wit- 

neswd  the  team  of  admiration  and  rapture  with 
which  he  heard  them.  The  collection  of  songs 
by  Dr.  Aiken,  which  I  first  put  into  his  hands, 
he  read  with  unmixed  delight,  notwithstanding 
his  fonner  eflbrts  in  that  very  difficult  species 
of  writing  ;  and  1  have  little  doubt  that  it  had 
some  eBect  in  polishing  his  subsequent  compo- 
sitions. 

In  judging  of  prose,  I  do  not  think  hia  taate 
was  equally  sound.  1  once  read  to  him  a  pas-^ 
Mge  or  two  in  Franklin's  Works,  which  I 
thought  very  happily  executed,  upon  the  model 
of  Addi«on  ;  but  he  did  not  appear  to  rdish,  or 
to  perceive  the  beauty  which  they  derived  froip 
their  exquisite  simplicity,  and  spoke  of  them 
with  indifierence,  when  compared  with  tho 
point,  and  antithesis,  and  quaintness  of  •Amiica. 
The  influence  of  this  taste  is  very  pexceptible 
in  his  own  prose  compositions,  although  their 
great  and  various  excellencies  render  some  of 
them  scarcely  letsM  objects  of  wonder  than  his 
poetical  performances.  The  late  Dr.  Rohertaoo 
used  to  say,  that,  considering  his  education,  the 
former  seemed  to  him  the  more  extraordinary  of 
the  two. 

His  memory  was  uncommonly  retentive^  at 
least  for  poetry,  of  which  he  recited  to  me  firtt- 
quently  long  compositions  with  the  most  mi- 
nute accuracy.  They  were  chiefly  ballads,  and 
other  pieces  in  our  Scottish  dialect ;  great  part 
of  them  (he  told  me)  he  had  learned  in  hio 
childhood,  from  his  mother,  who  delighted  in 
such  recitations,  and  whose  poetical  taste,  rude 
as  it  probably  was,  gave,  it  is  presumable,  the 
first  direction  to  her  son's  genius. 

Of  the  more  polished  verses  which  acciden- 
tally fell  into  his  hands  in  his  early  yeara,  he 
mentioned  particularly  the  recommendatory 
poems,  by  different  authors,  prefixed  to  JJeroey'a 
Meditations ;  a  book  which  has  always  had  a 
very  wide  circulation  among  such  of  the  conn* 
try  people  of  Scotland,  as  affect  to  unite  acme 
degree  of  taste  witli  their  religious  studies.  And 
these  poems  (although  they  are  certainly  beknr 
mediocrity)  he  continued  to  read  with  a  degree 
of  rapture  beyond  expression.  He  took  notice 
of  this  fact  himself,  as  a  proof  how  moch  the 
taste  is  liable  to  be  influenced  by  accidental  dr* 
curastances. 

His  father  appeared  to  me,  from  the  aoooont 
he  gave  of  him,  to  have  been  a  respectable  and 
worthy  character,  possessed  of  a  mind  superior 
to  what  might  have  been  expected  from  hie 
station  in  life.  He  ascribed  much  of  hia  own 
principles  and  feelings  to  the  early  impreasioaa 
he  had  received  from  his  instructions  and  exam* 
pie.  I  recollect  that  he  once  applied  to  kim 
(and  he  added,  that  the  passage  was  a  literal 


to  dwell,  the  characters  of  the  individu< 
ala  with  whom  he  happened  to  meet,  was  plain- 
ly a  favourite  one.  The  remarks  he  made  on 
them  were  always  shrewd  and  pointed,  though 
ikcqoently  inclining  too  much  to  sarcasm.  His 
praise  of  thoae  he  loved  wax  sometimes  indiscri- 
minate and  extravagant;  but  this,  I  suspect, 
proceeded  rather  from  the  caprice  and  humour 
ef  the  moment,  than  firom  the  efiiects  of  attach- 
aient  in  Uinding  his  judgment.  His  w^it  was 
icady,  and  always  impiessed  with  the  marks  of 
a  vigorous  understanding ;  but,  to  my  taste. 
not  often  pleasing  or  happy.  His  attempts  at 
epigram,  in  his  printed  works,  are  the  only  per- 
Ibrmanoes,  perhaps,  that  he  has  produced,  to- 
tally unworthy  of  his  genius. 

In  summer,  1787,  I  passed  some  weeks  in 
Ayrshire,  and  saw  Burns  occuionally.  I  think 
that  he  nude  a  pretty  long  excursion  that  sea- 
eon  to  the  Highlands,  and  that  he  also  visited 
what  Beattie  calls  the  Arcadian  ground  of  Scot- 
land, upon  the  banks  of  the  Teviot  and  the 
Tweed. 

I  should  have  mentioned  before,  that  not- 
withstanding various  reports  I  heard  during  the 
preceding  winter,  of  Burns*s  predilection  for 
convivial,  and  not  very  select  society,  I  should 
have  concluded  in  favour  of  his  habits  of  so- 
hriety,  from  all  of  him  that  ever  fell  under  my 
own  obaervadon.  He  told  me  indeed  himself, 
that  the  weakness  of  his  stomach  was  such  as 
to  deprive  him  entirely  of  any  merit  in  his  tem- 
perance. I  was  however  somewhat  alarmed 
abont  the  efiect  of  his  now  comparatively  seden- 
tary and  luxurious  life,  when  he  confessed  to 
ne,  the  first  night  he  spent  in  my  house  after 
hia  winter's  campaign  in  town,  that  he  had  been 
much  disturbed  when  in  bed,  by  a  palpitation 
at  his  heart,  which,  he  said,  was  a  complaint 
to  which  he  had  of  late  become  subject. 

In  the  course  of  the  same  season,  I  was  led 
by  curiosity  to  attend  for  an  hour  or  two  a  Ma- 
aoa-Lodge  in  Mauchline,  where  Bums  presided. 
He  had  occasion  to  make  some  short  unpre- 
aoeditated  compliments  to  different  individuals 
from  whom  he  had  no  reason  to  expect  a  visit, 
and  every  thing  he  said  was  happily  conceived, 
and  forcibly  as  well  as  fluently  expressed.  If 
I  am  not  mistaken,  he  told  roe,  that  in  that 
Tillage,  before  going  to  Edinburgh,  he  had  be- 
Jeoged  to  a  small  club  of  such  of  the  inhabi- 
.tanta  as  had  a  taste  for  books,  when  they  used 
to  converse  and  debate  on  any  interesting  ques- 
tions that  occurred  to  them  in  the  course  of 
their  reading.  His  manner  of  speaking  in  pub- 
lic had  evidently  the  marks  of  some  practice  in 
extempore  elocution. 

I  must  not  omit  to  mention,  what  I  have  al- 


ways considered  as  charapteristiGal  in  a  high  |  statement  of  fact})  the  two  last  lines  of  the  CbU 
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kwiag  pMngt  in  tlia  Muuirdt  thewhokof 
which  he  nj^ated  with  gnat  enthiiiiatin : 

**  Shan  I  be  left  fbrgotten  in  the  duet. 

When  fiite,  identiDg,  lets  the  flower  rerive ; 
Shall  nttore't  Toiee,  to  man  alone  unjutt, 

Bid  him,  though  doom'd  to  periihy  hope  to 
liTe?"  I 

la  it  for  thia  fiur  Virtue  oft  must  strive 

With  diaappointment,  penury,  and  pain? 
Ko!  Heaven's  immortal  spring  shall  yet  arrive; 

And  man's  majestic  beauty  bloom  again. 
Bright  through  th*  eternal  year  of  lore's  trimn- 
phant  reign. 

Thi$  truth  tuhUmt,  his  $impU  sire  had  taught  : 
/»  soothf  *twaM  almost  all  the  shepherd  km. 

With  respect  to  Bnms's  early  education,  I 
cannot  say  any  thing  with  certainty.  He  al- 
ways qpoke  with  respect  and  gratitude  of  the 
school-master  who  had  tanght  him  to  read  Eng- 
lish ;  and  who,  finding  in  his  scholar  a  moic 
than  ordinary  ardour  for  knowledge,  hjui  been 
at  paina  to  instruct  him  in  the  grammatical 
principles  of  the  language.  He  began  the  study 
of  Latin,  but  dropped  it  before  he  had  finiiJied 
the  verba.  I  have  sometimes  heard  him  quote 
a  few  Latin  worda,  auch  as  omnia  vincit  atitur, 
kc^  bat  they  ssoned  to  be  such  as  he  had 
canght  from  conversation,  and  which  he  re- 
peated by  rote,  I  think  he  had  a  project,  after 
he  came  to  Edinburgh,  of  proeecuting  the  study 
under  his  intimate  friend,  the  late  Mr.  Nieoll, 
one  of  the  masters  of  the  grammar-school  here ; 
but  I  do  not  know  that  he  ever  proceeded  ao 
&r  as  to  make  the  attempt. 

He  certainly  possessed  a  smattering  of  French ; 
and,  if  he  had  an  affectation  in  any  thing, 
it  was  in  introducing  occasionally  a  word  or 
phrase  firom  that  language.  It  ia  possible  that 
nil  knowledge  in  this  respect  might  be  more 
extensive  than  1  suppose  it  to  be;  but  this  you 
can  learn  from  his  more  intimate  acquaintance. 
It  would  be  worth  while  to  inquire^  whether 
he  waa  able  to  read  the  French  authors  with 
such  fecility  aa  to  receive  from  them  any  im- 
provement to  his  taste.  For  my  own  part,  I 
doubt  it  much — nor  would  I  believe  it,  but  on 
very  strong  and  pointed  evidence. 

If  my  memory  does  not  fail  me,  he  waa  well 
instructed  in  arithmetic,  and  knew  something 
of  practical  geometry,  particularly  of  surveying. 
— All  bis  other  attainments  were  entirely  his 
own. 

The  last  time  I  saw  him  was  during  the  win- 
ter, 1788-89  ;  when  he  passed  an  evening  with 
ine  at  Drumsheugh,  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
Edinburgh,  where  I  was  then  living.  My  friend 
Mr.  Alison  was  the  only  other  person  in  com- 
pany. I  never  saw  him  more  sgreeable  or  in- 
teresting. A  present  which  Mr.  Alison  sent 
him  afterwards  of  his  JEssatfS  on  Taste,  drew 
from  Burns  a  letter  of  acknowledgment,  which 
1  remember  to  have  read  with  aome  degree  of, 


supriaeatthediatiael  emenlSMi  h«  tppaand 
from  it  to  have  formed,  of  ^  general  pnnoi- 
ples  of  the  doctrine  of  osaociotfon.  Whan  I 
saw  Mr.  Aliaon  in  Shropohire  last  antnmn,  I 
forgot  to  inquire  if  the  letter  be  adll  in  eziil- 
enea.  If  it  is,  yon  may  easily  procurt  it,  bj 
meana  of  oipr  friend  Mr.  HonlbroolBe* 
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No.  LXIX. 
FROM  GILBERT  BURNS 


TO 


DR.  CURRIE, 

CIVINO   THE  ■ZSTOET  OT   THE   OAIODT  OF 

rnzMcirAL  roxMs. 


It  may  gratify  curioaity  to  know  aome  par^ies- 
lars  of  the  history  of  the  preceding  Poama, 
on  which  the  celebrity  of  our  Bard  haa  been 
hitherto  founded;  and  with  this  view  tiie 
following  extract  is  made  from  a  letter  of 
Gilbert  Bums,  the  brother  of  our  Poet,  and 
hie  friend  and  confidant  from  hia  earliest 
years. 

DEAK  siK,  Mossgiel,  2d  Jpril,  1798. 

YouH,  letter  of  the  14th  of  March  I  received 
in  due  course,  but,  from  the  hurry  of  the  sea- 
son, have  been  hitherto  hindered  from  answer- 
ing it.  I  will  now  try  to  give  you  what  aatia- 
faction  I  can  in  regard  to  the  particulars  yma 
mention.  I  cannot  pretend  to  be  very  accurate 
in  respect  to  the  dates  of  the  poems,  but  none 
of  them,  except  Winter,  a  Dirge,  (which  was 
a  juvenile  production),  the  Death  and  Dying 
Words  of  poor  Mailie,  and  some  of  the  songs, 
were  composed  before  the  year  1784.  The  cir- 
cumstances of  the  poor  sheep  were  pretty  muck 
as  he  has  described  them.  He  had,  partly  by 
way  of  fr^die^  bought  a  ewe  and  two  lambs  hmn. 
a  neighbour,  and  ahe  was  tethered  in  a  field  ad- 
joining the  house  at  Lochlie.  He  and  I  were 
going  out  with  our  teams,  and  our  two  younger 
brothers  to  drive  for  us,  at  mid^y,  when 
Hugh  Wilson,  a  curious  looking  awkward  boy, 
clad  in  plaiding,  came  to  us  with  much  anxiety 
in  his  face,  with  the  information  that  the  ewa 
had  entangled  herself  in  the  tedier,  and  was  ly- 
ing in  the  ditch.  Robert  waa  much  tickled 
with  Hughoc's  appearance  and  postures  on  the 
occasion.  Poor  Blailie  was  set  to  rights,  and 
when  we  retun^d  from  the  plough  in  the  even- 
ing, he  repeated  to  me  her  Death  and  Dying 
Words  pretty  much  in  the  way  they  now  stand. 

Among  the  earliest  of  his  poems  waa  the 
Epistle  to  Davie,  Robert  often  composed  with- 
out any  regular  plan.  When  any  thing  niade  a 
stropg  impriiiioa  on  his  mind,  so  as  to  rousa  it 
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to  pMtftf  tftrtiM,  hi  would  glte  wwf  to  Hm 
lllip«lte,  tod  embody  tbe  thought  in  rhjme. 
If  M  hit  00  two  or  three  ttanuu  to  please  him, 
ht  would  theo  thiok  of  proper  iotroductory, 
fooneetiog,  aod  coocluding  »tansu ;  heaoe  the 
Iniddie  of  a  ooem  was  ofteo  first  produced.  It 
was,  I  thioK,  io  summer  17U4,  wbeo  io  the 
ioterval  of  harder  labour,  he  and  1  were  weed- 
log  in  the  gatdeo  (kuilyaid)  that  he  repeated  to 
me  the  principal  part  of  this  epistle.  I  believe 
the  first  idea  of  Robertas  becoming  an  author 
was  started  on  this  occasion.  I  wds  much 
pleased  with  the  epistle,  and  said  to  him  I  was 
of  opinion  it  would  bear  being  printe<l,  aod 
that  it  would  be  well  received  bj  people  of 
taste ;  that  I  thought  it  at  least  equid,  if  not 
loperior,  to  many  of  Alhn  Ramsay *s  epistles, 
•od  that  the>  merit  of  these,  and  much  other 
Scotch  poetry,  seemed  to  consist  principally  in 
the  knack  of  the  expression — but  here,  there 
Wis  t  strain  of  interesting  sentiment,  and  the 
Scotticism  of  the  language  scarcely  seemed  af- 
fected, but  appeared  to  be  the  natural  language 
•f  the  poet ;  that,  besides,  there  was  ceruinly 
tome  norelty  in  a  poet  pointing  out  the  conso- 
ktUms  that  were  in  store  for  him  when  he 
iliould  go  a-b^ging.  Robert  seemed  very  well 
|iletsed  with  my  criticism ;  and  we  talked  of 
tending  it  to  some  magasine,  but  as  this  plan 
tfibrded  no  opportunity  of  knowing  how  it 
would  take,  the  idea  was  dropped. 

It  was,  I  think,  in  the  winter  following,  as 
we  were  going  together  with  carts  for  coal  to 
the  £imily  fire  (and  I  could  yet  point  out  the 
particular  spot),  that  the  author  first  repeated 
to  me  the  Addresi  to  the  DeiL  The  curious 
idea  of  such  an  address  was  suggested  to  him, 
by  running  over  in  his  mind  the  many  ludicrous 
accounts  and  representations  we  have,  from  va- 
rious quarters,  of  this  august  personi^.  Death 
emd  Dr.  Hornbook,  though  not  published  in 
the  Kilmarnock  edition,  was  produced  early  in 
the  year  1785.  The  echoolmaster  of  Tarbolt^in 
parish,  to  eke  up  the  scanty  subeistenoe  allowed 
to  that  useful  class  of  men,  had  set  up  a  shop 
of  grocery  goods.  Having  accidentally  fallen  in 
with  some  medical  books,  and  become  most 
bobby-horsically  attached  to  the  study  of  medi- 
cine, he  had  added  the  salA  of  a  few  medicines 
to  his  little  trade.  He  had  got  a  shop-bill 
printed,  at  the  bottom  of  which,  overlooking 
nis  own  incajNicity,  he  had  advertised,  that 
**  Advice  would  be  given  in  common  disorders 
at  the  shop,  gratis.*'  Robert  was  at  a  mason- 
meeting,  in  Tarbolton,  when  the  **  Dominie" 
unfortunately  made  too  ostentatious  a  display  of 
bit  medical  skill.  As  he  parted  in  the  evening 
from  this  mixture  of  pedantry  and  physic,  at 
the  place  where  he  describes  his  meeting  with 
Death,  one  of  thoee  floating  ideas  of  apparition, 
ho  mentions  in  his  letter  to  Dr.  Moore,  crossed 
hk  mind ;  this  set  him  to  work  for  the  rest  of 
tiie  way  home.  These  circumstances  he  relat- 
td  when  ho  repeated  the  verses  to  me  next  af- 
at  I  Wat  hoUiog  the  pkmgh|  aod  he 


wn  letting  tht  water  off  the  fltM  bdUA  tto 
The  Epiiie  to  John  LaprM  wu  prodoeod 
exactly  on  the  occasion  described  by  the  author. 
He  says  in  thit  poem,  Onfcuten  e*en  hi  had  a 
rnekln*.  I  believe  he  has  omitted  the  word 
rocking  in  the  glossary,  ft  is  a  term  derived 
from  those  primitive  times,  when  the  coootry- 
women  employed  their  spare  hours  in  vpinning 
on  the  rock,  or  distaff.  This  simple  iostrooMmc 
b  a  very  portable  one,  and  well  fitted  to  the  so- 
cial inclination  of  meeting  in  a  neighbour^a 
house ;  hence  the  phrase  of  going  m-^rotikimg  or 
with  the  rock.  As  the  connection  the  f^raio 
had  with  the  implement  was  forgotten  when 
the  rock  gave  way  to  the  spinning-wheel,  the 
phrase  came  to  be  used  by  both  sexes  on  aoeial 
occasions,  and  men  talk  of  goin^  with  thAr 
rocks  as  well  as  women. 

It  was  at  one  of  these  roekinge  at  our  hoose, 
when  we  had  twelve  or  fifteen  yonng  paof^  with 
their  roehe^  that  Lapraik's  song,  beginning  . 
**  When  I  upon  thy  boeom  lean,*'  was  tang, 
and  we  are  informed  who  was  the  anthor. 
Upon  this  Robert  wrote  his  first  epistle  Io  Ltp- 
raik ;  and  his  second  in  reply  to  his  answer. 
The  vers«M  to  the  Manae  and  Jfbi(nfa/is-2>aiJy 
were  cotnptriied  on  the  occasions  mentioned,  and 
while  the  author  was  holding  the  ploogh  ;  I 
could  point  out  the  particular  spot  where  eodi 
was  composed.  Holding  the  plough  was  a  fii- 
vourite  situation  with  Robert  for  poetic  compo- 
sitions, and  some  of  his  best  verses  were  pro- 
duced while  he  was  at  that  exercise.  Serertl 
of  the  poems  were  produced  for  the  purpoee  of 
bringing  forward  some  favourite  sentiment  of  the 
author.  He  used  to  remark  to  me,  that  ho 
could  not  well  conceite  a  more  mortifying  pie- 
ture  of  human  life  than  a  man  seeking  work. 
In  casting  about  in  his  mind  how  this  aentiineat 
might  be  brought  forward,  the  elegy  Man  wete 
made  to  Mourn^  was  composed.  Robert  had 
frequently  remaiked  to  me,  that  he  thought 
theie  was  something  peculiarly  venerable  in  tht 
phrase,  *'  Let  us  worship  Goil,**  used  by  a  do* 
cent  sober  head  of  a  family  introducing  family 
worship.  To  this  sentiment  of  the  author  the 
world  is  indebted  for  the  Cotter  t  Saturd^ 
Night,  The  hint  ut*  the  plan,  and  the  title  df 
the  poem,  were  taken  from  Fergusson*s  Parmv^t 
Imjle.  When  Hubert  had  not  some  pleasure  in 
view  in  which  I  was  not  th<»u:;ht  fit  to  partici- 
pate, we  used  frequently  ti>  walk  toge*her  when 
the  weather  was  favuura'ule,  on  the  Sunday  af- 
ternoons, (those  precious  breathing -times  to  the 
labouring  part  of  the  conimunity),  and  enjoyod 
such  Sundays  as  would  make  one  regret  to  see 
their  number  abridged.  It  was  in  one  of  theee 
walks  that  I  first  had  the  pleasure  of  htarioi^ 
the  author  repeat  th^  Cotter'i  Saturday  NigkU 
I  do  not  recollect  to  have  read  or  heard  anv 
thii^  by  which  I  was  more  highly  eketH/UJu 
The  fifth  and  sixth  stanxas,  and  the  eif  hleeiith» 
thrilled  with  peculiar  ecstasy  through  my  aool. 
I  mention  this  to  you,  that  yon  may  tee  whet 
hit  tht  taste  of  nnltttertd  critidaaa.    1 
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It  giid  to  know,  if  the  enlightened  mind  and 
feftocfi  taste  of  5f r.  Roscoe,  who  has  borne  such 
honourable  testimony  to  this  poem,  agrees  with 
me  m  the  selection.  Fergusson,  iu  his  Hallow 
fatr  of  Edinburgh,  I  believe,  likewise  fumiith- 
ed  a  hint  of  the  title  and  plan  of  the  Holy  Fair. 
The  farcical  scene  the  poet  there  describes 
was  often  a  favourite  field  of  his  observation, 
and  the  most  of  the  incidents  he  mentions 
had  actually  passed  before  his  eyes.  It  is  scarce- 
ly necessary  to  mention,  that  the  Lament  was 
composed  on  that  unfortunate  passage  in  his  ma- 
trimonial history,  which  I  have  mentioned  in 
my  letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  after  the  first  distrac- 
tion of  his  fii.e!ings  hod  a  little  subsided.  The 
TaU  of  Twa  Dogt  was  composed  after  the  re- 
•olution  of  publishing  was  nearly  taken.  Robert 
had  bad  a  dt^,  which  he  called  Luath,  that  was 
A  great  favourite.  The  dog  had  been  killed  by 
the  wanton  cruelty  of  some  person  the  night  be- 
fore my  father*s  death.  Robert  said  to  me,  that 
he  should  like  to  confer  such  immortality  as  he 
could  bestow  upon  his  old  friend  LuatK  and 
that  he  had  a  great  mind  to  introduce  something 
into  the  book  under  die  title  of  Stanzas  to  the 
Memory  of  a  quadruped  Friend ;  bu4;  this  plan 
was  given  up  for  the  Tale  as  it  now  stands. 
Casar  was  merely  the  creature  of  the  poet's 
imagination,  created  for  the  purpose  of  holding 
chat  with  his  fiivourite  Luath.  The  first  time 
Robert  heard  the  spinnet  played  upon,  was  at  the 
house  of  Dr.  Lawrie,  then  minisier  of  the  parish 
of  Loudon,  now  in  Gla^ow,  having  given  up 
the  pariah  in  £ivour  of  his  son.  Dr.  L&wrie 
has  several  daughters ;  one  of  them  played  ;  the 
father  and  mother  led  down  the  dance ;  the  rest 
of  the  sisters,  the  brother,  the  poet,  and  the 
other  guest,  mixed  in  it.  It  was  a  deii^httul 
family  scene  for  our  poet,  then  lately  introduced 
to  the  world.  His  mind  was  roused  to  a  poetic 
enthusiasm,  and  the  stonaoa,  p.  S6,  were  left  in 
the  room  where  he  slept.  It  was  to  Dr.  Law- 
rie that  Dr.  Blacklock's  letter  wis  addressed, 
which  my  bratber,  in  his  letter  to  Dr.  Moore, 
mentions  as  the  reason  of  his  going  to  Edinburgh. 
When  my  father  yevee/  his  little  property  near 
Allouay  Kirk,  the  wall  of  the  church -yard  had 
gone  to  ruin,  and  cattle  had  free  liberty  of  pos- 
turing in  it.  ]^fy  father,  with  two  or  three  other 
neighbours,  joined  in  an  application  to  the  town 
council  of  Ayr,  who  were  superiors  of  the  ad- 
joining land,  fur  lilicrty  to  rebuild  it,  und  raisM^d 
by  subscription  a  sum  for  enclosing  this  ancient 
cemetery  with  a  wail ;  hence  he  came  to  con- 
sider it  as  his  burial-place,  and  we  learned  that 
reverence  fur  it,  people  generally  have  for  the 
burial-place  of  their  ancestors.  My  lirother  was 
living  in  Ellialand,  when  Captain  Grose,  on  his 
peregrinations  through  Scotland,  staid  some  time 
at  Girsc -house,  in  the  neighbourhood,  with 
Captain  Robert  Riddel,  of  Glen-Riddell,  a  parti- 
cular friend  of  my  brother's.  The  Antiquarian 
and  the  Poet  were  '*  Unco  pack  end  thick  the- 
fither."  Robcit  requested  of  Captain  Groie» 
WkM  ht  alioikl  MM  to  ^xiUn^  ^  bt  would  J 


make  a  drawing  of  Alloway  Kirk,  ti  it  frai  ikt 
burial-place  of  his  father,  and  where  bo  hinM0f 
had  a  sort  of  claim  to  lay  down  his  bones  whfn 
they  should  be  no  longer  serviceable  to  him ; 
and  added,  by  way  of  encouragementi  that  It 
was  the  scene  of  many  a  good  story  of  witohte 
and  apparitions,  of  which  he  knew  the  Captafai 
was  very  fond.  The  Captain  agreed  to  the  ri- 
quest,  provided  the  Poet  would  furnish  a  witch- 
story,  to  be  printed  along  with  it.  Tarn  b\ 
Shanter  was  produced  on  this  occasion,  and  wta 
first  published  in  Grose's  Antiquitie§  of  SetiU 
land. 

This  poem  is  founded  on  a  traditional  ator^. 
The.  leading  circumstances  of  a  man  riding  homt 
very  late  from  Ayr,  in  a  stormy  night,  his  seeiog 
a  light  in  Alloway  Kirk,  his  having  the  curiodlNr 
to  look  in,  his  seeing  a  dance  of  witches,  wim 
the  devil  playing  on  the  bag-pipe  to  them,  the 
scanty  covering  of  one  of  the  witches,  which 
made  him  so  far  forget  himself  as  to  cry-—"  Wad 
loupen,  bhort  sark  !" — with  the  melancholy  e^ 
tai>trophe  of  the  piece ;  is  all  a  true  story,  thtt 
can  be  well  attested  by  many  respectable  old 
people  in  that  neighbourhood. 

I  do  not  at  present  recollect  any  circumstaneea 
respectig  the  other  poems,  that  could  be  at  all 
interesting  ;  even  some  of  tho9e  I  have  mention- 
ed, I  am  afraid,  may  appear  trifling  enough,  bat 
you  will  only  make  use  of  what  appears  to  yoii 
of  consequence. 

The  following  Poems  in  the  first  Edinburgh 
edition,  were  not  in  that  published  in  Kilmar- 
nock.    Death  and  Dr.  Hornbook ;    The  Brige 
of  Ayr  ;    The  Calf;  (the  poet  had  been  with 
Mr.  Gavin  Hamilton  in  the  morning,  who  aaid 
jocularly  to  him  when  he  was  going  to  chur^H 
in  allusion  to  the  injunction  of  some  parents  to 
their  children,  that  he  must  be  sure  to  bring 
him  a  note  of  the  sermon  at  mid-day ;  this  ad>> 
dress  to  the  Reverend  Gentleman  on  hia  ttst 
was  accordingly  pro<luced).      The  Ordination  t 
The  Address  to  tlu  Unco  Guid;   Tam  Sam* 
sons  Elegy ;  A    Winter  Night ;    Stanzas  on 
the  same  occasion  as    the   preceding   prcufer  f 
Verses  left  at  a  Heverend  Friend's  house  /    J%$ 
Jirsl  Psalm  i   Prayer  under  the  /jressure  ofvio^ 
lent  arigiiish  ;    The  first  six  verses  of  the  nine* 
teenth  Psalm ;     Verses  to  Miss  JLogan^  wHk 
Btattie's  Poems ;    To  a  Haagis ;   Address  te 
Edinburgh  ;  John  Barleycorn ;    When  GniU 
ford  Guid  ;  Behind  yon  htUs  where   StinehtUt 
flows  i   Green  grow  the    Rashes ;  Again   nt* 
joicing  Nature  sees  ;    The  gloomy  Night  f  N0 
Churchman  am  L  « 
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jiitirdty,  and  I  nt  down  tliii  afternoon  to  write 
yen  in  relarn;  bnt  when  I  thall  be  aUe  to 
■Meh  an  I  with  to  My  to  you,  I  cannot  telL  I 
•■I  iorry  your  conviction  ia  not  complete  re- 
apaetiBf  fttk.  There  it  no  doubt  that  if  you 
take  two  English  word*  which  appear  aynooy. 
■woe  to  monyftek^  and  judge  by  the  rules  of 
Sagliah  conttruction»  it  will  appear  a  barbarism. 
I  believe  if  you  take  this  mode  of  translating 
I  Cram  any  language,  the  effect  will  frequrotly  be 
tke  same.  But  if  you  take  the  expression  many 
Jktk  to  have,  as  I  have  stated  it,  the  same  mean- 
liif  with  the  English  expression  very  many, 
(and  auch  license  every  translator  must  be  al- 
lowed, especially  when  he  translates  from  a 
•imple  dialect  which  has  never  been  subjected 
to  rule,  and  where  the  precise  meaning  of  words 
ia  of  consequence  not  minutely  attended  to),  it 
will  be  wcU  enough.  One  thing  I  am  certain 
o(  that  ours  is  the  sense  universally  understood 
Sb  this  country ;  and  I  believe  no  Scotsman  who 
has  lived  contenterl  at  home,  pleased  with  the 
•imple  manners,  the  simple  melodies,  and  the 
wnple  dialect  of  his  native  country,  unvitiated 
by  foreign  intercourse,  **  whose  soul  proud 
MMiee  never  taught  to  stray,*'  ever  discovered 
barbarism  in  the  song  of  Etrick  Banks. 

The  story  you  have  heard  of  the  gable  of  my 
irther*s  house  £illing  down,  is  simply  as  fol- 
lows:—When  my  father  built  his  '*  clay  big- 
gin,'* he  put  in  two  stone-jambs,  an  they  are 
called,  and  a  lintel,  carrying  up  a  chimney  in 
hia  clay> gable.  The  consequence  was,  that  as 
the  gable  subsided,  the  jauibs,  remaining  firm, 
threw  it  off  its  centre ;  and,  one  very  stormy 
morning,  when  my  brother  was  nine  or  ten 
dbys  old,  a  little  before  day-light,  a  part  of  the 
gliAe  fell  out,  and  the  rest  appeared  so  shatter- 
ad»  that  my  mother,  with  the  yuung  poet,  had 
to  be  carried  through  the  sturm  to  a  neighbour's 
bouse,  where  they  remained  a  week  till  their 
own  dwelling  was  adjusted.  That  you  may  not 
think  too  meanly  of  this  houw,  or  of  my  fa- 
ther's taste  in  building,  by  supposiuii;  the  poet's 
daacription  in  the  Vision  (which  is  entirely  a 
fiuicy  picture)  applioable  to  it,  allow  me  to  take 
DOtioe  to  you,  that  the  house  consisted  of  a 
kitchen  in  one  end,  and  a  room  in  the  other, 
with  a  fire-place  and  chimney  ;  that  my  father 
bad  constructed  a  concealed  bed  in  the  kitchen, 
with  a  small  closet  at  the  end,  of  the  same  ma- 
terials with  the  house,  and,  when  alt<^ther  cast 
over,  outside  and  in,  with  lime,  it  had  a  neat, 
oomfortable  appearance,  such  as  no  family  of  the 
aame  rank,  in  the  present  improved  style  of 
living,  would  think  themselves  ill-lodged  in.  I 
wish  likewise  to  take  notice  in  passing,  that  al- 
though the  **  Cotter,'*  in  the  Saturday  Night, 
ia  an  exact  copy  of  my  father  in  his  manners, 
bit  fiunily  devotion,  and  exhortations,  yet  the 
other  parts  of  the  description  do  not  apply  to 
our  fiimily.  None  of  us  were  ever  "  at  service 
oat  amang  the  oeebors  roun."  Instead  of  our 
depositing  our  "  aair  won  penny-fee"  with  our 
ypMii^  my  fttbtr  laboured  hardy  and  liTtd  with 


ihe  moat  rigid  eeonouy,  that  ba  might  bo  ablo 
to  keep  his  children  at  home,  thereby  hniag  ut 
opportunity  of  watching  the  prograsa  ef  o«r 
young  mioids,  and  forming  in  them  eariy  habile 
of  piety  and  virtue ;  and  from  diis  motive  akmo 
did  he  engage  in  &rming,  the  source  of  all  hia 
difficulties  and  diatresses. 

When  I  threatened  you  in  my  last  with  a 
long  letter  on  the  subject  of  the  books  I  reeon^ 
mended  to  the  Mauchline  club,  and  the  effeeta 
of  refinement  of  taste  on  the  labouring  elaasa 
of  men,  I  meant  merely  that  I  wished  to  writo 
you  on  that  subject,  with  the  view  that,  ia  aooM 
future  communication  to  the  public,  you  might 
take  up  the  subject  more  at  large,  that,  by  meaaa 
of  your  hsppy  manner  of  writing,  the  attcstioa 
of  people  of  power  and  inflnence  m^ht  ba  fixed 
on  it.  I  had  little  expectation,  howwor,  ^at 
I  should  overcome  my  indolenooy  and  the 


colty  of  arranging  my  thooghta  so  far  as  to  pot 
my  threat  in  execution,  till  aome  time  ago^  bo> 
fore  I  had  finished  my  harvest,  having  a  eaft 
from  Mr.  Ewart,  with  a  messy  from  joa, 
pressing  me  to  the  performance  of  diis  tMk»  I 
thought  myself  no  longer  at  liberty  to  dac&w 
it,  and  resolved  to  set  abont  it  with  my  fint 
leisure.  I  will  now  therefore  endeavour  to  Iqr 
before  you  what  has  occurred  to  my  miad  on  • 
subject  where  people  capable  of  ofasenratioii,  oad 
of  placing  their  remarks  in  a  proper  point  of 
view,  have  seldom  an  opportunity  of  makinf 
their  remarks  on  real  life.  In  doii^  thia  I  may 
perhaps  be  led  sometimes  to  write  more  ia  tba 
manner  of  a  person  communicating  inlbmatioa 
to  you  which  you  did  not  know  befiirc^  aad  at 
other  times  more  in  the  style  of  egotism  tbaa  I 
would  choose  to  do  to  any  person  in  whom  eaa> 
dour,  and  even  personal  good-will,  I  had  lam 
conlidenoe. 

There  are  two  several  lines  of  stndy  that  open 
to  every  man  as  he  enters  life :  the  onab  tba  ge- 
neral science  of  life,  of  duty,  and  of  happincm ; 
the  other,  the  particular  arts  of  his  emptoymoat 
or  situation  in  society,  and  the  sevtfal  hrandim 
of  knowledge  therewith  connected.  This  last  ia 
certainly  indispensable,  as  nothing  can  be  mora 
disgraceful  than  ignorance  in  the  way  <^  oiie*a 
own  profession ;  and  whatever  a  man's  tptool^ 
tive  knowledge  may  be,  if  he  is  ill  iidbroMd 
there,  he  can  neither  be  a  useful  nor  a 
able  member  of  society.  It  is  neverthelem 
that  **  the  proper  study  of  mankind  is  maa  ;'* 
to  consider  what  duties  are  encumbent  on  him 
as  a  rational  creature,  and  a  member  of  aocietf  $ 
how  he  may  increase  or  secure  hia  hapjrinem  ; 
and  how  he  may  prevent  or  soften  tha  aurnjr 
miseries  incident  to  human  life.  I  think  tba 
pursuit  of  happiness  is  too  frequently  eoafiaod 
to  the  endeavour  after  the  aoqubition  of  woaMu 
I  do  not  wish  to  be  considered  u  an  idle  da« 
claimer  against  riches,  which,  after  all  that  eaa 
be  said  against  them,  will  still  be  oonndered  by 
men  of  common  sense  as  oljecta  of  importaaoo  ; 
and  poverty  will  be  felt  m  a  aora  evil,  afWr  all 
the  fiaa  Uunga  ti»t  «aa  ba  aiid  af  ili 
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tifet ;  OB  the  contrary  I  Am  of  opinion,  that  • 
great  proportion  of  the  miaeriet  of  life  ariae  from 
tiM  want  of  economy,  and  a  prudent  attention 
to  money,  or  the  ill-directed  or  intemperate  pur- 
toit  of  it.  But  however  valuable  riches  may  be 
M  the  means  of  comfort,  independence,  and  the 
pleaiure  of  doing  good  to  othen,  yet  I  am  of 
opidion,  that  they  may  be,  and  frequently  are, 
purchased  at  too  great  a  cost,  and  that  sacrifices 
are  made  in  the  pursuit  which  the  acquisition 
cannot  compensate.  I  remember  hearing  my 
worthy  teacher,  Mr.  Murdoch,  relate  an  anec- 
<lote  to  my  father,  which  I  think  sets  this  mat- 
ter in  a  strong  light,  and  perhaps  was  the  ori- 
gin, or  at  least  tended  to  promote  this  way  of 
thinking  in  me.  When  Mr.  Murdoch  left  Al- 
loway,  he  went  to  teach  and  reside  in  the  family 
of  an  opulent  ^rmer  who  had  a  number  of  sons. 
A  neighbour  coming  on  a  visit,  in  the  course  of 
conversation  asked  the  &ther  how  be  meant  to 
dispose  of  his  sons.  The  father  replied,  that  he 
had  not  determined.  The  visitor  said,  that  were 
be  in  his  place  he  would  give  them  a11  good 
education  and  send  them  abroad,  without  (per- 
haps) having  a  precise  idea  where.  The  father 
objected,  that  numy  young  men  lost  their  health 
in  foreign  countries,  and  many  their  lives.  True, 
leplied  the  visitor,  but  as  you  have  a  number  of 
tons,  it  will  be  strange  if  some  one  of  them  does 
not  live  and  make  a  fortune. 

Let  any  person  who  has  the  feelings  of  a  fa- 
ther comment  on  this  story  :  but  though  few 
will  avow,  even  to  themselves,  that  such  views 
govern  their  conduct,  yet  do  we  not  daily  see 
people  shipping  off  their  sons,  (and  who  would 
do  so  b)'  their  daughters  also,  if  there  were  any 
demand  for  them),  that  they  may  be  rich  or 
perish  ? 

The  education  of  the  lower  classes  ia  seldom 
considered  in  any  other  point  of  view  than  as 
the  means  of  raising  them  from  that  station  to 
which  they  were  bom,  and  of  making  a  fortune. 
I  am  ignorant  of  the  mysteries  of  the  art  of  ac- 
quiring a  fortune  without  any  thing  to  begin  with, 
and  cannot  calculate,  with  any  degree  of  exact- 
ness, the  difficulties  to  be  surmounted,  the  mor- 
tifications to  be  snffered,  and  the  degradation 
of  character  to  be  submitted  to,  in  lending  one's 
self  to  be  the  minister  of  other  |ieople*s  vices,  or 
in  the  practice  of  rapine,  fraud,  oppression,  or 
dissimulation,  in  the  progress  ;  but  even  when 
the  wished  for  end  is  attained,  it  may  be  ques- 
tioned whether  happiness  be  much  increased  by 
the  change  When  I  have  seen  a  fortunate  ad- 
venturer of  the  lower  ranks  of  life  returned  from 
the  EaNt  or  West  Indies  with  all  the  hauteur  of 
a  vulgar  mind  accustome<l  to  be  served  by  slaVes, 
assuming  a  character,  which,  from  the  early  ha- 
bits of  lite,  he  is  ill  fitted  to  snpport,  displaying 
magnificence  which  raises  the  envy  of  some,  and 
the  contempt  of  others  ;  claiming  an  equality 
with  the  great,  which  they  are  unwilling  to  al- 
low ;  inly  pining  at  the  precedence  of  the  here- 
ditary gentry ;  maddened  by  the  polished  inso- 
Itooe  of  Mm«  of  the  unworthy  part  of  them ; 


seeking  pleasure  ia  the  aoeiety  of  bmb  who.ova 
condoicend  to  flatter  him,  and  listen  to  kia  ab» 
surdity  for  the  sake  of  a  good  dinner  and  good 
wine ;  I  cannot  avoid  concluding,  that  his  bro- 
ther, or  companion,  who,  by  n  diligent  applica- 
tion to  the  labours  of  agriculture,  or  some  use- 
ful mechanic  employment,  and  the  careful  hus- 
banding of  his  gains,  has  acquired  a  competence 
in  his  station,  is  a  much  happier,  and,  in  the 
eye  of  a  person  who  can  take  an  enUiged  view 
of  mankind,  a  much  more  respectable  man. 

But  the  votaries  of  wealth  may  be  conaidered 
OS  a  great  number  of  oandidatea  strivii^  for  a 
few  prises,  and  whatever  addition  the  succeaaful 
may  make  to  their  pleasure  or  happiness,  the 
disappointed  will  always  have  more  to  sufler,  I 
am  afraid,  than  those  who  abide  contented  ia 
the  station  to  which  they  were  bom.  I  wish* 
therefore,  the  education  of  the  lower  classes  to 
be  promoted  and  directed  to  their  improvement 
as  men,  as  the  means  of  increasing  thieir  virtue^ 
and  opening  to  them  new  and  dignified  sonroee 
of  pleasure  and  happiness.  1  have  heard  some 
people  object  to  the  education  of  the  lower  elae- 
ses  of  men,  as  rendering  them  less  useful,  by 
abstracting  them  firom  their  proper  business ; 
others,  as  tending  to  make  them  saucy  to  their 
superioi-H,  impatient  of  their  condition,  and  tur^ 
bujent  subjects ;  while  you,  with  more  huma* 
nity,  have  your  fears  alarmed,  lest  the  delicacy 
of  mind,  induced  by  that  sort  of  education  and 
reading  I  recommend,  should  render  the  evih 
of  their  situation  insupportable  to  them.  I  wish 
to  examine  the  validity  of  each  of  these  objee- 
tions,  beginning  with  the  one  you  have  men- 
tioned. 

I  do  not  mean  to  controvert  your  criticism  ef 
my  favourite  books,  the  Mirror  and  Loungert 
although  I  understand  there  are  people  who 
think  themselves  judges,  who  do  not  agree  with 
you.  The  acquisition  of  knowledge,  except 
what  is  connected  with  hunun  life  and  con- 
duct, or  the  particular  business  of  his  empkiy. 
ment,  does  not  appear  to  me  to  be  the  fittMt 
pursuit  for  a  peasant.  I  would  say  with  Om 
poet, 

"  How  empty  learning,  and  how  vain  iv  art. 
Save  where  it  guides  the  life,  or  menda  th« 
heart  !" 

There  seems  to  be  a  considerable  latitude  ia 
the  use  of  the  word  taste.  I  understand  it  to 
be  the  perception  and  relish  of  beauty,  order, 
or  any  other  thing,  the  contemplation  of  which 
gives  pleasure  and  delight  to  the  mind.  I  sup- 
pose it  is  in  this  sense  you  wish  it  to  be  under- 
stood. If  I  am  right,  the  taste  which  diese 
books  are  calculated  to  cultivate,  (beside  the 
ta<ite  for  fine  writing,  which  many  of  the  papera 
tend  to  improve  and  to  gratify),  ia  what  is  pro- 
per, consistent,  and  becoming  in  hunum  cha- 
racter and  conduct,  as  almost  every  paper  relatee 
to  these  subjects. 

I  an  sorry  I  hive  not  tbeiv  boob  tgf  ■% 
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that  I  miglit  point  <mt  tome  instaneet.  I  re- 
member two ;  ooe,  the  beaatiful  ttory  of  La 
ftoche,  where,  beside  the  pleasure  one  derives 
from  a  beautiful  simple  story  told  in  M*Keiuie*8 
happiest  maoDcr)  the  miod  is  led  to  taste,  with 
heartfelt  rapture,  the  consolation  to  be  derived 
Sn  deep  affliction,  from  habitual  devotion  and 
trust  in  Almighty  God.     The  other,  the  story 

of  General  W ,  where  the  reader  is  led  to 

have  a  high  relish  fur  that  firmness  of  miod 
which  disregardu  appearances,  the  common  forms 
and  vanities  of  life,  for  the  sake  of  doing  justice 
In  a  case  which  ivaa  out  of  the  reach  of  human 
laws. 

Allow  me  then  to  remark,  that  if  the  mora- 
lity of  these  books  is  subordinate  to  the  cultiva- 
tion of  ta>te ;   that  taste,   that  refinement  of 

'mind  and  delicacy  of  sentiment  which  they  are 
intended  to  give,  are  the  strongest  guard  and 

,  surest  foundation  of  morality  and  virtue.  Other 
moralists  guard,  an  it  were,  the  overt  act ;  these 
papers,  by  exalting  duty  into  sentiment,  are  cal- 
culated to  mike  every  deviation  from  rectitude 
and  propriety  of  conduct,  painful  to  the  mind. 


"  Whose  tempered  powers. 
Refine  at  length,  and  every  passion  wears 
A  chaster,  milder,  more  attractive  mien. 
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I  readily  grant  you  that  the  refinement  of 
mind  which  I  contend  for,  increases  our  sensi- 
bility to  the  evils  of  life  ;  but  what  station  of 
life  is  without  its  evils  !  There  seems  to  be  no 
■uch  thing  as  perfect  happiness  in  this  world, 
and  we  must  balance  the  pleasure  and  the  pain 
which  we  derive  from  t.iste*  before  we  can  pro- 
perly appreciate  it  in  the  ca5»e  before  us.  1  ap- 
prehend that  on  a  minute  examination  it  will 
'appear,  that  the  evils  peculiar  to  the  lower  ranks 
of  life,  derive  their  power  to  wound  us,  more 
from  the  suggestions  of  false  pride,  and  the 
'<  coatagion  of  luxury  weak  and  vile,'*  than  the 
refinement  of  our  taste.  It  was  a  favourite  re- 
mark of  my  brother's,  that  there  was  so  part 
of  the  constitution  of  our  nature,  to  which  we 
were  more  indebted,  than  that  by  which  "  cui- 
tom  makes  things  familiar  and  easy/*  (a  copy 
Mr.  Murdoch  used  to  set  us  to  write),  and  there 
is  little  labour  which  custom  will  not  make  easy 
to  a  man  in  health,  if  he  is  not  ashamed  of  his 
employment,  or  does  not  begin  to  compare  his 
fiituation  with  those  he  may  sec  going  about  at 
their  ease. 

But  the  man  of  enlarged  mind  feels  the  re- 
spect due  to  him  as  a  man  ;  he  has  learned  that 
no  employment  is  dishonourable  in  itself;  that 
while  he  performs  aright  the  duties  of  that  sta- 
tion in  which  God  has  placed  him,  he  is  as 
great  as  a  king  in  the  eyes  of  Him  whom  he  is 
principally  desirous  to  please ;  for  the  man  of 
taste,  who  is  constantly  obliged  to  labour,  roust 
of  necessity  be  religious.  If  you  teach  him  only 
to  reason,  you  may  make  him  an  atheist,  a  dema- 
gogue, or  any  vile  thing  ;  but  if  you  teach  him 
to  fti,  bit  ieelings  can  only  find  their  proper 


and  natoral  relief  b  derotSeii  and  rJiglw  a^ 
signation.  He  knows  that  those  peojple  wIm  um 
to  appearance  at  ease,  are  not  wiAoot  fihfdr 
share  of  evils,  and  that  even  toil  ilmlf  is  aot 
destitute  of  advantages.  He  listens  to  th* 
of  his  favourite  poet : 

**  O  mortal  man,  that  livest  here  by  Uul, 

Cease  to  repine  and  grudge  thy  hard  i 
That  like  an  emmet  thou  must  ever  moilt 

Is  a  sad  sentence  of  an  ancient  date ; 
And,  certes,  there  is  for  it  reason  great ; 

Although  sometimes  it  makes  thee  wiQp  aad 
wail. 
And  curse  thy  stars,  and  early  dmdge  and  Islt; 

Withouten  that  would  oome  a  heavier  bala^ 
Loose  life,  unruly  passions,  and  diseetee  pais  !** 

And,  while  he  repeats  the  words,  the  gratefcl 
recollection  comes  across  his  mind,  how  often  \m 
has  derived  ineffable  pleasure  from  the  sweet 
song  of  **  Nature's  darUog  chiki.'*  I  can  wtf, 
from  my  own  experience,  that  there  is  no  aert 
of  farm  labour  inconsistent  with  the  moat  in- 
fined  and  pleasurable  state  of  the  mind  that  I 
am  acquainted  with,  thrashing  alone  e»ceptrf« 
That,  indeed,  I  have  always  considered  as  in- 
supportable drudgery,  and  think  the  ingenions 
mechanic  who  invented  the  thnishing  -"frhinr, 
ought  to  have  a  statue  among  the  benefafftors  of 
his  countr)',  and  should  be  placed  in  tho  nidio 
next  to  the  person  who  introduced  the  cnltnm 
of  potatoes  into  this  island. 

Perhaps  the  thing  of  mo^  importaneo  in  ikm 
education  of  the  common  people  is,  to  pfcnrant 
the  intrusion  of  artificial  wants.  I  bliaa  ikm 
memory  of  my  worthy  ftitber  for  almoat  OfWf 
thing  in  the  dispositions  of  my  mind,  and  mj 
habits  of  life  which  I  can  approve  of;  and  far 
none  more  than  the  pains  he  took  to  impress  aajr 
mind  with  the  sentiment,  that  nothing  was  mora 
unworthy  the  character  of  a  man,  than  that  kia 
happiness  should  in  the  least  depend  on  what  ho 
should  eat  or  drink.  So  early  did  he  impiws 
my  mind  with  this,  that  although  I  was  as  fimd 
uf  sweetmeats  as  children  generally  are,  yet  I  asl- 
(iom  laid  out  any  of  the  half-pence  which  vei^ 
tious  or  neighbours  gave  me  at  fairs,  in  the  p«p> 
chose  of  them  ;  and  if  I  did,  every  mouthnd  I 
swallowed  was  accompanied  with  shame  and  ra> 
mortie  ;  and  to  this  hour  I  never  indulge  in  tho 
uae  of  any  delicacy,  but  I  feel  a  considerable  d^ 
gree  of  t»clf- reproach  and  alarm  for  the  degrada- 
tion of  the  human  character.  Such  a  habit  ef 
thinking  1  consider  as  of  great  oonaeqnenoe^ 
both  to  the  virtue  and  happiness  of  men  in  the 
lower  ranks  of  life.  And  thus.  Sir,  I  am  of 
opinion,  that  if  their  minds  are  early  and  dmply 
imprest  with  a  sense  of  the  dignity  of  man*  m 
such  ;  with  the  love  of  independence  and  of  in- 
dustry, economy  and  temperance,  as  tho 
obvious  means  of  making  themselves  ii 
dent,  and  the  virtues  most  becoming  their 
ation,  and  necessary  to  their  happineee ;  men  in 
the  lower  ranks  of  hh  may  partake  of  tho 
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Mtrtt  to  bt  derired  firom  the  perusal  of  bookK 
oftlcaUted  to  improve  the  mind  and  refine  the 
taate,  without  any  danger  of  becoming  more  un- 
happy in  their  situation,  or  discontented  with  it. 
Nor  do  I  think  there  is  any  danger  of  their  be- 
coming less  useful.  There  are  some  hours  every 
day  that  the  moat  constant  labourer  is  neither 
at  work  nor  asleep.  These  hours  are  either  ap- 
propriated to  amusement  or  to  sloth.  If  a  taste 
for  employing  these  hours  in  reading  were  cul- 
tivated, I  do  not  suppose  that  the  return  to  la- 
bour would  be  more  difficult.  Every  one  will 
allow,  that  the  attachment  to  idle  amusements, 
or  even  to  sloth,  has  as  powerful  a  tendency  to 
abstract  men  from  their  proper  business,  as  the 
attachment  to  books ;  while  the  one  dissipates 
the  mind,  and  the  other  tends  to  increase  its 
powers  of  self-government.  To  those  who  are 
afraid  that  the  improvement  of  the  minds  of  the 
common  people  might  be  dangerous  to  the  state, 
or  the  established  order  of  society,  I  would  re- 
mark, that  turbulence  and  commotion  are  cer- 
tainly very  inimical  to  the  feelings  of  a  refined 
mind.  Let  the  matter  be  brought  to  the  test 
of  experience  and  observation.  Of  what  de- 
•eription  of  people  are  mobs  and  insurrections 
composed  ?  Are  they  not  universally  owing  to 
the  want  of  enlargement  and  improvement  of 
mind  among  the  common  people  ?  Nay,  Ivt 
any  one  recollect  the  characters  of  those  who 
formed  the  calmer  and  more  deliberate  associa- 
tions, which  lately  gave  so  much  alarm  to  the 
government  of  this  country.  I  suppose  few  of 
the  common  people  who  were  to  be  found  in 
auch  eocieties,  had  the  education  and  turn  of 
mind  I  have  been  endeavouring  to  recommend. 
Allow  me  to  suggest  one  reason  for  endeavour- 
iag  to  enlighten  the  minds  of  the  common  peo- 
ple. Their  morals  have  hitherto  been  guarded 
by  ft  sort  of  dim  religious  awe,  which  from  a 
variety  of  causes  aeems  wearing  off.  I  think  the 
alteration  in  thia  respect  considerable,  in  the 
short  period  of  my  observation.  I  have  already 
given  my  opinion  of  the  eflects  of  refinement  of 
mind  on  morak  and  virtue.  Whenever  vulgar 
minds  begin  to  shake  off  the  dogmas  of  the  re- 
ligion in  which  they  have  been  educated,  the 
progresa  b  quick  and  immediate  to  downright 
infidelity  :  uid  nothing  but  refinement  of  mind 
can  enable  them  to  distinguish  between  the  pure 
essence  of  religion,  and  the  gross  systems  which 
men  have  been  perpetually  connecting  it  with. 
la  addition  to  what  has  already  been  done  for 
the  education  of  the  common  people  of  this  coun- 
trv,  in  the  establiahment  of  pansh  schools,  I 
wmk  to  me  the  aaUries  augmented  in  some  pro- 
portion to  the  present  expense  of  living,  and  the 
earnings  of  people  of  similar  rank,  endowments 
and  tttefiilnesa,  in  society  ;  and  I  hope  that  the 
libw^ty  of  the  present  age  will  be  no  longer 
disgraced  by  refusing,  to  so  useful  a  class  of  men, 
■udb  cscooragement  as  may  make  parish  schools 
worth  dm  ftttention  of  men  fitted  for  the  impor- 
tant duties  of  that  office.  In  filling  up  the  vft- 
cfBocii  X  W9«I4  bsTt  mora  tttontaoa  fM  to  th« 


candidate's  capacity  of  reading  the  English  Ian« 
guage  with  grace  and  propriety  ;  to  his  under- 
standing thoroughly,  and  having  a  high  relish 
for  the  beauties  of  English  authors,  both  in  poetry 
and  prose ;  to  that  good  sense  and  knowledg* 
of  human  nature  which  would  enable  him  to  ac- 
quire souie  influence  on  the  minds  and  affection^ 
of  his  scholars ;  to  the  general  worth  of  his  cha- 
racter, and  the  love  of  his  king  and  his  country, 
than  to  his  proficiency  in  the  knowledge  of  Latin 
add  Greek.     I  would  then  have  a  sort  of  high 
English  class  established,  not  only  for  the  pur- 
pose of  teaching  the  pupils  to  read  in  that  grace- 
ful and  agreeable  manner  that  might  make  them 
fond  of  reading,  but  to  make  them  understand 
what  they  read,  and  discover  the  beauties  of  the 
author,  in  composition  and  sentiment.    I  would 
have  established  in  every  parish  a  small  circu- 
lating librar}',  consisting  of  the  books  which  the 
young  people  had  read  extracts  from  in  the  col-  '^ 
lections  they  had  read  at  school,  and  any  other 
books  well  calculated  to  refine  the  mind,  improve 
the  uiural  feelings,   recommend  the  practice  ol 
virtue,   and  communicate  such   knowledge   as 
might  be  useful   and  suitable  to  the  labouring 
classes  of  men.     I  would  have  the  schoolmaster 
act  as  librarian,  and  in  recommending  books  to 
his  young  friends,  formerly  his  pupils,  and  let- 
ting in  the  light  of  them  upon  their  young  mind% 
he  bhould  have  the  assistance  of  the  minister* 
If  once  such  education  were  become  genera^ 
the  low  delights. of  the  public-house,  and  other 
scenes  uf  riut  and  depravity,  would  be  contemn- 
ed and  neglected,  while  industry,  order,  cleanli- 
ness, and  every  virtue  which  taste  and  indepen- 
dence of  mind  could  recommend,  would  prevail- 
and  flourish.     Thus  possessed  of  a  virtuous  and' 
eulighteued  populace,  with  high  delight  I  should 
consider  my  native  country  as  at  the  head  of  all 
the  nations  of  the  earth,  ancient  or  modern. 

Thus,  Sir,  have  I  executed  my  threat  to  th« 
fullest  extent,  in  regard  to  the  length  of  my  le^ 
ter.  If  I  had  not  presumed*  on  doing  it  movt 
to  my  liking,  I  should  not  have  undertaken  it ; 
but  I  have  not  time  to  attempt  it  anew ;  nor,  tf 
I  would,  am  I  certain  that  I  should  succeed  anf 
better.  I  have  learned  to  have  less  coofidenot 
in  my  capacity  of  writing  on  auch  aubjeota. 

I  am  much  obliged  by  your  kind  inquiriaa 
about  my  situation  and  proapecta.  I  am  mncli  - 
pleased  with  the  soil  of  this  farm,  and  with  tb* 
terms  on  which  I  possess  it.  I  receive  great 
encouragement  likewise  in  building,  endottn^ 
and  other  conveniences,  from  my  landlord  Mr. 
G.  S.  Monteith,  whose  general  character  and 
conduct,  as  a  landlord  and  country  gentleoun* 
I  am  highly  pleased  with.  But  the  land  ii  ia 
such  a  state  aa  to  require  a  considerable  imma* 
diate  outlay  of  money  in  the  porchaoe  of  mn- 
uure,  the  grubbing  of  bruah-wood,  removing  of 
stones,  &c  which  twelve  years'  struggle  widi  n 
farm  of  a  cold  ungrateful  aoil  hoe  but  ill  pnpoP" 
ed  me  for.  If  I  can  get  these  things  dom^ 
however,  to  my  mind,  I  think  there  ie  aoKt  Ift 
«  certaio^  that  in  Art « lis  7«m  I  iM  l^ll" 


ii  (Iqtibb  l«r  hippjnen  u  any  onr  I 
kasw  ;  for  I  lumlwiji  hnn  of  iipinun,  tlmt 
If  I  mia.  bnd  tg  iha  hainu  of  n  (urmijin  lift, 

n  (MbW  bin  muI;  W  p*y  dl  dmnnili.  i<  lint 
itfftt  be  augbt  ta  look  lOmcwhfrF  rlv  than  la 

I   b(g  ym  will   pmcnt   ■n]'  mint  iF<ip«:iful 
•MaplinnU  to  Mn,  Currie,  uid  rt'iU'RilK'i   nt 


Thi*  IBM  vnrthy  tnd  Uknlrrl  inillviJual 
«cd  It  Gnat'i  Bnn,  in  ilig  ncJKlibooiliDoJ  of 
Maddingloo,  did  OD  the  «l«t<  of  Lwly  Itlmi- 
Ifn,  Ibr  whnin  fa>  nt  loog  bcdir,  on  Suiidiy 
Bik  April  1837,  in  the  uity-Mtcpih  jcit  uf  hii 
a|[b*  He  had  na  fiicd  or  fbrditd  ctunplnint, 
but  hr  eerenl  moothi  prt^eding  his  diaQluiioa, 
tbttr  VM  a  gTfdiu]  decay  of  the  pmA'vn  of  na- 
tatr  ;  and  tUt  ioErmiCin  of  age,  cumhiDcd  irith 

•f  •■  pure  a  ipiril  a>  ever  iohaljjli'il  a  liiiniiiD 
haaiD.  Oa  tha  4l1iaf  Jaauaty  liuWl  A>Jiui<h- 
kr  whu  bad  \mt  been  Ibe  pride  .if  ihe  (an'dy 
bearth;  andon  ihe  SBthof  Febiuji]  Mfuivih);. 
bit  ]minp«i  rid. — a  youth  of  gii'ui  piDiuiM'. 
dial  ID  Edinburgh  of  typhoa  I^vit,  juii  ut  U 
waa  ahaulbeiDglicma^lnrtheinmitiry.  Thrtr 
vrpcaud  Iriah  were  too  nacb  for  tlie  Viccllirtit 
■U  nan  ;  tbe  mind  which,  thruiteh^jut  a  limi; 
—"-'—'-1.  lift,   had  pcHDtid 
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in  Febraarr  1786,  ht 
weoDd  puhUcaBioi] 


teboD 


.  liuld 


with  tbingi  earthly, 

cgmBoe  at  that  halbwcd  nutnitjg,  which,  like 
bia  lira  oF  old,  he  had  Wn  aeeiiaioinwl  to  hoc- 
ti^,  he  axpind  without  a  groas  or  iirugglc.  to 
[nan,  tod  eTm  lore  with  all  mnakind,  nnd  io 
bnnhle  eonlidenee  of  a  bleoed  imnigrtality. — 
The  early  life  of  Mr.  Gilbert  Surni  U  imi- 
mately  bkaitrd  with  thit  nf  the  piKU  lie  wu 
dtbteaii  ■golba  yoongn  thin  liobtrt— po«i». 
Hd  tbt  Mme  penetraliag  JGd(iinenI,  and,  acconi- 
Ing  to  Hr.  Hnrdoch.  their  fint  iniinictor,  lur- 
IMned  bin  id  riiitity  till  pretty  ncirly  (he  age 
•f  Manboad.  .When  the  gmten  of  our  biriti 
•aaionlidbyDT.  Blaeklock  to  vitit  Edinburgh, 
■W  anh^  of  the  prenent  impirfrrl  Memoir  vu 
Mng^g  in  the  cburliib  farm  of  Moogid,  and 
d  early  to  beep  a  houte  nccr  hii 
-'--    itected  eiatcn.      In  thrw 


■,  nu  *■>*  la  b(  Mr.  Mh 

•Hi  CMriar,  la  vbA  Mm  I 


\*ei,  aa  Ibe  ft^h  tl 

catun,  alHnit  £M0,  aid  wilk 

A'hich  fermfll  a  part  of  bit  n^ 

'Mfly    ptevoted    Gilbert   witB 

Llf  .if  hi>  whole  wedlh.     Th«  iw. 


early  the 

□d  rFKured  to  abettar  &rm(Dinb;Bgin  Das- 
■ieiahirt  >,  hue  itilL  reeerrcd  a  ic«t  at  the  fami- 
r  hoard  fur  bit  truly  veDertbk  mother,  wbn  did 
few  yean  agD.      While  in  Dinniog.  b*  wia  r*- 


luat  have  b«n  an  inhabitant  of  Eaat  totbiaa, 

very  ntrarly  a  quarter  of  a  century.      Her 

Ladyiliip'iaKun  wn  manated  with  the  giaateM 

fidelity  and  prudenre ;  the  factor  and  bia  ro^ 

Dt  were  wanhy  of  each  etberi  and  in  • 

;■  diitinguithtd  fir  the  ihill,  talnta.  and 

opuleaea  of  ita  btmrta,  no  man  waa  mar*  t*- 

•pectcd   then  Mr.    Cillml  Bnma.     Hie  vih, 

who  atlll  aurrina,  bore  him  a  liioily  et  BX  a^ 

id  6v*  daufihteii;  but  of  ihnc,   one  aao,  aad 

ur  daughtera,  predKeaied  their  fciber.     Hia 

sua,  ^ough  limited,  wet«  alwaya  i«il 

itb  envtable  frugality,  m  a  pnof  j  which  m 
ty  itata  that  eveiy  one  oF  bia  boy*  neaTcd 


Na.I.XXL 

THE  POET'S  SCRAP-BOOK. 
t  Pott  kept  a  Scnp-Book,  which  w— 
what  lh«  title  iwpuTt^  really  a  tbi^  oTihia^ 
-ind  patchea.     In    tbe  fbUowiig  atntte,  •« 
UTS  not  been  quite  to  tfiing  aa  Dr.  Cwri^ 

Mr.  Cromek,  who,  ia  hii  Reliqna,  haa'tarad 
the  book  inaide  nnt.  The  pnae  artkbe  an 
rhieSy  in  the  way  of  mtilBU  or  liliaaiialiiiw 
heydaye  lea  of  w«Uly  adlabHia,  and  men 
if  the  religion!  fceli^,  tb«a  thae  al  ""Mix- 
Tbe  poetical  asapa  ti 


brnvMittUlcv,  iMBlMiMMf 


COftABSPONDENCL 


m 


t^icB  wn  hMU^d.  tnd  tii'd  at  lut,  with  fbrtuBiTt 

vain  deluMon,  O ; 
I  dropt  ray  tdieroet,  like  idle  dreams,  and  came  to  thli 

conclusion,  O ; 
The  pant  was  bed.  and  the  future  hid ;  iti  good  or  ill 

untryed,  O ; 
But  the  present  hour  was  in  my  po«*r,  and  so  I  would 

enjoy  It,  O. 

No  help,  nor  hope,  nor  view  had  1 1  nor  person  to  be. 
frienil  me,  O : 

80  I  mun  toil,  and  sweat  and  broil,  and  labour  to  sus- 
tain me,  O, 

To  plough  and  tow,  to  reap  and  mow,  ray  father  brad 
me  early,  O ; 

For  one,  ^«r  said,  to  labour  bred,  was  a  match  for  for- 
tune fairly,  O. 

Thus  all  obscure,  unknown,  and  poor,  thro'  life  Vm 
doomed  to  wander,  O, 

Till  down  my  weary  bones  I  lay  in  everlasting  slum- 
ber, O: 

No  view  nor  care,  but  shun  whatever  might  breed  me 
pain  or  sorrow.  O  t 

I  live  to  day,  as  well's  I  may,  regardless  of  to-mor* 
row,  6. 

But  cheerful  still,  I  am  as  well,  as  a  monarch  in  a  pa- 

«ce,  o, 
Tho^  ibrtune^i  frown  still  hunts  me  down,  with  all  her 

wonted  malice.  O ; 
I  make  Indeed,  my  daily  bread,  but  ne'er  can  make  it 

farther,  O ; 
But  as  daily  bread  is  all  I  need,  I  do  not  much  regard 

her,  O. 

When  sometimes  by  mv  labour  I  earn  a  little  money,0. 
Some  unforeseen  misfortune  comes  generally  upon 

me,  O; 
Ifisdianoe,  mistake,  or  by  neglect,  or  my  good4iatur*d 

folly,  O ; 
But  oonve  what  will.  I've  sworn  it  still,  I'll  ne^cr  be 

melancholy,  O. 

All  you  who  follow  wealth  and  power  with  unremit- 
ting ardour,  O, 

The  more  in  this  vou  look  for  bliis,  you  leave  your 
view  the  fartner,  O  ; 

Had  you  the  wealth  Potoai  boasts,  or  nations  to  adore 
you,0, 

A  dieerftil  huoest  hearted  clown  I  will  prefer  before 
you,  O. 

ELEOY  ON  THE  DEATH  OP 
ROBERT  RUISSLAUX.* 

Now  Robin  lies  in  hU  last  lair. 

Hell  nMde  rhyme,  nor  sing  nae  mair, 

Cauldporerty,  wi'  hungry  sure, 

Nae  mair  shall  fear  him ; 
Nor  anxious  fear,  nor  cankert  care 

E'er  mair  come  near  him. 

To  tan  the  truth,  thev  seldom  fash't  him, 
KxoepC  the  moment  that  they  crush't  him ; 
For  suae  as  cfaanee  or  fate  had  husht  'em, 

Tho^  e^er  sae  short. 
Then  wi'  a  rtiyme  or  song  he  lasht  'em. 

And  thought  it  sport.—  ' 

Tho*  he  was  bred  to  kintra  wark. 
And  counted  was  baith  wight  and  starii. 
Yet  that  was  never  Robin's  mark 

To  mak  a  man ; 
But  tall  him,  he  was  a  leam'd  dark. 

Ye  roo^d  him  theo..t 

Mdcmcheiy. — There  waa  a  certain  period  of 
BDjr  life  that  my  apirit  waa  broke  by  repeated  losaea 
and  diaaatcrs,  which  threatened,  axid  indeed  effect- 
ed, the  utter  ruin  of  my  fortune.  My  body  too 
waa  attacked  by  that  moat  dreadful  diatcmper, 
a  hypochiMidria,  or  confirmed  melancholy :  In 
thit  wretched  atatc^  the  reooUeetioa  of  which 


makci  me  yet  thndder,  I  hitnf  my  liarp  oa  tha 
willow  tree?,  except  in  some  lucid  intervah,  ia 
one  of  which  I  compoaed  the  following,  (//art 
follow*  the  praytr  in,  diftreaa.  p.  78. )— -AfarcA 
1784. 

Rdigioua  Sentiment, — What  a  creature  ia 
man !  A  little  alarm  laat  night,  and  to-day,  that 
I  am  mortal,  has  made  auch  a  revolution  on  my 
spirits!  There  ia  no  philosophy,  no  dirinity, 
that  cornea  half  ao  much  home  to  the  mind.  I 
have  no  idea  of  courage  that  brarca  Heaven : 
*TiB  the  wild  ravinga  of  an  imaginary  hero  ia 
Bedlam. 

My  favourite  feature  in  MiIton*a  Satan  ia  hif 
manly  fortitude  in  aupporting  what  cannot  be 
remedied — in  short,  the  wild,  broken  fragments 
of  a  noble,  exalted  mind  in  ruins.  I  meant  no 
more  by  aaying  he  was  a  favourite  hero  of 


mine. 


•  , 

t  rinvf^tf-ytpiaird. 


play  oa  tola  01m  nusib 


I  bate  the  very  idea  of  a  controversial  divini- 
ty ;  as  I  firmly  believe  that  every  honest  upright 
roan,  of  whatever  sect,  will  be  accepted  of  the 
deity.  I  deapiae  the  auperstition  of  a  fanatic, 
but  I  love  the  religion  of  a  man. 

Nothing  aatoniahes  me  more,  when  a  little 
aickneaa  clogs  the  wheel  of  life,  than  the  thooght- 
leat  career  we  run  in  the  hour  of  health. 
**  None  aaith,  where  ia  God,  my  maker,  that 
giveth  aonga  in  the  night :  who  teacheth  ue 
more  knowledge  than  the  beaata  of  the  field, 
and  more  understanding  than  the  fowla  of  the 
air." 

My  creed  is  pretty  nearly  expreased  in  the  last 
clauae  of  Jamie  Dean'a  grace,  an  honeat  weaver 
in  Ayrahire  ;  **  Lord  grant  that  we  may  lead  a 
gude  life !  for  a  gude  lifo  make  a  gods  end,  at 
least  it  helps  weel!" 

A  decent  meana  of  livelihood  in  the  worid,  aa 
approving  God,  a  peaceful  conacienoe,  and  eno 
firm  truaty  fiiend ;  can  any  body  that  has  thaaa^ 
be  said  to  be  unhappy  ? 

The  dignified  and  dignifying  coaidonmew  of 
an  honest  man,  and  the  well  grounded  trust  ia 
approving  heaven,  are  two  moac  aubftaatial 
aouroea  of  happineaa. 

Give  me,  my  Maker,  to  remember  thes! 
Give  me  to  fieel  '*  another's  woe  ;**  and  eon« 
tinue  with  me  that  dear-lov*d  friend  that  M§ 
with  mine ! 

In  proportion  as  we  are  wrung  with  grie^  or 
distracted  with  anxiety,  the  ideas  of  a  compss- 
Kionate  Deity,  an  Almighty  Protector,  axe  doubly 
dear. 

I  have  been,  thia  morning,  taking  a  peep ' 
through,  aa  Young  finely  aaya,  **  the  dark 
crn  of  time  long  elapaed  ;**  'twas  a  rucfol 
pect !  What  a  tissue  of  thoughtIeaaBeia» 
ncaa,  and  folly  !  My  life  reminded  me  of  a  niia- 
ed  temple.  What  atrength,  what  proportaoa  la 
some  parte !  What  unsightly  gapa,  what  pros- 
trate ruins  in  othera!  I  kneeled  down  bcfoia 
the  Father  of  Mercies,  and  aaid,  *'  Father  X 
have  ainned  against  Heaven,  and  ia  thy  afhl* 
and  am  no  more  worthy  to  be  eaUod  thy 
I  roN^  MMd|  and  Hieogthciifd. 


N 
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No.  Lxxn. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

JSdinbvrph,  2\tt  Jan,  1788. 

AiTSE  nx  weeks*  coDfioement,  I  am  be^pn- 
mag  to  walk  acitm  the  room.  They  have  been 
iiz  horrible  weekt;  anguish  and  low  apirits 
made  me  unfit  to  read,  write,  or  think* 

I  have  a  hundred  times  wivhed  that  one 
eould  resign  life  at  an  officer  xesigns  a  commis* 
lion :  for  I  would  not  take  in  any  poor,  igno- 
rant wretch,  by  uUlnp  out.  Lately  I  was  a 
■xpenny  private  ;  and,  God  knows  a  roitterable 
aoldier  enough  ;  now  I  march  to  the  campaifrn. 
A  starving  cadet :  a  little  more  c<>as]>icuuu«ly 
wretched. 

I  am  ashamed  of  all  this ;  for  though  I  do 
want  bravery  for  the  warfare  of  life,  I  could 
wiah,  like  some  other  soldient,  to  have  as  much 
fertitude  or  cunning  as  to  dissemble  or  conceal 
my  cowardice. 

Aa  aoon  as  I  can  bear  the  journey,  which 
will  be,  I  suppose,  about  the  middle  of  next 
wedi,  I  leave  Edinbui^h,  and  soon  after  1  shall 
fty  my  grateful  duty  at  Dunloj^houae. 


No.  LXXUI. 

xsntACT  or  a  lrtxb 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Edinburgh,  ISfA  Fe6.  1788. 
Soxs  things,  in  your  late  letters,  hurt  me  : 
not  that  you  $ay  them,  but  that  yon  mistahe  me. 
Religion,  my  honoured  Madam,  has  not  only 
been  all  my  life  my  chief  dependence,  but  my 
dearest  enjoyment.  I  have  indeed  been  the 
lacUcaa  rictim  of  wayward  follies ;  but,  ala.^  ! 
I  baTe  ever  been  ^  more  fool  than  knave.** 
A  mathematician  without  religion,  it  a  proba- 
Uc  character ;  an  irreligious  poet,  ia  a  monster. 


No.  LXXIV. 

TO  A  LADY. 

XACAif,  Mougid,  1th  March,  1788. 

Tbb  last  paragraph  in  yours  of  the  SOth  Fe- 
braary  dfected  me  most,  so  I  shall  begin  my 
aBiwar  where  you  ended  your  letter.  That  I 
■m  often  a  ainner  with  any  little  wit  I  have,  I 
do  eonfcsB :  but  I  have  taxed  my  recollection  to 
Torn  purpose,  to  find  out  when  it  was  employed 
igtinat  you.  I  hate  an  ungenerous  sarcasm,  a 
pwt  deal  worae  than  I  do  the  devil ;  at  Icoht 
m  AlfilMi  deacribea  him ;  and  though  I  may  be 
itH^  cnoHgh  to  be  aometimea  guilty  of  it  my- 
ft^  I  onaot  endure  it  in  others.  You,  my 
fcRMWid  fritndi  wb«  cMuiot  appcw  in  toy  li|^ht, 


but  yw  an  mn  a£  baSng  iMptLiSpii    yai  fll% 

afford  to  pass  by  an  occasion  to  ditpl^  yoor 
wi  t,  because  yon  may  depend  for  faam  on  ywnr 
sense ;  or  if  you  rhooae  to  be  ailent,  yon  knov 
you  con  rely  on  the  gratitude  of  many  and  th« 
esteem  of  all ;  but  God  help  na  who  art  wita  or 
witlings  by  profession,  if  we  stand  not  for  fonm 
there,  we  sink  unsupported  ! 

I  am  highly  flattered  by  the  newt  yon  U3X 
me  of  Coila.*  I  may  say  to  the  foir  painter 
who  doew  me  so  much  honour,  as  Dr.  Beattin 
sa)-s  to  Ro»s  tlie  poet,  of  his  Muse  Scotia,  froi 
wiiich,  by  the  bye,  I  took  the  idea  of  CoiU : 
('Tis  a  ]>oem  of  Beattie's  in  the  Scota  diakoly 
which  perhaps  you  have  uever  seen.) 

**  Ye  shak  your  head,  but  o*  my  fega, 
Yc*ve  H't  iiuM  Scutiii  on  her  legs : 
Lan^^  hud  «he  lien  wi'  buflfe  and  fleg% 

B'^mb.is*d  and  diaaiey 
Her  fiddle  wantetl  strings  and  pega, 

Waes  me,  poor  hinin.** 


No.  LXXV. 
TO  MR.  ROBERT  CLEGHORN. 

Mauchlint,  S1a<  Marekf  1788. 

YasTERDAT,  my  dear  Sir,  as  I  waa  riding 
through  a  track  of  melancholy  joyleaa  muur% 
between  Galloway  and  Ayrshire,  it  being  Sun- 
day, I  turned  my  thoughts  to  psalms,  and 
hymns,  and  spiritual  songs  ;  and  yonr  fovonritn 
air.  Captain  0*Kean,  coming  at  length  in  wtf 
head,  I  tried  these  words  to  it.  Yon  will  tat 
that  the  first  part  of  the  tune  must  be  rtpnated.f 

I  am  tolei-ably  pleased  with  theae  vereety  bnft 
as  I  have  onlv  a  sketch  of  the  tune,  I  leave  it 
with  you  to  try  if  they  suit  the  meatore  of  thn 
music. 

I  am  M)  harassed  with  care  and  anxiety  abont 
this  farming  project  of  mine,  that  my  muae  kai 
degenerated  into  the  veriest  prose-wench  that 
ever  picked  cinders,  or  followed  a  tinker.  WhcB 
I  am  fairly  got  into  the  routine  of  busineas,  I 
shall  trouble  you  with  a  longer  epistle ;  perbapt 
with  some  queries  respecting  fiuiaing  ;  •! 
sent,  the  world  aita  aoch  a  load  on  nj 
that  it  has  effaced  almost  every  tracn  of  tW 


m  me. 


My  very  best  complimenta  and  good 
to  Mrs.  Cleghom. 


No.  LXXVL 
FROM  MR.  ROBERT  CLEGHORIC. 
SaughtoH  MiU»,  97th  Aprii,  1 

MT  DEAR  BROTHER  PARNXB, 

I  WAS  favoured  with  your  verykisd 


*  A  lady  was  making  a  picture 
of  CoiU  in  the  yUUm. 

t  Hero  the  bard  gives  the  fliat 
Iter's  Lamtnt. 


%. 


CORRMFONDBNCE. 
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littiltlidt.  ana  aMiidef  mjmlf  frwlly  obliged 
ti  ]r*«,  for  jFoar  atttntioa  in  ttading  in«  the 
••■f  Id  ny  £ivoarita  air,  Capiain  O^Ktan. 
TIm  words  delight  me  much  ;  they  fit  the  tune 
to  a  hair.  I  wish  you  would  neod  me  a  veree 
or  two  more  ;  and  if  you  hare  no  objection,  I 
would  hare  it  in  the  Jacobite  etyle.  Suppose 
it  should  be  sung  after  the  fatal  field  of  CuUo- 
den  by  the  unfortunate  Charles :  Tenducci  per- 
ionates  the  lovely  Blary  Stuart  in  the  song 
QvMis  Mary* a  Xamen/a^'on.— Why  may  not 
I  sing  in  the  person  of  her  great-great^reat 
grandson  ?* 

Any  skill  I  have  in  country  business  ron  may 
truly  command.  Situation,  soil,  customs  of 
oountries  may  vary  from  each  other,  but  Far- 
mer  Attention  ia  a  good  farmer  in  every  place. 
I  beg  to  hear  from  you  toon.  Mrs.  Cleghuru 
joins  me  in  he&t  compliments. 

I  am,  in  the  mo^t  comprehensive  sense  of  the 
word,  your  very  sincere  friend, 

ROBERT  CLEGHORN. 


No.  LXXVII. 
TO  MR.  JAMES  SMITH, 

ATOM  rEXNTPIBLD,  LINLITHGOW. 

Mauehline,  April  2S,  1788. 

Bbwari  of  your  Strasburgh,  my  good  Sir! 
Look  on  this  as  the  opening  of  a  correspondence 
like  the  opening  of  a  twenty-four  gun  battery  ! 

There  is  no  understanding  a  man  properly, 
without  knowing  something  of  his  previous  ideas 
(that  if  to  say,  if  the  man  has  any  ideas  ;  for  I 
know  many  who  in  the  animal-muster,  pass  for 
men,  that  are  the  scanty  masters  of  only  one 
idea  on  any  given  subject,  and  by  far  the  great- 
est "Jart  of  your  acquaintances  and  mine  can 
bioily  boast  of  ideas,  1.25 — 1.5— >I.7ft,  or  some 
auck  fractional  matter),  so  to  let  you  a  little 
into  the  secrets  of  my  pericranium,  there  ia,  you 
iDuet  know,  a  certain  clean-limbed,  handsome, 
bewitching  young  hussy  of  your  acquaintance, 
to  whom  I  have  lately  and  privately  given  a  ma- 
trimoaial  title  to  my  corpus. 

**  Bode  a  robe  and  wear  it,** 

Saye  tbt  wise  old  Scoti  adage !  I  hate  to  pr»* 
sage  ill*lnok ;  and  as  my  girl  has  been  douUjf 
kinder  to  me  than  even  the  best  of  women 
usually  are  to  their  partners  of  our  sex,  in  simi- 
lar oireumetaneea,  I  reckon  on  tweire  times  a 
brace  of  children  against  I  celebrate  my  twelfth 
wedding  day  :  these  twenty -four  will  give  me 
twentr-fbur  goasippings,  twenty-four  christen- 
ings, (I  BBoao  one  equal  to  two),  and  I  hope  by 
the  bleaaing  of  the  God  of  my  fathers,  to  make 


them  twenty-four  datifol  childris  to  tkoir  ps- 
rcnts,  twenty-four  usefol  membere  of  aooMlfW 
and  twenty-four  approren  serrants  of  their  Oo4  I 

"  Light's  heartaome,"  qno*  dw 

wife  when  she  was  stealing  sheep.  Yon  tif 
what  a  lamp  I  hare  hung  up  to  lighten  ymr 
paths,  when  you  are  idle  enough  to  explore  tkf 
combinations  and  relations  of  my  ideas.  'Th 
now  as  plain  as  a  pike-staff,  why  a  twenty-four 
gun  battery  waa  a  metaphor  I  eoukl  readily 
employ. 

Now  for  businees. — I  intend  to  preeent  Mn. 
Burns  with  a  printed  shawl,  an  article  of  wluell 
I  dare  say  you  have  variety  >  *tie  my  tret  prt* 
tent  to  her  since  I  have  irrecocnbljf  called  her 
mine,  and  I  have  a  kind  of  whimsical  wish  to 
get  her  the  siid  first  present  from  an  old  and 
much  valued  friend  of  hers  and  mine,  a  trusty 
Trnjnnt  on  \vho.<ie  friendship  I  count  myeetf 
posseised  of  u  life-reot  lease. 


•  Our  FOel  look  this  advice.    See  poetry  for  the 


Look  on  this  letter  as  a  **  beginning  of 
rows ;"  I'll  write  you  till  your  eyee  ache  with 
reading  nonsense. 

Mrs.  Burns  ('tu  only  her  private 
tion),  begs  her  best  compliments  to  you. 


No.  LXXVIII. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

MADAM,  Mdvehline,  28M  AprU,  ITBO* 

You  a.  powers  of  reprehension  must  be  fflil 
indeed,  as  I  assure  you  they  made  n^y  oetit 
ache  witb  penitential  pangs,  even  though  I  wif 
really  not  guilty.  As  I  commence  former  •! 
Whitsunday,  you  will  easily  guesa  I  muel  bf 
pretty  busy  ;  but  that  is  not  alL  As  I  got  t^ 
offer  of  the  excise  business  without  solicitatioa  ) 
and  as  it  costs  me  only  six  months*  attendiact 
for  instructions,  to  entitle  me  to  a  commission  { 
which  commission  lies  by  me,  and  at  any  futnrt 
period,  on  my  simple  petition,  can  be  resume4  ; 
I  thought  five  and  thirty  pounds  a-year  waa  Bf 
bad  dernier  resort  for  a  poor  poet,  if  fortune  i^ 
her  jade  tricks  should  kick  him  down  from  thf 
little  eminence  to  which  she  has  lately  hdpad 
him  up. 

For  this  reason,  I  am  at  preatKt  attending 
these  instructions,  to  have  them  completed  be- 
fore Whitsunday.  Still,  Madam,  I  prepared 
with  the  siooerest  pleasure  to  meet  you  at  the 
Mount,  and  came  to  my  brother's  on  Saturday 
night,  to  set  out  on  Sunday;  but  for 
nights  preceding  I  had  alept  in  an  a| 
where  the  foroe  of  the  winds  and  rain  waa  odfjf. 
mitigated  by  being  aifVed  through  niii  ' 
apertures  in  the  windowa,  walls,  Iw.  In 
sequence  I  was  on  Sunday,  Mondar,  tnd  ptrt 
of  Tuesday  unaUn  to  elif  onl  of  M  villi  d| 
thn  mkmUn  iftti 
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r.  !tlii)aiii.   Utt  Iruta  d[  t'iit  Tnndi 
'-'  ""■"  *'Mf  p<u  tovjottrt  If  trai-tem' 
wu  ID  Full  nf  apartuIUioD, 
;  H  like  ibe  taogasgr  of  «a 
,  UHt  I  bcfnui  tg  IiTDiblt  for  ■ 
:c,  wbich  I  had  tjUl  gntriul  plcA^ 
I  u  OIK  of  the  gnuot 


Your  U»k>  We  d>%ht«l  me ;  rirpO,  Drg- 
im,  ind  TiuKi.  wen  nU  c^ual  itnnEEn  u  bm  ; 
tut  ol  ttiia  mun  (I  iHrg*  in  m^  nnt. 


No.  LXXIX, 

FROM  THE  RET.  JOHN  SONNEB. 

»»■  III.  ZiuAorC,  S6tk  April,  1788. 

I  kicEiviD  jrour  Jut.  vjtli  tl»  conow  pn- 
■*t  }OB  lure  &*Dand  mc  vith,  and  woiiM 
lllTC  dude  proper  ■ckDovledgiueau  before  no 

ht  tbit  1  hiTe  been  miilj  ngiged 

Sdatten  of  ■  diflenot  complciioD.  And  m 
«bU  I  bivc  got  ■  Uille  rapile,  1  mike  uk  oI 
t*  thuk  yuu  for  iKu  viluible  ioaUnce  of  yc 
good  KiJIi  and  to  i&ure  yuu  Ihat,  vith  the  li 
<«n  beut  of  ■  true  Scououui,  I  highly  otei 
fcoib  the  gift       '    ' 


>t  {« 


[.I-rol 


ij  in  ■  form  wbich  I  h 

"viug   poitDgf)  the  1 
0  vou  ulieady.    Charm 


•^hnghmm  of  twnil]'  yein  of  egr  at  the 
«f  ill  tppeuiug,  with  DO  more  educilion 
iriuil  be  picked  up  u  id  old  finnei-gn 
tlwr'i  fireiide,  thuvgh  nov,  by  tbe  Unogth  of 
niluril  pirti.  be  it  clerk  la  t  thciviDg  U«cb' 
field  in  tbe  Deigbbonibood.  Apd  I  doubt  noi 
IihE  yofl  viU  find  in  it  ■  limplidtyaad  debcacr, 

flDi  of  your  Inte ;  it  leut  it  pleued  me  wheo 
1  bn  MW  it,  if  that  cin  be  uy  rccomiDHidB- 
tun  to  it.     The  other  ii  entirely  dtKriptii 
mjr  own  eendmeolit  arxd  you  miy  meke  ui 
«H  or  both  u  you  ihill  hc  good.* 


■Mi  lull  tttbi  jiiuy.'iiinie'low  inehBdioly '  ""^ " 
Bm  ■!  OBtr  fiiHy,  li  my  nay  Ninef , 

b  iMMgnr  padBB.  ra  iMti  M  b  fUlB. 
n  af^iHa'im^  ru  fiek  w  moiiTu^nre. 

But  Out,  my  >HK  Nuty.  fia  ib«i  i>«t  my  lis. 

Itei  bwut  MMn  Bi,  ka  kiBdBH  iiiTlia  m>. 

HarpiMimEAnmniiimtaaiaiiUt   .. 


win  dtligt  me  by  braeDtms  tttf  mpeeU 
to  your  boit,  Bli.  Cruikittnlr,  vbs  bn  gina 
laA  bigb  ipprobitioa  to  my  poor  XiOtiilf  i 
yoo  may  let  him  kooT.  that  ai  1  htn  UkeviiB 
been  ■  dfbbler  in  Latin  poetry.  I  h*n  tm 

thlngl  tklt  I  TOuld,  if 

•■     ■    •  ,  bul 

of  Ciritl'i  Kirk  a'  ( 

printed  at  Aberdeen  lome  ynn  ago ;  tba  other, 

Satnuhomfwmrehia  Bomai  JjOiioM  htrAm 

addiiamatlit,  given  in  lately  lo  Chaimefa^ 

rlnl  if  he  plwea.     Mr.  C  will  know  St- 


good  wiala  from, 


No.  LXXX 
TO  PROFESSOR  DDOALD  STEWART. 

sia,  MneUtiu,  U  JHoy.  1787. 

I  IICCI.01I  you  one  «  two  more  al  aj  bag»> 
trllei.  If  tbe  fervent  wiihei  of  boaat  gnli- 
tudi  ba>e  any  jnflotoce  with  that  gnat,  ma. 
known  Being,  who  framo  the  ebaia  el  aam» 
and  erenli ;  praaperity  and  happiaeaa  will  at- 
tend  your  viait  to  Ibe  Cnotuitn^  and  letara  yoa 
ufe  to  yaor  utive  iboH. 

WbeiTver  1  am,  allow  nw^  Sir,  Id  daim  it  «a 
my  priTilege,  to  acquaint  ynu  with  ny  yiigi  — 
is  my  trade  of  rbymei;  aa  1  am  am  1  coaU 
aay  it  with  Iralb,  that,  oeii  to  my  Htck  tuat, 
and  tbe  hating  it  in  my  power  to  main  Ufc 


...jbrt^tnei  iif  •iiuklliig,  ■■—  ■-— 
In-  yellDw  lock>  Ihlniu ,  Ln  hm 
Mr  e^a^nln[.  mm  Naney,  i 


My  charmlBc  iMlS'aer^  *oa  wwtiay  I 
rn  work  at  n«  sallinf,  to  fornSh  Iky  dindltaK. 
__Wllh  n^  thiBf  needful  tky  Ulk  to  ■Btabi  i 
TThw  ihall  not  ill  ita^.  hut  by  a  due  l^k, 

I'll  marram  thee,  naaey,  wlu  Owu  an  my  am 

T)»'  yoJS !%  tawLuni.  true  Ion  ihaU  ba  iM 

Hy  ehaimlnt.  »«■  Nann,  (to  On -an  ■»  I 
Bolohullny  Naney ihoulirflMr Iw bMy, 

I  >)ll  DM  eonpd  >m.  but  plainly  ru  iSniw. 
Bc£on«  Ubou  falie  Nanry.  EhouW  ■*■■  be  my  ■ 

._  T^nPMM«^l15p(,^-»^«»|, 


CORRESPONDENCE. 


m 


cdbi(brtaUe  to  Umm  whom  nature  has 
made  dear  to  me^  I  shall  erer  regard  yoor  ooan- 
teaaace,  mr  patronage,  jroar  friendly  good  of- 
fiess,  as  the  moat  valoed  coosequeoce  of  my  Ute 
success  in  life. 


No.  LXXXI. 

zxTKACT  or  ▲  Lxnu 
TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

MADAM,  Mauckline^  Uh  Ma  ft  1788. 

DaTDBM*s  Virgil  has  delighted  mOi  I  do 
not  know  whether  the  critics  will  agree  with 
me,  but  the  Genrgiea  are  to  me  by  far  the  best 
of  Virgil.  It  in  indeed  a  specifes  of  writing  en- 
tirely new  to  me ;  and  has  filled  my  head  with 
a  thousand  fancin  of  emulation ;  but,  alas ! 
when  I  read  tlie  (rrorgictr  and  then  survey  my 
own  powem,  *tis  like  the  idea  of  a  Shetland 
pooey,  drawn  i«p  by  the  aide  of  a  thorough-bred 
hnnter,  to  start  for  the  plate.  I  own  I  am  dis- 
appointed  in  the  JEittid,  Faultless  correct- 
neu  may  please,  and  does  highly  please  the  let- 
tered critic  ;  but  to  that  awful  character  I  have 
not  the  most  distant  pretensions.  I  do  not 
know  whether  I  do  not  hazard  my  pretenaions 
to  be  a  critic  »f  any  kind,  when  I  say  that  I 
think  Virgil,  in  many  iniitauces,  a  terviU  copier 
of  Homer.  li'  I  had  the  Odyttey  by  me,  I 
could  parallel  many  pamtages  where  Virgil  has 
evidently  copied,  hut  by  no  nieana  improved 
Homer.  Nor  ran  I  think  there  b  any  thing  of 
this  owing  to  the  translators ;  for,  from  every 
thing  1  hare  seen  of  Dr}*den,  I  think  him,  in 
genius  and  fluency  of  language,  PopeN  nuwter. 
I  have  not  perused  Taaw  enough  to  form  an 
opinion  :  in  Mme  future  letter,  you  ahall  have 
my  ideea  of  him  ;  though  I  am  consdons  my 
criticisms  mu«t  be  very  inaccurate  and  imper* 
lieet,  as  there  I  have  ever  £elt  and  lamented  my 
want  of  learning  most. 


No.  LXXXU. 
TO  MR.  ROBERT  AINSLIE. 

MaueUine,  May  S6,  1788. 

MT  DBAE  raiSVD, 

I  AM  two  kind  letters  in  yonr  debt,  but  I 
have  been  from  home,  and  horridly  busy  buying 
and  preparing  for  my  farming  busine»s;  over 
and  above  the  plague  of  my  Excise  instructions, 
which  this  week  will  finish. 

As  I  flatter  my  wishes  that  I  foresee  many 
future  years'  correspondence  between  us,  'tis 
foolish  to  talk  of  cscnsing  doll  epistles :  a  d»U 
letter  may  be  a  very  kind  one.  I  have  the  plea- 
■Bff  to  ItU  yoa  that  I  l^tvf  b««\  otrwtly  for- 


tunate in  an  my  b«y{o|a  tad  btigiinidgi  IdtlHr* 
to ;  Mrs.  Borna  not  eseepted ;  which  titit  I 
now  avow  to  the  worU.  I  am  truly  ptoaai 
with  this  last  afiir :  it  has  indeed  added  to  mf 
fwf'riMi^  for  fotority,  but  it  has  given  a  stebiUlf 
to  my  mind  and  rceolntiomy  unknown  bcfbi*  i 
and  the  poor  girl  haa  the  moat  saored  enlhiaisiM 
of  attachment  to  me,  and  has  not  a  wiah  Iml  to 
gratify  my  every  idea  oi  her  deportment. 
I  tm  interrupted* 

Farewell !  my  dear  Sir. 


No.  Lxxxin. 

TO  aXRS.  DUNLOP. 

MADAM,  27ik  May,  1788. 

I  UAVX  been  torturing  my  philoaophy  to  a0 
purpose,  to  aeooont  for  that  kind  pai^afi^  tf 

yours  which,  nnlike • 

,  hoa  fbOowed  no  in  my 

return  to  the  shade  of  Kfe^  with  asridnem  b^ 
nevokmce.  Often  did  I  regret  in  the  fleetuf 
hours  of  my  late  will-o*-wisp  appearancev  thrt 
**  here  I  had  no  continuing  city  ;^'  and  bat  for 
the  consolation  of  a  fow  solid  gninen^  oooli 
almost  lament  the  time  that  a  moaaentary  no> 
quaintaace  with  wealth  and  aplendonr  pot  ■• 
i>o  much  out  of  conceit  with  the  sworn  can* 
panions  of  my  road  through  life^  inngnifleaneiii 
and  poverty. 


There  are  few  etreunstneea  ralatiag  tote 
unequal  diatribotion  of  the  good  things  of  fUn 
life,  that  give  me  more  vcxatioo  (I  mata  Ia 
what  I  set  anmnd  me)  Uian  the  importanut  tte 
opulent  bestow  on  their  trifling  fomilyaflaii^ 
compared  with  the  very  aametfaii»  oft  the  eoa- 
tracted  aeale  of  a  eottage.  Laat  ammoea  I  hnl 
the  honour  to  ^«id  an  hour  or  two  at  a  good 
womaa*s  fireskie^  where  the  planka  that  eoM* 
posed  the  floor  were  deeonfed  with  a  sphndtf 


1  the  gay  table  sparkled  with  sUtof 
*T»  now  about  term-day,  tad  dnto 


carpet,  and 

and  «*^*«"fl, 

has  been  a  revelation  among  thoae 

who,    though  in  appearance    partakers,    aad 

equally  noble  partakers  of  tho  aame  natare  witk 

madame;  are  from  time  to  time,  their  mi  iw^ 

their  sinews,  their  health,  atrtngth,  wisdoto^ 

experience^  genius,  time^  nay*  I  good  part  of 

their  very  thoughta,  aold  fiar  nMBtha  ana  yftf% 

•     • s 

not  only  to  the  neoessitiea,  the  oonvenienosa,  bat 
the  caprices  of  the  important  few.  *  We  taOMi 
of  the  insignificant  cieatarea;  nay,  notariA» 
standing  their  general  stupidi^  and  raatolilf» 
did  tome  of  the  poor  devils  the  hoooor  to•iA- 


•  Ssmnts  In  Seodspd  ars  Mrsdi^ 
I)  c.  ftm  Wkttfoatof  to  lIsilfHW^  •!!> 
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tbiaic  Bnt  light  be  tlie  turf  upon  Mn 
who  taught  **  Reverence  thyself."  We 
dowB  on  the  upolished  wretches,  their 
iiMptrtineiit  wivei  and  clouterly  bnits,  as  the 
May  bull  does  on  the  little  dirty  an^-hili, 
pony  iahabitants  he  crushes  ia  the  care- 
of  his  ramble,  or  towes  in  air  in  the 
of  hii  pride. 


No.  LXXXIV. 

TO  THE  SAME. 
(at  um.  suNLor's,  iiaddington.) 

JSUIsland,  \3th  June,  17S8. 

**  Wbcf«*er  I  roam,  whatever  realms  I  Fee, 
Mj  heart,  untravell'd,  fondly  turns  to  thvc  ; 
8tUl  to  my  friend  it  turns  with  ci'US4.1eH.o  pain, 
A%4  <hragi  at  each  remove  a  Icngthen'd  chain." 

GOLDSMITH. 


Tbu  u  the  second  day,  my  honoured  friend, 
ti^Kl  I  have  been  on  my  farm.  A  solitary  in- 
ntte  of  an  old,  smoky  spence ;  far  from  every 
olfjeet  I  love,  or  by  whom  I  am  loved  ;  nor  nny 
acquaintance  older  than  yesterday,  except  Jcn- 
iif  Gtddu,  the  old  mare  I  ride  on  ;  while  un- 
couth cares,  and  novel  plans,  hourly  insult  my 
awkward  ignorance  and  bashful  inexperience. 
Tbeie  is  a  if[gy  atmosphere  native  to  my  soul 
IB  the  hour  of  core,  consequently  the  dreary  uh- 
ie«ta  seem  larger  than  the  life.  Extreme  wnsi- 
biUty,  irritatMl  and  prejudiced  on  the  gloomy 
ndc  by  a  series  of  misfortunes  and  disap|H)int- 
mfnts,  at  that  period  of  my  existence  when  the 
•oul  it  laying  in  her  cai^o  of  ideas  for  the  voyage 
of  lilei  is,  I  buiieve,  the  princij>al  caube  of  this 
vohappy  frame  of  mind. 

**  The  valiant,  in  himself,  what  can  he  suffer  ? 
Or  what  need  ha  regard  his  tingle  woes  ?'*  &c. 

Yoor  tttrmiae^  Madam,  ia  just ;  I  am  indeed 


I  iMUid  a  oneo  nnch-Iored  and  still  much- 
loved  female,  lilirally  and  truly  cast  out  to  the 
mercy  of  the  ndccd  elements,  but  as  I  enabled 
htf  to  purchase  a  shelter;  and  there  is  no 
•porting  with  a  fellow-creature's  happiness  or 


a  good  wife,  though  she  should  never  haivo  Mil 
a  pige,  but  the  Scriphtret  of  the  OUamd  JWne 
Ttstftment,  nor  have  danced  in  a  brighter  ■•• 
scmbly  than  a  penny  pay-wedding. 


The  most  placid  good-nature  and  sweetness 
of  diepooition ;  a  warm  heart,  gratefully  devoted 
with  alt  its  powers  to  love  me ;  vigorous  health 
and  sprightly  cheerfulness,  set  off  to  the  best 
advfotages  by  a  more  than  common  handsome 
ignre ;  tbese^  I  tkiaky  in  a  womaa,  may  make 


No.  LXXXY. 
TO  MR.  P.  HILL. 

Mr  nVAH  HILL, 

]  SHALL  say  nothing  at  all  to  your  mad  pro- 
sent — you  have  so  long  and  often  been  of  im- 
])ortant  service  to  me,  and  I  suppose  you  mean 
to  (^u  on  conferring  obligations  until  1  shall  not 
Im!  able  to  lift  up  my  face  before  you.  In  the 
meantime,  us  Sir  Roger  de  Giverley,  because  it 
h.ippfned  to  lu:  a  cold  day  in  which  he  made 
h'.s  will,  ordori'd  his  servants  great  coats  for 
mourn in^r,  so,  Inrau^e  I  have  been  this  week 
plagued  with  un  indigestion,  I  have  sent  you  by 
the  carrier  a  tine  old  ewe-milk  cheese. 

Indigestion  is  the  devil :  nay,  *tis  the  deril 
and  all.  It  lyesets  a  man  in  every  one  of  bio 
scn»es.  I  lose  my  appetite  at  the  sight  of  tuo- 
ce»kful  knavery  ;  and  sicken  to  loathing  at  tho 
noise  and  nonsenKe  of  self-important  folly. 
When  the  hollo w-hoartc<l  wretch  takes  me  by 
the  hand,  the  feeling  spoils  my  dinner ;  tho 
proud  man's  wine  so  offends  my  palate,  that  it 
chokes  me  in  the  gullet;  and  the  pnhUii'd, 
feathered,  pert  coxcomb,  is  so  disgustful  in  my 
nostril  that  my  stomach  turns. 

If  ever  you  have  any  of  these  disagreeable 
sensations,  let  me  prescribe  for  you  patience  and 
a  hit  of  my  cheese.  I  know  that  you  are  no 
niggard  of  your  good  things  among  your  friends* 
and  fcome  of  them  are  in  much  need  of  a  alice. 
There  in  my  eye  is  oui  friend  Smellie,aman  po» 
sitivvly  of  the  first  abilities  and  greatest  strength 
of  mind,  as  well  as  one  of  the  best  hearts  and 
keenest  wiu  that  I  have  ever  met  with :  when 
you  sec  liim,  as,  alas  !  he  too  is  smarting  at  the 
pinch  of  di>tres,««ful  circumstances,  aggravated 
by  the  sneer  of  contumelious  greatness — a  bit  of 
my  cheese  alone  will  not  cure  him,  but  if  you 
add  a  tankard  of  brown  stout,  and  superadd  a 
magnum  of  right  Oporto,  you  will  see  his  sor- 
rows vanish  like  the  morning  mist  before  the 
summer  sun. 

C h,   the  earliest  friend,  except  my  only 

brother,  that  I  have  on  earth,  and  one  of  tbo 
worthiest  fellows  that  ever  any  man  called  by 
the  name  of  friend,  if  a  luncheon  of  my  cheese 
would  help  to  rid  him  of  some  of  his  supern- 
bundant  modesty,  you  would  do  well  to  give  U 
Lim. 

David  *  with  his  Courant  comes,  too, 
my  lecollectioo,  and  I  beg  you  will  help 


•  FxintSKortbeBdinlnugbEveBlnf 


\ 


Tmh  b  BO*  lti«  third  di)',  nj  aleuol  Sir, 
dal  I  hm  i^meil  in  Ibae  rcgiaoi  tiid  Ju- 
ruf  ibcM  tlim  iiy  yaa  1liv«  uicirpi«il  morf 
of  Bf  thodghti  ilua  in  three  ivmIu  pTcccdiaf  i 


TO  UR.  HORISOlf,*  Wutm^ 

Uaucuuhk. 

£n£dd«I,AMStl7ML-  • 

Mr  DE«>  lilt, 

NtcEuiTv  sbtiga  ma  to  p  bi*  B^  m» 

.J355!liSSSSSMi 

■"•""•• 

A9« 


rkwird  k 

^tlwluMff 

OffwMMi 
Yovrnn 


A  4 


//^.^' 


(1   there  i»    no  i  w  or  1 1»  it  - : 


Ifcoad  a 

mMf  of  W  ,    ."^     -  *  , 

w^  punhuu  a  Aelter ;    a  * > 
^1^  with  a  fiUow-creature  • 


Tha 


placid  good-nature 
»wannbeart,giat. 


;S!J5^ia«wr.  than  comu^ 


there  M»    Hw  I 'Nvuii.uit-. 
happincsis   or  '■  t\\e  name  of  {rki^«i 


and  ■wectncs'9  \  \)uniidul  \iiot\tt»Vy,  xou  ^ 

tefuUv  (levotcil  \  luin.  ,  ^^w»-«   i 

igorou,  heal.h        D.iv„\  •  «\A  V»  Conro"'  e««>«rjj 

if  to  the  be%tlmy  iccoWecUon,  and  i  »^o  ' 

Aon  bunilftonae  i  __^ ^^ 

.,  may  make  1        »  ^^^^  ^  ^  %iij^$^  *^^**''*'» 


CORRESPONDENCE. 


Mft 


tirpHj  from  the  taid  ew«-milk  clieese,  to  ena- 
ble him  to  digest  those bedaubing  para- 

rraphs  with  which  he  is  eternally  larding  the 
lean  characters  of  certain  great  men  in  a  certain 
great  town.  I  grant  you  the  periods  are  very 
well  turned:  so,  a  fresh  egg  is  a  very  good 
thing ;  but  when  thrown  at  a  man  in  a  pillory 
it  does  not  at  all  improve  his  figure,  uot  to  men- 
tion the  irreparable  loss  of  the  egg. 

My  facetious  friend,  D r,  I  would  wish 

also  to  be  a  partaker  ;  not  to  digest  his  spleen, 
for  that  he  laughs  off,  but  to  digest  his  last 
night's  wine  at  the  last  field-day  of  the  Croch- 
alJan  corps.  * 

Among  our  common  friends  I  must  not  for- 

¥!t  one  of  the  dearest  of  them,  Cunningham, 
he  brutality,  insolence,  and  selfishness  of  a 
world  unworthy  of  having  such  a  fellow  as  he 
it  in  it,  I  know  sticks  in  hi"*  stomach,  and  if 
you  can  help  him  to  any  thing  that  will  make 
him  a  little  easier  on  that  score,  it  will  be  very 
obliging. 

As  to  honest  J S e,  he  is  such  a 

contented  happy  man  that  I  know  not  what  can 
annoy  him,  except  perhaps  he  may  not  have  got 
the  better  of  a  parcel  of  modest  anecdotes  which 
a  certain  poet  gave  him  one  night  at  bupper, 
the  last  time  the  said  poet  was  in  town. 

Though  I  have  mentioned  so  many  men  of 
law,  I  shall  have  nothing  to  du  with  them  pro- 
fessedly— the  Faculty  are  beyond  my  prescrip- 
tion. As  tp  their  clients^  that  is  another  thing ; 
God  knows  they  have  much  to  digest ! 

The  clergy  I  pass  by ;  their  profundity  of 
erudition,  and  their  liberality  of  sentiment ; 
their  total  want  of  pride,  and  their  detestation 
of  hypocrisy,  are  so  proverbially  notorious  as  to 
place  them  far,  far  above  cither  my  praise  or 
oeosure. 

I  was  going  to  mention  a  man  of  worth, 
whom  I  have  the  honour  to  call  friend,  the 
Laird  of  Craigdarroch  ;  but  I  have  spoken  to 
the  landlord  of  the  King's  arms  inn  here,  to 
have,  at  the  next  county-meeting,  a  large  ewe- 
milk  cheese  on  the  table,  for  the  benefit  of  the 
Dumfriesshire  whigs,  to  enable  them  to  digest 
the  Duke  of  Queensbcrry's  late  political  con- 
duct. 

I  have  just  this  moment  an  opportunity  of  a 
private  hand  to  Edinburgh,  as  perhaps  you  would 
not  digest  double  postage. 


No.  LXXXVL 

TO  MR.  ROBERT  AINSUE. 

EUUland,  Junt  14,  1788. 
Tms  if  now  the  third  day,  my  dearest  Sir, 
dut  I  have  sojourned  in  these  regions ;  and  du- 
ring these  three  days  you  have  occupied  more 
el  my  thoughts  than  in  three  weeks  preceding  : 

•  AdubofcbaifMspixlti, 


Tn  Ayrshire  I  have  teTera]  vartathm  of  fcrbnj' 
ship's  compass,  here  it  points  invariably  to  tkl 
pole. — My  farm  gives  me  a  good  many  vaeoatk 
cares  and  anxieties,  but  I  hate  the  language  of 
complaint.  Job,  or  some  one  of  his  friend^ 
says  well — "  Why  should  a  living  man  eonw 
plain  ?•• 

I  have  lately  been  much  mortified  with  con- 
templating an  unlucky  imperfection  in  the  very 
framing  and  construction  of  my  sonl ;  namely^ 
a  blundering  inaccuracy  of  her  olfactory  organt 
in  hitting  the  scent  of  craft  or  design  in  my 
fellow  creatures.  I  do  not  mean  any  compli* 
ment  to  my  ingenuousness,  or  to  hint  that  the 
defect  is  in  consequence  of  the  unsuspicious  sim- 
plicity of  conscious  truth  and  honour :  I  take  is 
to  be,  in  some  way  or  other,  an  imperfiection  in 
the  mental  sight ;  or,  metaphor  apart,  some 
modification  of  dulnesa.  In  two  or  three  small 
instances  lately,  I  have  been  most  shamefully 
out. 

I  have  all  along,  hitherto,  in  the  war&re  of 
life,  \Hicn  bred  to  arms  among  the  light-horse  ■ 
the  piquct^guards  of  fancy ;  a  kind  of  hussars 
and  highlanders  of  the  brain ;  but  I  am  firmly 
resolved  to  sell  out  of  these  giddy  battalions,  who 
have  no  ideas  of  a  battle  but  fighting  the  foe,  or 
of  a  siege  but  storming  the  town.  Cost  wliat  it 
will,  I  am  determined  to  buy  in  among  the  grave 
squadrons  of  heavy-armed  thought,  or  the  artil- 
lery corps  of  plodding  contrivance. 

What  books  are  you  reading,  or  what  is  thi 
subject  of  your  thoughts,  besides  the  great  stu- 
dies of  your  profession  ?  You  said  something 
about  religion  in  your  last.  I  don't  exactly  re- 
member what  it  was,  u  the  letter  is  in  Ayr- 
shire ;  but  I  thought  it  not  only  prettily  sud* 
but  nobly  thought.  You  will  make  a  noble  fol- 
low if  once  you  were  married.  I  make  no  rb* 
seivation  of  your  being  wtU-moirned  :  You  havt 
so  much  sense,  and  knowledge  of  human  naturCt 
that  though  you  may  not  realize  perhaps  the 
ideas  of  romancei  yet  you  will  never  be  iU^mar^ 
riecL 

Were  it  not  for  the  terrors  of  my  ticklish  si- 
tuation respecting  provision  for  a  family  of  chil- 
dren, I  am  decidedly  of  opinion  that  the  step  I 
have  taken  is  vastly  for  my  happinea.  At  it  il^ 
I  look  to  the  excise  scheme  as  a  certainty  of 
maintenance ;  a  maintenance,  luxury  to  w\M 
either  Mrs.  Burns  or  I  were  bom  to. 


Vo.  LXXXYIL 

TO  MR.  MORISON,*  Wbimi^ 
Maucuuhx. 

SlUsland,  Jim§  29,  ins. 

Mr  DEAR  SIR, 

Necessity  obliges  me  to  go  into  my  new 


•  This  letter  refers  to  chain,  and  ocbsr 
f  umituxu  vtrluch  the  Poet  had  ordend* 


no 
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ffea  bflvt  it  be  plaftfterad.  I  will  iahft- 
Vt  ^  OCM  end  until  the  otiier  it  tbifhed.  About 
^tfine  weeks  aaore,  I  think,  will  At  futhett,  be 
Mf  timet  beyond  which  I  cannot  wUy  in  this 
^pitHnt  houae.  If  ever  you  wished  to  deaenre 
f^  bleenng  of  him  that  wav  ready  to  perish  ;  if 
•fw  you  were  in  a  situation  that  a  little  kind- 
mm  would  hare  rescued  you  from  many  evils  ; 
If  crer  you  hope  to  find  rest  in  future  states  of 
VBtried  being ; — get  these  matters  of  mine  rea- 
dy. My  servant  will  be  out  in  the  b^inning  of 
Btst  week  for  the  clock.  My  compliments  to 
Mn.  Morison. 

I  am,  after  all  my  tribulation, 

Dear  Sir,  yours. 


No.  Lxxxvni. 

TO  MR.  ROBERT  AINSLIE. 

Ettidand,  June  SO,  1788. 
jir  DCAft  sia, 

I  JUST  now  received  your  brief  epistle  ;  and 
to  take  vengeance  on  your  laziness,  I  have,  you 
■ee^  taken  a  long  sheet  of  writing-paper,  and 
Iwve  b^un  at  the  top  of  the  page,  intending  to 
■eribble  on  to  the  very  last  corner. 

I  am  vext  at  that  afliir  of  the  .  .  ^  but 
dare  not  enlarge  on  the  subject  until  you  send 
Be  your  direction,  as  I  suppose  that  will  be  al- 
tered on  your  late  master  and  friend's  death.  I 
am  concerned  fur  the  old  fellow's  exit,  only  ai  T 
lear  it  may  be  to  your  disadvantage  in  any  re- 
'or  an  old  man*s  dying,  except  he  have 
a  very  benevolent  character,  or  in  »ume 
particular  situation  of  life,  that  the  welfare  of 
the  poor  or  the  helpless  depended  on  him,  I 
think  it  an  event  of  the  most  trifling  moment  to 
iSsm  world.  Man  is  naturally  a  kind  benevolent 
imitBf^i  but  he  is  dropt  into  such  a  needy  situa- 
tion here  in  this  vexatious  world,  and  h.is  such 
a  whoreson,  hungry,  growling,  multiplying  pack 
id  necessities,  appetites,  passions,  and  dc<iires 
about  him,  ready  to  devour  him  for  want  of 
adier  food  ;  that  in  fact  he  must  lay  aside  hi<» 
for  othem,  that  he  may  look  properly  to 
You  have  been  imposed  upon  in  pay- 

iofc  Mr.  M for  the  profile  of  a  Mr.  H.     I 

did  not  mention  it  in  my  letter  to  you,  nor  did 

I  efer  give  Mr.  M any  such  order.    I  have 

no  objection  to  lone  the  money,  but  I  will  not 
liave  any  such  profile  in  my  possession. 

I  desired  tho  carrier  to  pay  you,  but  as  I 
■MBtioned  only  Ids.  to  him,  1  will  rather  in- 
doee  yott  a  gninea-aote.  1  have  it  not  Indeed 
to  qpare  here,  as  I  am  only  a  sojourner  in  a 
atrange  land  in  this  place  ;  but  in  a  day  or  two 
I  return  to  Manchline,  and  there  I  have  the 
bank-notes  through  the  house,  like  salt  permits. 

There  is  a  great  degree  of  fioUy  in  talking  un- 

rily  of  onc*s  private  affiurs.     I  have  just 

been  interrupted  by  one  of  my  new  neigh- 


bours, who  has  made  himself  absolutely  cea« 
temptible  in  ray  eyes,  by  his  silly,  garrulous 
pruriency.  I  know  it  has  been  a  fault  of  my 
own  too  ;  but  from  this  moment  I  abjure  it  as  I 
would  the  service  of  hell !  Your  poets,  spend- 
thrifts, and  other  fools  of  that  kidney,  pretend, 
forsooth,  to  rrack  their  jokes  on  prudence,  but 
*tis  a  itqualid  vagabond  glorying  in  his  ragSk 
Still,  imprudence  respecting  money  matter*,  is 
much  more  pardonable  than  imprudence  respect- 
ing character.  I  have  no  ol^ectioo  to  prefer 
prodigality  to  avarice,  in  some  few  instances  ; 
but  I  appeal  to  your  observation,  if  you  have 
not  met,  and  of^en  met,  with  the  some  little  dis* 
ingenuousness,  the  same  hollow-hearted  insin- 
cerity, and  disiotegritive  depravity  of  principle, 
in  the  hackney'd  victims  of  profusion,  as  in  the 
unfeeling  children  of  parsimony.  I  have  every 
possible  re\*erence  for  the  much.talked-of  world 
beyond  the  g^ve,  and  I  wish  that  which  piety 
believes  and  virtue  deserves,  may  be  all  matter 
of  fiict — But  in  things  belonging  to  and  termi- 
nating in  this  present  scene  of  existence,  maa 
has  serious  and  interesting  business  on  hand. 
^Vhefher  a  man  shall  sh^e  hands  with  wel- 
come in  the  distinguished  elevation  of  respect, 
or  shrink  from  contempt  in  the  abject  comer  of 
insignificance  ;  whether  he  shall  wanton  under 
the  tropic  of  plenty,  at  least  enjoy  himself  in  the 
comfortable  latitudes  of  easy  convenience,  or 
starve  in  the  arctic  circle  of  dreary  poverty ; 
whether  he  shall  rise  in  the  manly  consciousness 
of  a  self-approving  mind,  or  sink  beneath  a  gall- 
ing load  of  regret  and  remorse— these  are  alter- 
natives of  the  last  moment. 

You  see  how  I  preach.  You  used  occasion- 
ally to  sermonize  too ;  I  wish  you  would  in 
charity,  favour  me  with  a  sheet  f^ll  in  your  owa 
way.  I  admire  the  close  of  a  letter  Lord  Bo- 
lingbroke  writes  to  Dean  Swift,  "  Adieu,  dear 
Swift !  with  all  thy  faults  I  love  thee  entirely  : 
make  an  effort  to  love  me  with  all  mine!** 
Humble  servant,  and  all  that  trumpery,  is  noir 
such  a  prostitated  business,  that  honest  friend* 
ship,  in  her  sincere  way,  must  have  recourse  to 
her  primitive,  simple, — farewell ! 


No.  LXXXIX. 

TO  MR.  GEORGE  LOCKHART, 
McRCHAKT,  Glasgow. 

MY  nrjia  sir,      MauchUne,  July  18, 1788. 

I  AM  just  going  for  Nithsdole,  else  I  would 
certainly  have  transcribed  some  of  my  rhyming 
things  for  you.  The  Miss  Bailies  I  have  seen 
in  Edinburgh.  '*  Fair  and  lovely  are  thy  works. 
Lord  God  Almighty !  Who  would  not  praise 
Thee  for  these  Thy  gifts  in  Thy  goodness  to  the 
sons  of  men  !"  It  needed  not  your  fine  taste  to 
admire  them.  I  declare,  one  day  I  had  the 
honour  of  dining  at  Mr.  Bailie'a,  I  wis  almoat 


CORRESPONDBMCB. 


Uk  At  pfftdicimwit  of  Iht  ^UdnB  of  bndt 
wIms  tbey  coold  not  look  oo  Momo's  Um  for 

tht  glory  that  ihoiic  in  it  wbtn  Im  dtiotpded 
from  Mount  StnaL 

I  did  ooce  write  a  pottic  addren  from  the 
lallt  of  Bmar  to  liit  Gract  of  Athole,  whea  I 
waa  in  the  Highlands.  When  you  return  to 
Scotland  let  me  know,  and  I  wiU  lend  lueh  of 
ny  pieces  as  pleaae  myself  best. 

I  return  to  Mauehline  in  about  ten  days. 

My  compliments  to  Mr.  Pnrden.  I  am  in 
tnm,  but  at  prssent  in  haste» 

.  Youn  sineerely. 


NO.XC 


TO  MR&  DUNLOP. 

MauehUnit  Hd  Aug.  1788. 

KOKOUaiD  MAIUM, 

YouE  kind  letter  welcomed  me  yesternight, 
to  Ayrshire.  I  am  indeed  seriously  angry  with 
you  at  the  quantiim  of  your  luckpenn^ ;  hut 
vexed  and  hurt  as  I  was,  I  could  not  help  laugh- 
ing very  heartily  at  the  noble  lord's  apology  lor 
the  missed  naplun. 

I  would  write  you  from  Nithadalei  and  give 
you  my  direction  there,  but  I  hare  scarce  an 
opportunity  of  calling  at  a  poi^offioe  once  in 
a  fortnight.  I  am  six  miles  from  Dumfries, 
am  scarcely  ever  in  it  myself,  and,  as  yet,  have 
little  acquaintance  in  the  neighbourhood.  Be- 
sides, I  am  now  very  busy  on  my  farm,  build- 
ing a  dwelling-house ;  as  at  present  I  am  al- 
most an  evangelical  man  in  Nithsdale^  fi>r  I  have 
aearoe  *'  where  to  lay  my  head.** 

There  are  some  passages  in  ymiv  last  that 
brought  tears  in  my  eyes.  **  The  heart  know- 
cth  ita  own  sorrows,  and  a  stranger  intermed- 
dleth  not  therewith.**  The  repoaitory  of  these 
**  sorrows  of  the  heart,'*  is  a  kind  of  mnetum 
Mmdomm  ;  and  'tia  only  a  chosen  friend,  and 
that  too  at  partieukr,  sacred  times,  who  dares 
cater  into  them. 

^  Heaven  oft  tears  the  bosom  chords 
That  nature  fiocat  strung.*' 

You  will  excuse  this  oootation  for  the  sike 
of  the  author.  Instead  of  entering  on  this  sub- 
ject farther,  I  shall  transcribo  ]rou  a  few  linos  I 
wrote  in  a  hermitage  bdonging  to  a  gentleman 
in  my  Nithsdale  neighbourhood.  They  are  al- 
most the  only  frvoors  the  muss  has  conferred 
en  me  in  that  eonntry. 

( Tht  Untt  cm  Friar  Caru  hernutage,  &c. 
fingimg 

Thou  whom  chanee  may  hither  lead.) 

6iaoe  I  im  in  the  w^ of  traaicribiogi  the] 


fbOowi^  were  Uia  prodaetioa  of 
I  jogged  through  the  wild  UOa  of  New 
nock.     I  intended  inserting  them,  or 
like  them,  ia  an  epistle  I  am  goinr  to 
tht  gentleman  on  whose  friendship  my 
hopes  depend,  Bf  r.  Graham  of  Fintry ; 
the  worthiest  and  moat  aeoomplished 
men,  not  only  of  this  country,  but  I  wUI 
to  say  it,  of  thia  age.    The  ^BUowiag  an 
the  first  crude  thoughts  **  onhoustrd»  -^ 
ointed,  oaaadl'd." 


tf 


Pity  the  tuneful  muses*  helplees  train ; 
Weak,  timid  landsmen  on  Ufe's  stormy  mcbi  i 
The  worid  were  blest,  did  blen  on  tbm  4»» 

peod; 
Ah,   that  « the  friendly  e'er  should  wnl  li 

friend!" 
The  I^  £itt  bestows  they  share  as  aooa  ; 
Unlike  sage,  proverb'd,  wisdom's  hard-wmif 

boon. 
Let  prudence  number  o'er  each  sturdy  son 
Who  life  and  wisdom  at  one  race  begun ; 
Who  fuel  by  reason  and  who  give  by  rule ; 
Instinct's  a  brute,  and  sentiment  a  feol ! 
Who  make  poor  wiU  do  wait  upon  /  ihomUi 
We  own  they're  prudent,  but  who  feels  tbaj*fft 

good? 

Ye  wise  one's,  hence !  ye  hurt  the  social  tjt;  • 
God's  image  rudely  etch'd  on  base  aDoy ! 
But  come 

Here  the  muse  left  me.  I  am  iitonisbtd  tM 
what  you  tell  me  of  Anthony's  writing  mt>  4 
never  received  it.  Poor  fellow !  yon  ves  ■• 
much  by  tdling  me  that  he  is  nafortonalib  I 
shall  be  in  Ayrshirs  ten  days  from  thia 
I  have  just  room  fer  an  old  Roman  fertwaiy 


No.  XCL 

^   TO  THE  SAME. 

MdueUine,  lOtk  Auguat^  1?M. 
MT  MUCH  Boxouazn  raucND, 

Youu  of  theS4th  June  is  befenmti  I 
fennd  it,  as  wdl  as  another  valued  friend  mj 
wife,  waiting  to  welcome  me  to  Ayiahin :  I 
met  both  wiUi  the  sincerest  pleasure. 

Whea  I  write  you,  Madam,  I  doaotsitdoWB 
to  answer  every  paragraph  of  youra,  by  echoiof 
every  aentiment,  like  the  feithful  commoat  St 
Great  Britain  in  parliament  assembled,  aaswaiw 
ing  a  speech  from  the  best  of  kings !  1 1  ipw 
myself  in  the  fulness  of  my  heart,  and  may  par- 
haps  be  guilty  of  neglecting  tome  of  your  load 
inquiries ;  but  not  from  your  very  odd  reasMi 
that  I  do  not  read  your  letters.  All  your  epiHiiB 
fortfvtnl  BBoathihan  cost  mt  nothiogy  op 


Sim 


pniRNsr  woBxib 


Arab  of  ^ntitiide^  or  «  daep> 

M  VflMMtiOB* 


th*  Ant  fbaod  hertclf  <*  u  women  irUh 

It  bo  wlw  lore  their  lonis  ;**  at  I  k»red  her 
Mirif  to  dtitnetion,  we  took  itept  for  a  pri- 
Wit  maniafB.  Her  parent*  got  the  hint ;  and 
Ml  odIv  ferlMde  roe  her  company  and  their 
htmm,  iwt  on  my  rumoured  Wr«t  Indian  roy- 
•ft^  got  a  warrant  to  put  roe  in  jail,  till  I  Hhould 
ud  iKurity  in  roy  about-to-be  paternal  rela- 
tion.  You  know  my  lucky  reverie  of  fortune. 
On  my  oelatant  return  to  Alaachline,  I  waa 
ttilt  vtry  wdoomt  to  viiit  my  girl.  The  ueual 
MMiqMoeet  began  to  betray  her  ;  and  aa  I  waa 
•t  that  timt  laid  ap  a  cripple  in  Edinbui^h, 
Itetrw  toned,  literally  tamed  out  of  doura, 
gad  I  wrote  to  a  friend  to  shelter  her,  till  roy 
ntvtti  when  onr  marriagt  was  declared.  Her 
lliyyUuM  or  misery  waa  in  my  luoda,  and  who 
•oalil  triflt  with  each  a  deposit  ? 


Ki).XCIL 
TO  THE  SAMfi. 


Eindand,  I6IA  Anfuit^  1788. 
I  AM  in  a  fine  dispoaition,  my  honoored  ffittd* 
•o  send  you  an  elegiac  epistle ;  and  wamt  odf 
geniua  to  make  it  quite  Shenatoniaiu 


tt 


Why  droops  my  heart  with  fiuioiod  woaa  for- 
lorn? 
Why  tinka  my  lool  beneath  Mch  wiatry  ikj?^ 


I  m  tMily  ySnuy  a  more  agreeable  compa* 
for  my  Journey  of  life,  but,  uiwn  my  ho- 
I  hat  nerer  aatii  the  iadividaal  inataaoe. 


Cbvomttaoeed  u  I  am,  I  could  never  have 
got  a  fomale  partner  for  life,  xvho  could  have 
Mttred  into  my  favourite  studicm,  rcliKhtil  my 
CiVMrito  authors,  &c.  without  probably  entail- 
ing 00  me,  at  the  same  time,  cxiiennivc  livinjr, 
Ikntistie  caprice,  perhaps  apikh  alTei'tation,  with 
111  the  other  blessed  boanling-sclinul  arqiiiic- 
ftiOta,  which  (panttmnex  vioi,  Mathtme)  are 
•oolliftiei  to  In:  found  amnni;  fomakf^  of  tliu  iip« 
per  ranks,  but  ahmwt  universally  jHirvadu  the 
of  tho  wuuld-bc-gcutry. 


,  I  like  yonr  way  in  your  cluirch-yard  lucu- 
brations. Thoughts  that  are  the  Rpontaneoiis 
result  of  aeddenul  situations,  citlier  rciipvcting 
health,  pUMe,  or  company,  have  ofteu  a  »trength, 
and  aUva)-!  an  originality,  that  would  in  vain 
be  looked  for  in  fancied  circumstances  and  »tu- 
4iad  paragraphs.  For  roe,  I  have  often  thought 
•f  keeping  a  letter,  fn  progreuioHt  by  me,  to 
mm!  you  when  the  sheet  waa  written  out.  Now 
I  Ulk  of  shctts,  I  must  toll  )'0U.  my  reason  for 
VfilUig  to  yoB  OB  paper  of  this  kind,  i^i  my  pru- 
lltMy  9i  writing  to  you  at  large.  A  page  of 
pill  H  00  such  a  dissocial,  narrow-minded  scale, 
I  oionot  abide  it  $  and  doublo  letters,  at 
;  \m  ny  miseellaneoui  reverie  manner,  are  a 
lasL  in  a  close  correspondence. 


My  increasing  cares  in  this,  aa  yet,  straago 
country — gloomy  conjectures  in  the  dark  vista 
of  futurity— consciottsness  of  my  own  inability 
for  the  struggle  of  the  world — my  broadened 
mark  to  midfortune  in  a  wifo  and  ehiklren  :— 
I  could  indulge  these  reflections,  till  roy  hnmonr 
should  ferment  into  the  most  acrid  chagrin,  that 
would  corrode  the  very  thread  of  life. 

To  counterwork  these  baneful  feelinra,  I  bava 
sat  down  to  write  to  yon ;  aa  I  doclaia  mob 
my  soul  I  always  find  that  the  moat  sovereigB 
bdlm  for  my  wounded  spirit. 

I  was  )'esterday  at  Air. *s  to  dinner,  for 

the  first  time.  My  reception  ^os  quite  to  mj 
mind ;  from  the  lady  of  the  house  quite  fUtter- 
ing.  She  sometimes  hits  on  a  couplet  or  two^ 
impromptu.  She  repeated  one  or  two  to  tba 
admiration  of  all  present  My  suffrage  aa  a 
professional  man  was  expected  :  I  for  once  went 
agonizing  over  the  Iwlly  of  my  conscience.  Par- 
don mp,  yc,  my  adored  household  gods,  lnda> 
pendcncc  of  Spirit,  and  Idt^rity  of  Soul !  In 
the  course  of  ounver^tion,  JohnMon$  Mntiemi 
Museum^  a  ciillectiun  of  Scottish  songs  with  tha 
nm>ic,  wa*  talked  of.  We  got  a  song  oa  tha 
harpsiichord,  begiuniiig, 

'*  Raving  winds  around  her  blowing.** 

T1)C  air  was  much  admiicd :  the  lady  of  tht 
l.nu«e  a>kpd  me  whose  were  the  words—"  Mino* 
M.iilam — they  arc  indeed  my  very  best  verses  :" 
site  took  not  the  smallest  notice  of  them  !  Tha 
old  Scuttidli  piovcrb  says,  well,  *'  king's  raffia 
Ix'trcr  than  ithcr  folks*  corn.'*  I  was  going  to 
make  a  New  Testament  quotation  about  **  coat- 
ini^ptMiUj"  l:iit  that  would  be  too  virulent, 
fur  the  lidy  I.1  actually  a  woman  of  sense  and 
taste. 


After  all  that  has  l)een  said  on  the  other  aida 
of  tlie  quc-stion,  man  is  by  no  means  a  happy 
creature.  I  do  not  speak  of  the  wiected  kw, 
fivouicd  by  partial  heaven,  whose  souls  are  tun- 
ed togIaJ^e^sumi(l  tidies  and  honours,  and  pra- 
dence  and  wlMlom — I  sjieak  of  the  neglected 
many,  whose  oervex,  whube  sinews,  whoee  daya 
are  sold  to  the  minions  of  fortune. 

If  1  thought  you  hod  never  seen  itf  I  wt«14 


CORftESPONDSNCB. 


Ill 


•iflMriM  tbtytn  %  tttnlft  df  ta  old  ficottisli 
billMl,  edled  TkM  Lift  amd  Agtof  Man,  be- 
fiaaiof  thii% 

*<  *Tirafl  in  the  tixteenth  hnnder  jetr 

Of  God  and  fifty  three, 
Fne  Christ  was  born,  that  bought  vt  dear. 

As  writings  tettifie.' 


»f 


I  had  an  old  grand-uncle,  with  whom  my 
mother  lived  a  while  in  her  girlish  years ;  the 
good  old  man,  for  such  he  was,  was  long  blind 
ere  he  died,  during  which  time,  his  highest  en- 
joyment was  to  sit  down  and  cry,  while  my  mo- 
ther would  sing  the  simple  old  song  of  Tht  life 
amd  Age  of  Man, 

It  is  this  way  of  thinking— it  is  those  melan- 
choly truths,  that  make  religion  so  precious  to 
tbt  poor,  miserable  children  of  men— If  it  is  a 
mere  phantom,  existing  only  in  the  heated  ima- 
giaAtioo  of  cnthoiaasmi 

•*  What  truth  oo  earth  to  precious  as  the  Im!** 

Iff  Sdlt  iMtMiings  aoreetimea  make  me  a  lit- 
tk  aaaptiaalf  bat  the  neeeaaitiea  of  my  heart  aU 
waya  giva  the  cold  philoaophisings  the  lie. 
Who  kx^  for  the  heart  weaned  from  earth ; 
the  soul  affianced  to  her  God  ;  the  correspoo- 
denee  fixed  with  heaven ;  the  pious  supplica- 
tion and  devout  thanksgiving,  constant  aa  the 
▼icissitudes  of  even  and  morn ;  who  thinks  to 
meet  with  these  in  th'>  couit,  the  palace,  in  the 
glare  of  public  life  ?  No  :  to  find  them  in  their 
precious  importance  and  divine  efficacy,  we  muxt 
search  among  the  obscure  recenses  of  disappoint- 
ment, affliction,  poverty,  and  distress. 

I  am  sure,  dear  Madam,  you  are  now  more 
than  pleased  with  the  length  of  my  letters.  I 
return  to  Ayrshire,  middle  of  nest  week  :  and 
it  quickens  my  pace  to  think  that  there  will  be 
a  letter  from  you  waiting  me  there.  I  must  be 
liare  again  very  ioou  fur  my  harvest. 


Ko.  XCIIL 
to  R.  GRAHAM,  OF  nNTRY,  EaQ. 

Whsn  I  had  the  honour  of  being  introduced 
to  you  at  Athole-house,  I  did  not  think  so  soon 
of  asking  a  favour  of  you.  When  Lear,  in 
Shalupeare,  asks  old  Kent,  why  he  wished  to 
ba  in  his  aenricey  he  answers,  **  Because  you 
have  that  in  your  hot  which  I  oouM  like  to 
aall  maater.*'  For  some  auch  reason.  Sir,  do  I 
BOW  solicit  your  patronage.  You  know,  1  dare 
My,  of  an  application  I  lately  made  to  your 
Board  to  be  admitted  an  officer  of  excise.  I 
hate,  aeeordiog  to  form,  been  examined  by  a 
aapenrisory  and  to-day  I  gave  in  hia  certificate, 
with  ft  ro^oest  for  as  order  for  inatruetioiia*    lo 


thb affiiir,  in ineeMd,  1  itt  AMAtMlliil 
too  much  need  a  patroaSdog  Maod.  fri6|Hl|y 
of  conduct  as  a  man,  and  oddity  aad  atttttia& 
as  an  officer,  I  dare  engage  for  $  bat  orith  ftHf 
thing  like  business,  except  mannal  ]aboar»  1  Itt 
totally  unacquainted. 


I  had  intended  to  have  eloaad  my  litft  M^ 
pcaranca  on  the  stage  of  life,  in  thft  ahMitfil 
of  a  oonntry  fiu-mer ;  but  afttr  diadiaffhl| 
some  filial  and  fraternal  claim%  I  tftd  I  iMH 
only  fight  for  etisteuee  in  that  misartUa  ImA* 
ner,  which  I  have  lived  to  ace  thrtiar  a  tfoirA* 
ble  parent  into  the  jaws  of  a  jail ;  wheaaa  daatkf 
the  poor  man*B  last  and  often  best  friend^  raaaaa* 
ed  him. 

I  know.  Sir,  that  to  need  ymtr  goodOiM  lllft 
have  a  claim  on  it ;  may  I  therefora  bftr  MMT 
patronage  to  forward  me  in  thia  aflPiir,  ttU  I  li 
appointed  to  a  division,  where,  by  thi  htlp  Hi 
rigid  economy,  I  will  try  to  support  that  iadl- 
pendence  so  dear  to  my  soal»  but  which  lUH 
been  too  often  to  distant  from  nky  dtoatidlt. 


Whin  nature  her  great  master-piaea  daaigaadL 
And  fram'd  her  last,  bast  work,  ttie  luuiUMi  mtaMi 
Her  eye  intent  on  all  tha  roasy  plan. 
She  iorm*d  of  variooa  parts  tha  variooa 


Then  first  she  calls  the  useful  miny  forth  | 
Plain  plodding  industry,  and  sober  worth  | 
Thence  pea.«ant»,  farmers,  native  aoaa  of  etrtfli 
And  merchandise*  whole  genus  take  thtlr  UrUlt  • 
Each  prudent  cit  a  warm  exiatanoe  findBi 
And  all  mrcbanitV  many  aproned  kinda* 
Some  other  rarer  sorts  are  wanted  yet. 
The  lead  and  buoy  are  needful  to  the  net : 
The  caput  mortuum  of  gross  desiree 
Make)  a  material,  for  mere  knights  and  aqoiraa  I 
The  martial  phuvphorus  is  taught  to  fiow. 
She  kneads  the  lumpish  philosophic  dough* 
Then  murks  th*  unyielding  mass  with  grave  It* 

signs, 
Law,  physics,  politic*,  and  deep  divines : 
Last,  she  sublimes  th*  Aurora  of  the  polaib 
The  flashing  elements  of  feoule  aoula. 

The  order 'd  system  fair  before  her  atodd. 
Nature  well  pleased  pronounced  it  very  good  | 
But  ere  she  gave  creating  labour  o*er, 
Hdf-jeat,  she  tried  one  curious  laboor  mora. 
Some  spumy,  fiery,  ignis  fat uua  matter  | 
Such  as  the  slightest  breath  of  air  might  acattv  | 
With  arch  alacrity  and  conscious  glee 
(Nature  may  have  her  whim  aaWU  aa  We» 
Her  Hogarth-art  perhaps  she  meant  to  ahow  it)  . 
She  forms  the  thing,  and  christens  it— a  poet. 
Creature,  tho*  oft  the  prey  of  care  and  sorrewi 
When  bless*d  to-day  unmindful  of  to-morrow. 
A  being  fbrm*d  t'anuae  his  graver  friends. 
Admired  and  pniaad-  and  thart  thft  ~ 


•u 

i«  mmttl  4H!t«  unit  fcr  IdtInm'*  (ink 
T«t  sft  tbg  ■port  of  all  tb*  ilU  of  life  ; 
PniM  U  nijiijF  each  plcuurr  ticW*  givi, 
Tltlu|d]'  vuitiog  wfamwillul  Is  live: 
Jjtmpnf  U  wipe  «cli  tar,  lo  tiMl  Hch 
T«l  frtf  ncnt  ill  DDhMil«il  in  hi)  own. 


nNiti 


>[  qnltt  *  Turk, 


Sb  langh'd  it  Gnt,  thri 

Pityiaf  tb*  pnpldi  climbtr  of  muikiiKli 

a*  oil  iboyt  ■  ilamdard  Itk  to  find  ) 

Aad  to  npport  hii  bolplm  voodbine  itde, 

Altieb*d  him  to  the  gntrota  tnijf  j/ttat^ 

A  btlo,  (W  tbt  00)7  one  I  clum, 

-T*  l*r  itioiig  hold  foi  help  on  bouateaDi  Or 


Ktf  the  tuneful  muiei'  hiplni  train. 
Vvkf  timid  Undmen  on  life'i  itormy  mii 
ThBT  hiuti  BO  lelfiih  itef-D  ■b«rbeat  (tul 
Amt  screr  ^vei  tho'  humbly  talcve  onoi 
Tb  little  fi^  allon,  tbey  thin  u  Hnia, 
ITnlik*  Mge,  proTnb'd,  wiidfuo'i  hinl-n 

Th«  mrld  vera  blnii'd,  did  bl»  00  ibei 

Ah,  that  "  the   frieodlf   e'er   ilinuld    iri 

Let  pradtnce  Dumber  o'n-  wh  ilardy  Hut 
Vbo  lift  umI  vndom  it  one  rice  begun, 
Vbo  ffd  bf  rtMOD,  and  who  give  by  rule, 
<ln«tiDcl*i  >  brute,  aud  Kuliment  a  foot  [) 
Vbo  mak*  poor  tcill  do  vait  upan  I  thov 
'     *rc  prudent,   but  irbo  IhIi 


Yewiae 


Hearen'i  ittribuV 


p  hence  !  ye  bnrt  the  <^U]  tyt  \ 
■ge  rudely  etch'd  on  baae  alloy  ! 
yt  who  the  godlike  pleuure  knov. 


re  patron  of  my  rbym< 
I,  batr  tSt 
^biiMl. 


Tbj  ■btioki  my  xnil  talf  bluibing,  luttf  afraid. 
Backward,  abo^hM  to  aak  thy  fdcudlr  aid  " 
I1»DwinrDeed,Ikiu>wihvgi<-      '      " 
leraretby'-      ■■■  '     ' 


n  Hch  who  court  the  luneful  D 
Hianni,  abould  the  brudcd  ebancter  be  I 
^Fhoae  Tene  in  manbooil'i  pride  lubiiDwly  flora. 
Yet  ¥ileat  reptilrt  in  their  begging  pme. 
Mark,  how  their  lofty  independent  apirit. 
Sun  on  the  npuining  n-ing  of  injured  irn 
Aeck  nnt  the  iiroob  in  privalp  life  lo  find ; 
Kty,  the  heil  of  irorda,  ahould  be  but  nin 
So,  to  beaTen'a  gala  the  lark-ilirill  aong  aK 
Bat  gnnrelUng  an  the  earth  the  carol  enJli 
In  all  the  claDi'roni  eiy  of  itarviiig  want, 
Tbey  duo  benerolcnce  irith  ahimelta  ftoi. 
OWigcthrm,  patmnite  their  limel  Iiya, 
They  petaecule  you  all  yonr  fiinir*  Am  '. 
Ere  my  poor  huI  nieli  deep  damiutiun  >u 
If  y  horny  fi«  awnnH  ihc  plongb  again ; 
The  pie-hallM  jacket  let  rae  puch  ante  ni 
Ob  e^htMB  pence  a-vtek  I're  lind  bcfur 


WORM. 

Tbough,  thuki  Is  banw,  I  dm  «( 
lbi(^ 


ilblbrt 


ly  boon  ia  In  thy  gift  1 
That  placed  by  thee,  upnn  the  vitb'd'for  heigbtp 
Where,  man  and  nature  ftirer  in  ber  Hght, 
My  muse  miy  imp  ber  wing  for  anuc  MtUimM 
flight!* 


Na  XCIV. 
TO  MR.  BEUGO.  EKCtitiii,  EoiHiuKaM. 
F.llhlai,d.  Srpt.  9,  1788. 


THia 


n  KdiDliun;1i  I 


>who« 

Iriien  would  ban  grna 

"^ 

yonr^ofibcSdiixtaM, 

hedm 

my  / 

rm,  bun-  with  ny  Iiir- 

r,™.   pl,;.ur.blt  pan  rf 

HUNicxTiOK.  1  am  her. 

Iho 

wofei 

xtcnce.    The  only  thinp 

l>ef 

und  in 

Ihia  country  in  lay  da- 

1  of  Niih  I 


I  am  generally  about  half  my  time  in  AyraUn 
ifitli  my  "  darling  Jean,"  and  then  I,  at  faicU 
inlrrvaitf  throw  my  horny  Git  acroaa  my  b^ 
eobwebbed  lyre,  much  in  (he  Mmc  raanDcr  aa 
in  old  wilE  throwa  her  bind  icna*  the  ipakaa 
of  her  .pinaing  wheel, 

I  veil  aend  you  "  Tbe  Fortunate  ShapWd. 
(■"  ai  aoon  u  I  return  to  Ayrahire,  far  tbs* 
I  keep  it  with  other  ptcriinia  lieann.  I  (hall 
iend  it  by  a  carefnl  band,  ai  I  wooid  nnt  lar 
iny  thing  it  ahould  be  nuiUid  or  Int.      14b 


'thcr  grave  Chriatian  Tirtu 
think  of  )'0n. 


If  your  better  liinetiona  would  gin  yna  I 
ire  to  write  me  I  ahould  be  eitreraely  bap; 
lit  ii  to  «y,  if  yoD  neither  keep  dot  look  ib 


•i  laiafuai  umgtjy. 


CORRBSPONOBNCe. 


SIA 


wtwitf  eartupondeno.  I  kate  Um  idea  of  bnag 
Migtd  to  wnte  a  letter.  I  ■ometimes  write  a 
friead  twice  a  week,  at  otker  timea  oooe  a 
quarter. 

I  am  ezccediagljr  pleated  with  your  fiuiqr  in 
loakiiif  the  anther  jron  mention  |riaoe  a  map  of 
leelAod  instead  of  his  portrait  before  his  works  : 
*Twas  a  glorious  idea. 

Conld  you  conveniently  do  ate  one  thing— 
Wheneirer  you  finish  any  head  I  oould  like  to 
have  a  proof  copy  of  it.  I  might  tell  yon  a 
long  story  about  your  fine  genius ;  but  as  what 
•very  body  knows  cannot  hare  escaped  you^  I 
•ball  not  say  one  syllable  about  it. 


No.  XCV. 

TO  MISS  CHALMERS,  Edivbuboh. 

EOiJandy  nw  Ihtmfriett  8^  16,  1788. 
Where  are  you  ?  and  how  are  you  ?  and  is 
Lady  M'Kensie  recorering  her  health?  fi>r  I 
have  had  but  one  solitary  letter  fnna  you.  I 
will  not  think  you  hare  fiirgot  me,  Bladam; 
and  fi>r  my 


**  When  thee  Jerusalem  I  ibrget, 
Skill  part  from  my  right  hand ! 


ft 


^  My  heart  is  not  of  that  rock,  nor  my  soul 
eareleas  as  that  sea.**  I  do  not  make  my  pro- 
grets  among  mankind  as  a  bowl  does  among  its 
fellows — trolling  through  the  crowd  without 
bearing  away  any  mark  or  impression,  except 
where  they  hit  in  hostile  collision. 

I  am  here,  driven  in  with  my  harvest-folks 
by  bad  weathi^';  and  as  you  and  your  sister 
once  did  roe  the  honour  of  interesting  yourselves 
much  a  regard  de  moi,  I  sit  down  to  beg  the 
continuation  of  your  goodness.— I  can  truly  say 
that,  all  the  exterior  of  life  apart,  I  never  saw 
two,  whose  esteem  flattered  the  nobler  feelings 
of  my  soul — I  will  not  say,  more,  but,  so  much 
m  Lady  M*Keasie  and  Mm  Chahners.  When  I 
think  of  you — ^hearts  the  best,  minds  the  nobles^ 
of  human  kind — unfortunate,  even  in  the  shades 
of  life — when  I  think  I  have  met  with  jrou,  and 
have  lived  more  of  real  life  with  yon  in  eight 
days,  than  I  can  do  with  almost  any  body  I  meet 
with  in  right  years — ^when  I  think  on  the  im- 
probability of  meeting  yon  in  this  world  again 
—I  conld  sit  down  and  cry  like  a  child ! — If 
ever  yon  honoured  me  with  a  place  in  your 
esteem,  I  trust  I  can  now  plead  more  desrrt.— 
I  am  secure  against  that  crushing  grip  of  iron 
poverty,  which,  alas !  is  less  or  more  fetal  to  the 
native  worth  and  purity  of,  I  fear,  the  noblest 
souls ;  and  a  late,  impcntant  step  in  my  life  has 
kindly  taken  me  out  of  the  way  of  those  un- 
graleliil  iniquities,  which,  however  overiooked  | 
El  fiithioiiable  licni»c^  or  Tarnished  in  feihioB-J 


able  phrase,  a^a  indeed  but  lighter  and  deepar 
shades  of  villaxmt. 

Shortly  after  my  last  return  to  Ayrshire,  I 
married  **  my  Jean.**  This  was  not  in  const- 
quence  of  the  attachment  of  romance  iwrhaps ; 
but  I  had  a  long  and  mueh-loved  fellow-crea* 
ture*s  happiness  or  misery  in  my  deter  minatioBt 
and  I  durst  not  trifle  with  so  important  a  depo- 
sit. Nor  have  I  any  cause  to  repent  it  If  I 
have  not  got  polite  tattle,  modish  manners,  and 
feshionable  dress,  I  am  not  sickened  and  disgn»t* 
ed  with  the  multiform  curse  of  boarding.echool 
afliBCtation ;  and  I  have  got  the  handsomest  i* 
gure,  the  sweetest  temper,  the  soundest  consti- 
tution, and  the  kindest  heart  in  the  county. 
Mrs.  Bums  believes,  as  firmly  as  her  creed,  that 
I  am  kpha  Metprit,  ei  k plus  AomneU MamMf 
in  the  universe ;  although  she  scarcely  ever  m 
her  life,  except  the  Scriptures  of  the  OU  and 
New  Testament,  and  the  Paalms  of  David  S« 
metre,  spent  five  minutes  togvcher  on  rithtr 
prose  or  verse.  I  must  except  also  firan  tUa 
last,  a  certain  late  publication  of  Soots  poems, 
which  she  has  perused  very  devoutly ;  and  aQ 
the  ballads  in  the  countr)',  as  sht'haa  (O  tho 
partial  lover  !  you  will  cry)  the  finest  **  wood- 
note  wild*'  1  ever  heard. — 1  am  the  more  parti- 
cuUr  in  this  lady's  character,  as  I  know  aha 
will  henceforth  have  the  honour  of  a  share  ia 
your  best  wishes.  She  is  still  at  Mauchliae,  as 
I  am  buiUing  my  house ;  fer  thia  hovel  that  I 
shelter  in,  while  occasionally  here^  ia  pervioBt  to 
every  blast  that  blows,  and  every  ahower  that 
fidls ;  and  I  am  only  prescnnd  from  being  chill- 
ed to  death,  by  being  aufiboated  with  aonoke.  I 
do  not  find  my  ferm  that  pa— ywmth  I  ww 
taught  to  expect,  but  I  believa^  ia  time,  it  maf 
be  a  saving  bargain.  You  will  be  pleased  to 
hear  that  I  have  kid  aside  idk  edbrf,  aad  hiiii 
every  day  after  my  reapers. 

To  save  me  from  that  horrid  aitaatiaa  a£  at 
any  time  going  down,  in  a  losing  bargaia  of  a 
ferm,  to  miser}',  I  have  taken  my  excise  iaatra*- 
tiona,  and  have  my  commission  in  my  poAct 
for  any  emergency  of  fiirtune.  If  I  could  set  aff 
before  your  view,  whatever  disrespect  you  ia 
common  with  the  world,  have  fer  this  bnrincm, 
I  know  you  would  approve  of  my  idea. 

I  will  make  no  apology,  dear  Madam,  fer  thia 
egotistic  detail  :  I  know  you  and  your  sister 
will  be  interested  in  tvery  circumstance  of  it. 
What  signify  the  silly,  idle  gewgaws  of  weaM^ 
or  the  ideal  trumpery  of  greatnen !  When  fel- 
low partakers  of  tbe  same  nature  fear  the  sama 
God,  have  the  same  benevolence  of  heart,  tha 
same  nobleness  of  soul,  tbe  same  detoatatioB  at 
every  thing  dishonest,  and  the  same  ecom  at 
every  thing  unworthy — if  they  are  not  in  the 
dependence  of  absolute  beggary,  ia  the  aamfof 
common  sense  are  they  not  equals?  And  if 
the  bias,  the  instinctive  bias  of  their  souls  ran 
the  same  way,  why  may  they  not  be  rauvna  ? 
When  I  may  have  an  opportunity  of  seadiag 
jrou  this.  Heaven  only  knows.  Shenatooe  saya. 
*<  Whan  one  is  confined  klle  within  doon  fay  h^ 


•M 


BUKHB*  VrOtXi. 


<MttW.  Oa  b«t  titidoU  tgdiMi  «Mi«t  ia,  I 
ml  tha  Ittten  of,  or  write  la  aot't  IHmli ; 
ia  that  cnt  thto,  if  tbt  wmher  contiDoa  Ihu' 
I  DU|r  lenwt  jdb  bilf  ■  <]uin. 
'      I  RTj  bid]',  to  wit,  linci  liamtt  btiiir 


t  limn  wh*B  I  reo 
nt  To  nilu  ni 
ote  Ig  Mr.  Grihui 


and  III 


a  poat  which  la- 
E  ftrj  ity  ha  had 


whn  ma  1  han  hunj  from  fOD.    I  hoc  like- 

larigg  poclic  vorki :  lioir  Iha  aupentrueiurt 
will  eamg  on  I  leave  lo  that  great  makH  aiLd 

df  ScoD  tangt  i>  going  on  in  llie  third  volunit  ; 

■Bd  of  conKqucDce  Bndt  me  a  coiuumpt  iat  a 

■t  deal  of  idle  oietre— Om  of  the  rioM  io- 

■raniH  inai  i  maae  %o  an  air,  a  muaical  gcniTe 
■nao  *  of  my  tcquiintaoce  cmnpoMd  (or  the  ir>- 
ninranf  of  hia  weddiag-dty.  which  hippeni  i>n 
Oa  amoth  of  Nuetmhct.     Take  il  ■*  fbllotvi : 


Eeat  deal  of  idle 
raUa  Ifaiog*  1 ', 


polite  or  kind. 
Your  erilicianM,  mjr  baaoDied  baBtficlraM, 
ire  truly  the  mrk  nf  a  frintd.  Tbay  arc  Mt 
the  blaiting  deprablinoi  of  a  eipker-toothtd, 
caterpillar  critic ;  Dor  are  ihey  tli«  fair  atal*- 
[nent  of  cold  impattiiiliif.  balinciog  with  aa- 

Ihor*  intiiln;  they  are  ilie  judicioua  ob«m- 
lioni  of  onimatcd  fnendiliip,  aeleciiog  tha  btui- 
tita  of  ilie  pi«e.  I  have  juat  arrived  hvm 
Nitbadale,  and  will  be  hera  a  fbrtnighL  I  wm 
[in  horatback  thit  morning  by  three  o'clock  ( 
for  brtwtcD  my  wife  and  my  firm  ii  juat  iir^ 
nil  miln.  A-  Ijojiind  on  in  the  dark,  I  waa 
,  taken  nilh  a  poetic  fit,  aa  fblloni  : 

!      "  Mr..  F of  C *a  lamenlalim  tot  Am 

■P.  H9, 'riMth  of  her  aon;  an  uncommonly  promiuc 
ith  of  eighttCD  or  nineteen  yean  of  if*." 


"  I      (  ffcre  fcBom  thi  ; 


illOtd,  t 


It  I  ahall  Iranterihe  you 
taaa  tt  By  lata  poetic  bafateliee ;  though  I  'nave, 
dMB«  tight  or  tan  tnont^  dons  very  lillle  thai 
way.  On*  day.  in  aa  hermitage  on  the  hmlii 
tf  Nith,  bdonging  to  a  genlleDiBn  in  my  nerpVi- 
bMrheod,  wbe  ia  as  good  aa  give  me  a  krc  ai 

IJawt  i  >..pp«ing  my«li 


You  t. 

ill  no 

aend 

niggard  of  mine.     I  am 

>mp: 

,  give  me  double  pU.. 

ronrpen.  onnetbarU 

(Xuua  vrfftara  u  Ftiar't  Gtrn  BtrMitast.\  ] 


No.  XCVl. 
TO  HSS.  DUKLOP,  OF  DDWLOP. 


The  one  fault  you  fiwnd,  ■  juat ;  bat  I  o*- 

What  a  lift  of  ■oliciiude  it  th^Hfaortp*. 
int  \  You  intereiled  me  much  in  your  joutf 
nuple. 
I  wnuld  not  take  my  f<rlio  paper  fiir  Otm 
lepittie,  and  now  I  repent  it.  I  am  an  }adad 
In-ith  mrdiny  long  journey  that  t  waa  tfr^  M 
Irjivl  ibto  the  ewrnn  of  dulneit  with  any  thUg 

inoiher  rhyme  of  ihit  niorniag't  manufactan. 

I  will  pay  the  aapii'niipoteut  Ototgo  IMM 
httrfully,  to  bear  from  you  era  I  leava  Afla 


Wa  XCVIL 
TO  MR.  V.  HILL. 


^ssisiX 


I,  ill  Ottahtr.  I7B«. 
^'1       I  HAtT  been  here  in  thii  eaunirr  about 
n  doyi,  and  all  that  tinie  my  chief  ntdini 


eidin*  hi 


«artlairfdrearTtt>ah(ieuiIciinienenllrra»>lK'ii  ""*     "',,,  .""•""   -'■   """  <-"°™a' 

an  MdJItooal  pntini  ilw  io  lORi^  hUipirili  oivi  "'"  •^  ohligrng  ai  to  aend  ta  mt.     We 

|aaBuphk«niiue.    Tnr-  wu  niated  byalail).  -  pannellcd  ant  lA  Ibt  auibor'i  jury,  lo  di_,_„ 

EST  nrdiotahoutdbt  "guilty  i  A  peat  of  Natan^ 


ttmNS*  WORKS. 

tr*.  eiL 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 
EHiiland.  I7(»  Dnmler,  1799. 


iDMi,  dated  Edinburgh,  wbich  I  hii 
mikn  nw  vay  unhappy.  Alinoit  " 
wholly  iaS."  ■»  mfl.nchnly  new.  < 
■utuni  but  wbaa  loM  of  a  much  \aiti 


ttimfir  niwimd  intif  amooj!  the  dearw 
chonb  of  Dif  boKDi ;  and  I  tremble  ai  the 
tmiDI  rf  yiiui  late  ind  pmrnt  ailing  tulilu 
Wd  ihiltcrfd  heilth.  Yuu  miKihiuljle 
Ipr*  wMy,  when  you  fbrbid  my  waiiir 
m>  *m  it  ahuuld  hurt  my  woildly  con. 
Mr  amall  »f.U  of  EirmioK  ia  eimdingly 
llnpM  «nl  luy  thifl  whil  you  bava 
WB  IC  Uanbam  Mtiiiu.  Bui  be  iLic 
VUfi  l)w  ban  of  tba  man,  ind  ibe  Ciiicy  sf 
fbe  poet,  ate  (he  two  gniul  euuidcraliur     ' 


lailal,  I  hwl  beller  been 


VUi  are  U.  engtm  the 
ItQQt  «f  m 

•MWeb        .    „  .    .„ ^„.„. 

IB  br*lLkuig  of  cImIi,  ud  pidiing  up  gtubi  j 
9M  (o  mealiaa  barB.door  cocka  or  malluitf, 
•rtatun.  «ilb  wbi<:h  1  could  .Imoat  exebange 
lint  41  uy  |iiM.''V '    -    - 


iait  wUI  it  no 


Wgl  rXNl ;   I  WD  to  be  tt  the  ne 


If*.  CIIL 
TO  A  YODWQ  tADY, 


Your  metling,  whicb  yo«  m  mU  d«ribe, 
Vlth  ymr  old  atboolIUlaw  ud  friend,  waa  ini. 
lyiBWfitiBg.  OulHpao  the  wayaof  the  world! 
— Tb«F  quil  ibcH  "  Weill  offiipriDn  of  ihi 
Wrt.''  Two  retetuu  of  tbe  "  Z.  of  ih. 
wsrld"  would  ban  met.  with  liiile  mora  heiri. 


Li«bi  ba  iha  ti 
ven-ioapired  poet 
fragment!  There 
nnitia  in  it,  ibai 
Eaglid)   Succbu 


campoicd  tUit  glorini 
te  of  the  tire  of  Dniii 
alf  ■  doKD   al  iiiudri 


fbancttr  in  i  moie  Ibi 

genial  to  bii  heart,  be  tiKd  lo  ih 

nut  the  igneable  ncolleciiaD  lu 
\That  thia gentleman!  pcocil  waa 


.  ,  •>  m,*df  lb. 

nr  lo  acDd  you  are  a  mtmmlo  tucUy  of  t^ 
kind  tbat  be  indulgrd  in. 
It  Biay  be  more  oiving  to  iht  Cutidi 


bat  I  am  ao  ofken  tired, 
rilh  tbe  iniipidlty,  affect 
mofciud,    ibat   vbeii    I  i 


"  tiler  my  o«n  hurl,"  I  p™ti..ly  fed  «bU 
•n  orthodoi  prolatunt  w™ld  call  ■  HMcie.  tf 
.dolalry  whicb  ul,  „n  my  t«,ry  like  iB,pi». 
tion,  and  1  cm  no  mure  detiat  rtiymiar  od  (Ib 
inipul.,  ihn  an  «oli«i  barp  can  nfiu«  JM 
ton«  to  the  atreudioK  .ir.      A  di«irh  or  t.* 


•  HtnMtniUwKiafoI 


eel,  «.  equ,lly  ■irik.ng  and  uiu^m.^, 
nu<  iho4.ghIh.dbvedthtTea=ony,„, 
d  mutied  man,  and  threeKMre  yotr*  bt&«  j 
-ra  .  married  man.  my  imagination  wouU  Ii>L 
low  tb«  mj  Idea;  and  1  ui  truly  bttt  Iku 
't.  «Hl«<d  MWI  h.n  dw*  »ck WiSi 


COIIBSSPONDBNCB. 


8S1 


Ko.  CIV. 
to  Bm  JOHN  WHITEFOORD. 

um,  December,  1788. 

Mr.  M'KKNziKy  in  Mauchline,  my  very  warm 
and  worthy  friend,  has  informed  me  how  much 
you  ire  pleased  tt>  interest  yourMlf  in  my  fate 
as  a  man,  and,  (what  to  me  is  incomparably 
dearer )  my  fume  as  a  poet.  I  have,  Sir,  in  one 
or  two  infrtance*,  been  patronized  by  those  of 
your  character  in  life,  when  I  was  introduced 

to  their  notice  by friends  to  them, 

and  honoured  acquaintances  to  roe:  but  you 
arc  the  fir»t  gentleman  in  the  country  whose 
benevolence  and  goodness  of  heart  lias  interest- 
ed him  for  me,  unsolicited  and  unknown.  I 
am  not  master  enough  of  the  etiquette  of  these 
matters  to  know,  nor  did  I  stay  to  inquire, 
whether  formal  duty  bade,  or  cold  propriety 
disallowed,  my  thanking  you  in  this  manner,  as 
I  am  convinced,  from  the  light  in  which  you 
kindly  view  me,  that  you  will  do  me  the  justice 
to  believe  this  letter  is  not  the  manoeuvre  of  a 
needy,  sharping  author,  fastening  on  those  in 
upper  life,  who  honour  him  with  a  little  notice 
of  him  or  his  works.  Indeed  the  situation  of 
poeta  it  generally  such,  to  a  proverb,  as  may, 
in  tome  measure,  palliate  that  prostitution  of 
heart  and  talents  they  have  at  times  been  guilty 
of.  I  do  not  think  prodigality  is,  by  an  meant, 
a  necessary  concomitant  of  a  poetic  turn,  but 
believe  a  careless,  indolent  inattention  to  econo- 
my, is  almost  inseparable  from  it ;  then  there 
must  be  in  the  heart  of  every  bard  of  Nature's 
making,  a  <xrtain  modest  sensibility,  mixed 
with  a  kind  of  pride,  that  will  ever  keep  him 
ont  of  the  way  of  those  windfalls  of  fortune, 
which  frequently  light  on  hardy  impudence 
and  foot-licking  servility.  It  is  not  easy  to 
imagine  a  more  helpless  state  than  his,  whose 
poetic  fancy  unfits  him  for  the  world,  and  whose 
character  as  a  scholar,  gives  him  some  preten- 
sions to  the  politetse  of  life— yet  is  as  poor  as  I 
am. 

For  my  part,  I  thank  Heaven,  my  star  has 
been  kinder ;  learning  never  elevated  my  ideas 
above  the  peasant's  shed,  and  1  have  an  inde- 
pendent fortune  at  the  plough-tail. 

I  was  surprised  to  hear  thit  any  one,  who 
pretended  in  the  least  to  the  manners  of  the 
pentieman,  should  be  so  foolish,  or  worse,  as  to 
stoop  to  traduce  the  morals  of  such  a  one  as  I 
am,  and  so  inhumanly  cruel,  too,  as  to  meddle 
wiUi  that  late  most  unfortunate,  unhappy  part 
of  my  story.  With  a  tear  of  gratitude,  I  thank 
you.  Sir,  for  the  warmth  with  which  yon  inter- 
posed in  behalf  of  my  conduct.  I  an^  I  ac- 
knowledge, too  frequently  the  sport  of  whim, 
caprice,  and  passion — but  reverence  to  God, 
and  integrity  to  my  fellow-creatures,  I  hope  I 
shall  ever  preserve.  I  have  no  return,  Sir,  to 
make  joa  for  your  goodness  bat  one  »  return 
which,  I  am  penoaded,  will  not  be  noaooept- 
fU$    fht  hoMi^  wvm  wkbat  of*  fnMbl 


heart  for  your  happhie«»  and  efery  one  of  that 
lovely  flock,  who  stand  to  you  in  a  filial  relft* 
tion.  If  ever  calumny  aim  the  poisoned  shaft 
at  them,  may  friendship  be  by  to  ward  tht 
blow! 


.WMMWMIMMMWMa 


•■«• 


LETTERS,  1789. 

NcCY. 

FROM  AIR.  G.  BURNS. 

DKAR  BROTHER,     Mossgid,  lit  Jan,  1789« 

I  iiAVK  just  finished  my  new-year's-daf 
breakfast  in  the  usual  form,  which  naturall^ 
makes  me  call  to  mind  the  days  of  former  years, 
and  the  society  in  which  we  used  to  begin 
them ;  and  when  I  look  at  our  family  vicissi- 
tudes,  "  through  the  flark  postern  of  time  long 
ela|)sed,*'  I  cannot  help  remarking  to  you,  my 
dear  brother,  how  good  the  God  of  Seasons 
is  to  us ;  and  that  however  »ome  clouds  may 
!<eem  to  lower  over  the  portion  of  time  before 
us,  we  have  great  reason  to  hope  that  all  wiU 
turn  out  well. 

Your  mother  and  sisters,  with  Robert  the 
second,  join  me  in  the  compliments  of  the  sea* 
son  to  you  and  Mr%  Bums,  and  beg  you  will 
remember  us  in  the  same  manner  to  Williall^ 
the  firat  time  yon  aee  him. 

I  am,  dear  brother,  yoars, 

GILBERT  BUR]f& 


No.  CVL 


TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

JEUidland,  New^  Year^Day  Morning,  1 789. 

This,  dear  Madam,  is  a  morning  of  wishes, 
and  would  to  God  that  I  came  under  the  apos- 
tle James*s  description  ! — the  praytr  of  a  righ- 
teous man  awiileth  much.  In  that  rase.  Ma* 
dam,  you  should  welcome  in  a  year  full  of  bles- 
sings ;  every  thing  that  obstructs  or  disturbi 
tranquillity  and  self-enjoyment,  should  be  re* 
moved,  and  every  pleasure  that  frail  humanity 
can  taste,  should  be  yours.  I  own  myself  to 
little  a  Presbyterian,  that  I  approve  of  set  timet 
and  seasons  of  more  than  ordinary  acts  of  devo* 
tion,  fur  breaking  in  on  that  habituated  routine 
of  life  and  thotight,  which  is  so  apt  to  rcduet 
our  existence  to  a  kind  of  instinct,  or  even 
sometimes,  and  with  some  mindt,  to  a  ttata  very 
little  superior  to  mere  machinery. 

This  day ;  the  first  Sunday  of  May  ;  a  bnmjt 
blue-skyed  noon  some  time  about  the  beginnings 
and  a  hoary  monung  and  calm  sunny  day  aboal 
the  end,  of  antumn ;  these,  time  ont  of  miad^ 
ham  been  with  ne  a  kind  of  bolidi^. 


« 


^ 


S22 


BtTRNS*  WORKS. 


i  I  bdiere  I  owe  thit  to  thtt  glorious  paper  in 
the  Spectator,  "The  VinoB  of  Mina  ;*'  a 
piece  that  struck  my  young  fimcy  before  I  was 
capable  of  fixing  an  idea  to  a  word  of  three  syl- 
lables :  "  On  the  5th  day  of  the  moon,  which, 
according  to  the  custom  of  my  forefathers,  I  al- 
ways k§ep  holy,  after  having  washed  myself, 
and  oflSered  up  my  morning  devotions,  I  ascend- 
ed the  high  hill  of  Bagdat,  in  order  to  pass  the 
rest  of  the  day  in  meditation  and  prayer.** 

We  know  nothing,  or  next  to  nothing,  of 
the  substance  or  structure  of  our  souls,  so  can- 
not account  for  those  seeming  caprices,  in  them, 
that  one  should  be  particularly  pleased  with  this 
thing,  or  struck  with  that,  which,  on  minds  of 
a  different  cast,  makes  no  extraordinary  im- 
pression. I  have  some  favourite  flowers  in 
spring,  among  which  are  the  mountain  daisy, 
the  hare-bell,  the  fox- glove,  the  wild-brier  rose, 
the  budding  birch,  and  the  hoiry  hawthorn, 
that  I  view  and  hang  over  with  particular  de- 
light. I  never  hear  the  loud,  solitary  whistle 
of  the  curlew,  in  a  summer  noon,  or  the  wild 
mixing  cadence  of  a  troop  of  grey  plover,  in  an 
autumnal  morning,  without  feeling  an  elevation 
of  soul  like  the  enthusiasm  of  devotion  or  poe- 
try. Tell  me,  my  dear  friend,  to  what  can  this 
be  owing  ?  Are  we  a  piece  of  machinery,  which, 
like  the  .£olian  harp,  passive,  takes  the  impres- 
sion of  the  passing  accident  ?  Or  do  these  work- 
ings argue  something  within  us  above  the  trod- 
den clod  ?  I  own  myself  partial  to  such  prooft 
of  those  awfiil  and  important  realities-^a  God 
that  made  all  things— man's  immaterial  and  im- 
mortal nature — and  a  world  of  weal  or  woe  be- 
yond death  and  the  grave. 


No.  cvii. ; 

C     FROM  THE  REV.  P.  CARPRAE. 

iim,  2d  January,  1789. 

Ir  yoQ  have  lately  seen  Mrs.  Dunlop,  of 
Bunlop,  you  have  certainly  heard  of  the  author 
of  the  verses  which  accompany  this  letter.  He 
was  a  man  highly  respectable  for  every  accom- 
plishment and  virtue  which  adorns  the  charac- 
ter of  a  man  or  a  Christian.  To  a  great  de- 
gree of  literature,  of  taste,  and  poetic  genius, 
was  added  an  invincible  modesty  of  temper, ; 
which  prevented,  in  a  great  degree,  his  figuring 
in  life,  and  confined  the  perfect  knowledge  of 
Lis  character  and  talents  to  the  small  circle  of 
lis  chosen  friends.  He  was  untimely  taken 
from  us,  a  few  weeks  ago,  by  an  inflammatory 
fever,  in  the  prime  of  life — beloved  by  all,  who 
enjoyed  his  acquaintance,  and  lamented  by  aU, 
who  have  any  regard  for  virtue  or  genius.  There 
ia  a  woe  pronounced  in  Scriptore  against  the 
pcrtou  whom  |tU  m^  spe^ifeU  of;  if  ever 


that  woe  fell  upon  the  head  of  mortal  nan,  it 
fell  upon  him.  He  has  left  behind  him  a  con- 
siderable number  of  compositions^  chiefly  poeti- 
cal ;  sufficient,  I  imagine,  to  make  a  laife  ae- 
tavo  volume.  In  particular,  two  complete  and 
rq^nlar  tragedies,  a  farce  of  three  acta,  and  boom 
smaller  poems  on  diflierent  subjects.  It  fidls  ta 
my  share,  who  have  lived  in  the  moat  intimato 
axid  uninterrupted  friendship  with  him  horn  mj 
youth  upwards,  to  transmit  to  you  the  verses  h« 
wrote  on  the  publication  of  your  incomparable 
poems.  It  is  probable  they  were  his  last,  as 
they  were  found  in  his  scrutoire,  folded  up  witL 
the  form  of  a  letter  addressed  to  you,  and  I  ins- 
agine,  were  only  prevented  from  being  sent  br 
hunself,  by  that  melancholy  dispensation  whica 
we  still  bemoan.  The  verses  themselves  I  will 
not  pretend  to  criticise  when  writing  to  a  gea* 
tleman  whom  I  consider  as  entirely  qualified  to 
judge  of  their  merit.  They  are  the  only  veraca 
he  seems  to  have  attempted  in  the  Scottiak 
style  ;  and  1  hesitote  not  to  say,  in  general,  that 
they  will  bring  no  dishonour  on  the  Soottiah. 
muse  ;— and  allow  me  to  addi  that  if  it  is  your 
opinion  they  are  not  unworthy  of  the  author^ 
and  will  be  no  discredit  to  you,  it  is  the  incli- 
nation of  Mr.  Mylne*s  friends  that  they  should 
be  immediately  published  in  some  periodieal 
work,  to  give  the  world  a  specimen  of  what 
may  be  expected  from  his  perfbrmanoea  in  tho 
poetic  line,  which,  perhaps,  will  be  afterwacdi 
published  for  the  advantage  of  his  fiunily. 


I  must  beg  the  fivour  of  a  letter  from  yoo, 
acknowledging  the  receipt  of  this,  and  to  bt 
allowed  to  subscribe  myself  with  great  regard. 
Sir,  your  most  obedient  servant, 

P.  C . 


No.  cvm. 

TO  DR.  MOORE. 

MlUsland,  near  JDttmfrie$,  ith  Jan.  178^* 
sia, 

As  often  as  I  think  of  writing  to  you,  whiea 
hiis  been  three  or  four  tima  every  week  these 
six  months,  it  gives  me  something  so  like  the 
idea  of  an  ordinary-sited  stetoe  ofiiering  at  a  con- 
versation with  the  Rhodian  Colossus,  that  my 
mind  mi^ives  me,  and  the  afikir  always  miscar- 
ries somewhere  between  purpose  aud  resolve.  I 
have,  at  last,  got  some  business  with  you,  and 

business-lettpi  are  written  by  the  style-book.< 

I  say  my  business  is  with  you.  Sir,  for  you  never 
had  any  with  me,  except  the  business  that  bene- 
volence has  in  the  mansion  of  poverty. 

The  character  and  employment  of  a  poet 
were  formerly  my  pleasure,  but  are  now  mv 

pride,    I  kQ9^  tM  «  "fTf  fp^  deal  «f  lay 


m 


BtTRN«*  WORltfl. 


^t  U  dM&gt  tlie  dieme :  t  am  ttill  citering 
fiv  JoluwMi't  imblicatioD ;  and  among  others, 
I  kare  bnuhad  up  the  following  old  ikyourite 
womg  A  little,  with  a  view  to  your  wonhip.  I 
lunre  onlj  altered  a  word  here  and  there ;  but  if 
yoa  likt  the  humour  of  it,  we  thall  think  of  a 
or  two  to  add  to  it. 


Vo.  ex. 


TO  BISHOP  GEDDES. 
EOitUaldy  luar  Jhanfriei,  Sd  Feb,  1789. 

Ai  1  amoonaciona  that  wherererl  am  jon  do 
at  thft  liomrar  to  intereat  yourself  in  my  wel- 
ftn,  it  gives  me  pleasure  to  inform  yon,  that  I 
am  here  at  last,  stationary  in  the  serious  bnsi- 
aaas  of  life,  and  have  now  not  only  the  retired 
Idsnre,  but  the  hearty  inclination,  to  attend  to 
dioae  grttt  and  important  questions— what  I 
am?  where  I  am  ?  and  for  what  I  am  destined  ? 

In  that  first  concern,  the  conduct  of  the  man, 
tiitfe  waa  erer  but  one  side  on  which  I  was 
habitually  blameable,  and  there  I  have  secured 
mysdf  in  the  way  pointed  out  by  Nature  and 
Nature's  Ood.  I  was  sensible  that,  to  so  hdp- 
laaa  a  creature  aa  a  poor  poet,  a  wife  and  fiimily 
wwe  incumbrances,  which  a  species  of  prudence 
would  bid  him  shun ;  but  when  the  altematiye 
was,  being  at  eternal  war&re  with  myseli^  on 
aMOunt  of  habitual  foUies,  to  give  them  no  worse 
name,  which  no  general  example,  no  licentious 
wit,  no  sophistical  infidelity  ^xrould,  to  me,  ever 
jilatify,  I  must  have  been  a  fi)ol  to  have  hesitat- 
•dy  a&d  a  madman  to  have  made  another  choice. 


In  the  affiur  of  a  livelihood,  I  think  myself 
tolerably  aeeure:  I  have  good  hopes  of  my 
fimn ;  but  should  they  fail,  I  have  an  excise 
commission,  which  on  my  simple  petition,  will, 
at  any  time,  procure  me  bread.  There  is  a  cer- 
tain stigma  affixed  to  the  character  of  an  exciw 
officer,  but  I  do  not  intend  to  borrow  honour 
from  any  profession  ;  and  though  the  salary  be 
eomparatively  small,  it  is  great  to  any  thing 
that  the  first  twenty-five  years  of  my  life  taught 
ne  to  expect 


corrections  of  years  etfi  Mable  me  to  pto^oet 
something  worth  preserving. 

You  win  see  in  your  book,  which  I  beg  your 
pardon  for  detaining  so  long,  that  I  have  been 
tuning  my  lyre  on  the  banks  of  Nith.  Soma 
larger  poetic  plans  that  are  floating  in  my  ima> 
gination,  or  partly  put  in  execution,  I  shaO  im« 
part  to  you  when  I  have  the  pleasure  of  meet- 
mg  with  you,  which,  if  you  are  then  in  Edin- 
burgh, I  ahall  have  about  the  beginning  of 
Mareh. 

That  acquaintance,  worthy  Sir,  with  which 
yon  were  pleased  to  honour  me,  yon  must  still 
allow  me  to  challenge ;  fi>r  wiUi  whatevir  on* 
concern  I  give  up  my  transient  eonneetion  witk 
the  merely  great,  I  cannot  loae  the  patronisinf 
notice  of  the  learned  and  the  good,  without  tlM 
bittemt  regret. 


No.  CXL 


Thm,  with  a  rational  um  and  method  an  life, 
ypA  WBf  easily  guess,  my  reverend  and  much- 
AMMOfed  firiend,  that  my  characteristical  trade 
ia  Hot  forgotten.  I  am,  if  possible,  more  than 
oftr  an  enthusiast  to  the  muses.  I  am  deter- 
mhied  to  study  man  and  nature,  and  in  that 
fkw.iacciaaiitly ;  and  to  try  if  the  ripening  tad 


TO  aiRS.  DUNLOP. 

SmOtrnd,  4M  ManJi,  1789. 
Hi  ax  am  I,  my  honoured  firiend,  returned  aafii 
from  the  capital.  To  a  man,  who  has  a  hmo^ 
however  humble  or  remote — if  that  home  ia  like 
mine»  the  scene  of  domestic  comfort — the  bustle 
of  Edinbui^h  will  soon  be  a  business  of  aickHi* 
ing  disgust. 

*<  Vain  pomp  and  glory  of  this  world,  I  hate  yon  !** 

When  I  must  skulk  into  a  comer,  lest  ihm 
rattling  equipage  of  some  gaping  bloekhead 
should  mangle  me  in  the  mire,  I  am  tempted 
to  exclaim — "  what  merits  has  he  had,  or  what 
demerit  have  I  had,  in  some  state  of  pre-existenc^ 
that  he  is  ushered  into  this  state  of  being  with 
the  sceptre  of  rule,  and  the  key  of  riches,  in  hia 
puny  fist,  and  I  am  kicked  into  the  world,  the 
sport  of  folly,  or  the  victim  of  pride  ?**  I  have 
nad  somewhere  of  a  monarch  (in  Spain  I  think 
it  was),  who  was  so  out  of  humour  with  the 
Ptolemean  system  of  astronomy,  that  he  aaid^ 
had  he  been  of  the  CaxAToa's  council,  he  could 
have  saved  him  a  great  deal  of  labour  and  ah- 
surdity.  I  will  not  defend  this  bksphemooa 
^Mech ;  but  ofiten,  as  I  have  glided  with  humble 
stealth  through  the  pomp  of  Prince's  Street,  it 
has  suggested  itself  to  me,  as  an  improvement 
on  the  present  human  figure^  that  a  man,  in 
proportion  to  his  own  conceit  of  his  eonseqiienoe 
m  the  world,  could  have  pushed  out  the  longi- 
tude  of  his  common  aiae,  as  a  snail  pushes  ont 
his  horns,  or  as  we  draw  out  a  permetiye* 
This  trifling  alteration,  r.ot  to  mention  the  pvo* 
digious  saving  it  would  be  in  the  tear  and  wear 
of  the  neck  and  limb-suiewB  of  many  of  hia  Ma- 
jesty's liege  subjeota  in  the  way  of  toaaiag  the 
head  and  tiptoe  atmtting,  woold  eridanlly  tara 
oat  a  Till  iMlTaatig%  hi  w^hling  m  ■*  wmm  If 
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P.  S.  Tht  great  oott  you  gave  me  at  partiiig 
did  me  ■««r*^**'  aenrioe  tha  day  I  came  hat,  and 
merita  my  Marty  thanka.  From  what  haa  been 
•aid  the  oonclotion  ia  thk;  that  my  hearty 
tiianka  and  my  beat  wuhea  are  all  that  you  and 
my  liiter  Dint  cjcpect  from 

w.  a 


No.  CXHL 

TO  THE  REV.  P.  CARFRAE. 

HzvxKXKD  aiR,  1789. 

I  DO  not  recollect  that  1  have  ever  felt  a 
▼arer  pang  of.  shame,  than  on  looking  at  the 
date  of  your  obliging  letter,  which  accompanied 
Mr.  Mylne*t  poem. 


I  am  much  to  blame :  the  honour  Mr.  Mylne 
liaa  done  me»  greatly  enhanced  in  ita  value  by 
the  endearing,  though  melancholy  circumstance, 
of  its  being  the  last  production  of  his  muse,  de- 
■enred  a  better  return. 

I  have,  as  you  hint,  thought  of  sending  a 
copy  of  the  poem  to  some  periodical  publica^ 
tion ;  but,  on  second  thoughts,  I  am  afraid 
that,  in  the  prewnt  case,  it  would  be  an  im- 
proper step.  My  success,  perhaps  as  much  ac- 
cidental as  merited,  has  brought  an  inundation 
of  nonsense  under  the  name  of  Scottish  poetry. 
Subscription-bills  fur  Scottish  poems  have  so 
dunnM,  and  daily  do  dun  the  public,  that  the 
▼ery  name  is  in  danger  of  contempt.  For  these 
reasons,  if  publishing  any  of  Mr.  M.*s  poems  in 
a  magittine,  Sec  be  at  all  prudent,  in  my  opinion 
it  certainly  should  not  be  a  Scottish  poem.  The 
iKofita  of  the  labours  of  a  man  of  genius,  are,  I 
hope,  as  honourable  as  any  profits  whatever ; 
and  Mr.  Mybe's  relations  are  most  justly  en- 
titled to  that  honest  harvest,  which  &te  has  de- 
lued  himself  to  reap.  But  let  the  friends  of  Mr. 
lfylne*s  £une  (among  whom  I  crave  the  honour 
of  ranking  myself),  always  keep  in  eye  his  re- 
apectability  as  a  man  and  as  a  poet,  and  take  no 
measure  that,  before  the  world  knows  any  thing 
about  him,  would  risk  his  name  and  character 
being  classed  with  the  fools  of  the  times. 

I  have.  Sir.  tome  experience  of  publishing ; 
and  the  way  in  which  I  would  proceed  with 
Mr.  Mylne*s  poems,  is  this : — I  would  publish, 
ia  two  or  three  English  and  Scottish  public 
ptpers,  any  one  of  his  English  poems  which 
ohottid,  by  private  judges,  be  thought  the  most 
excellent,  and  mention  it  at  the  same  time,  as 
one  of  the  productions  of  a  Lothian  fiumer,  of 
mpectable  character,  lately  deceased,  whose 
poems  hia  friends  had  it  in  idea  to  publish  soon, 
by  sobscriplton,  for  the  sake  of  has  numerous 
£unily : — not  in  pity  to  that  fiunily,  but  in  jus- 
ticf  to  what  hia  frieoda  think  the  poetic  merits 


of  the  deceased  ;  and  to  eecore,  in  the  noal  af 
fectual  manner,   to  those  tender  connaetiona» 
whose  right  it  it,  the  pecuniary  nward  of  thoie 
merits. 


No.  CXIV. 

TO  DR.  MOORE. 

sxjt,  SlUsland,  2Sd  March,  1789. 

The  guitleman  who  will  deliver  you  this  is  a 
Mr.  Niclson,  a  worthy  clei^man  in  my  neigh- 
bourhood, and  a  very  particular  acqoaintan<%  of 
mine.  As  I  have  troubltrd  him  with  this  packet, 
I  must  turn  him  over  to  your  goodness,  to  re- 
compense him  for  it  in  a  way  in  which  he  much 
needs  your  assistance,  and  where  you  can  efiec- 
tually  serve  him  :— Mr.  Nielsoo  is  on  his  way 
for  France,  to  wait  on  his  Grace  of  Queensberry, 
on  some  little  business  of  a  good  deal  of  impor- 
tance to  him,  and  he  wishes  for  your  instruc- 
tions respecting  the  most  eligible  mode  of  tra- 
velling, &C.  for  him,  when  he  has  crossed  the 
Channel.  I  should  not  have  dared  to  take  this 
liberty  with  you,  but  that  I  am  told,  by  those 
who  have  the  honour  of  your  personal  acquaint- 
ance, that  to  be  a  poor  honest  Scotchman  is  a 
letter  of  recommendation  to  you,  and  that  to 
have  it  in  your  power  to  serve  such  a  character, 
gives  you  much  pleasure. 


The  enclosed  ode  is  a  compliment  to  the 

mory  of  the  late  Mrs.  ,  of .    Yom 

probably  knew  her  personally,  an  honour  of 
which  I  cannot  boast ;  but  I  spent  my  early 
years  in  her  neighbourhood,  and  among  her 
servants  and  tenants.  I  know  that  she  waa  do- 
tested  with  the  most  heartfelt  cordiality.  How- 
ever, iq  the  particular  part  of  her  conduct  which 
roused  tny  poetic  wrath,  she  was  mock  leaa 
blameable.  In  January  last,  on  my  road  to 
Ayrshire,  I  had  put  up  at  Bailie  Wigham*s  ia 
Sanquhar,  the  only  tolerable  inn  in  the  place. 
The  frost  was  keen,  and  the  grim  evening  and 
howling  wind  were  ushering  in  a  night  of  snow 
and  drif^  My  horse  and  I  were  both  much 
fatigued  with  the  labours  of  the  day,  and  just  as 
my  friend  the  Bailie  and  I  were  bidding  defiance 
to  the  storm,  over  a  smoking  bowl,  in  wheels 
the  funeral   pageantry  of  the  late  great  Mrs. 

,  and  poor  I  am  forced  to  brave  all  the 

horrors  of  the  tempestuous  night,  and  jade  mjr 
horse,  my  young  favourite  horse,  whom  I  had 
just  christened  Pegasus,  twelve  miles  farther 
on,  through  the  wildest  muirs  and  hills  of  Ayr- 
shire, to  New  Cumnock,  the  next  inn.  The 
powers  of  poesy  and  prose  sink  under  me,  whea 
I  would  describe  what  I  felt.  Suffice  it  to  say, 
that  when  a  good  fire,  at  New  Cumnock,  had 
so  far  recovered  my  froien  sinewS|  I  eat  doina 
and  wrote  the  escloeed  ode. 


^B  BOBNBr  WOBKBi 

SKETCH  OP  C  J.  FOX. 

Bbv  wlidom  tad  fbOf  bimI»  mizi  ud  mite ; 

flbv  Tirtue  and  vioe  blend  their  Uack  and  their 
white; 

Hour  genius,  th'  iQiistruMU  fiither  of  fiction, 

Gonfoundt  rule  and  lav,  reconciles  contradic- 
tion— 

I  nng !  if  tbeie  mortals,  the  critics,  should 
bustle, 

I  care  not,  not  I,  let  the  critics  go  whistle. 


Ka  CXVn. 
TOBfR.  CUNNINGHAM. 


Bttt  now  for  a  patron,  whose  name  and  whose 

glory. 
At  ones  may  illustrate  and  honour  my  story. 

Thou  first  of  our  orators,  first  of  our  wits ; 
Yet  whose  parU  and  acquirements  seem  mere 

lucky  hits ; 
With  knowledge  so  vast,  and  with  judgment  so 

strong, 
Ko  man  with  the  half  of  'em  e*er  went  fu* 

wrong ; 
With  passions  so  potent,  and  fancies  so  bright, 
No  man  with  the  half  of  'cm  e'er  went  quite  right ; 
A  iorry,  poor  misbegot  son  of  the  muses. 
For  uamg  thy  name  o&rs  fifty  excuses. 

Good  Lr— d,  what  is  man  !  for  as  simple  he 

looks. 
Do  but  try  to  develope  his  hooks  and  his  crooks ; 
With  his  depths  and  his  shallows,  his  good  and 

his  evil, 
J^  in  all  he*8  a  problem  must  punle  the  devil. 

On  his  one  ruling  passion  Sir  Pope  hugely 

labours, 
Tbat  like  the  old  Hebrew  walking-switch,  eats 

np  its  neighbours : 
Ibnkind  are  his  fchow-box—a  friend,  would  you 

know  him  ? 
Pan  the  string,  ruling  passion,  the  picture  will 

show  him. 
What  pity,  in  rearing  so  beauteous  a  system, 
One  trifling  particular,  truth,  should  have  miss'd 

him  ; 
For,  spite  of  his  fine  theoretic  positions, 
Blankind  is  a  scieuce  defies  definitions. 

Some  sort  all  our  qualities  each  to  its  tribe. 
And  think  human  nature  they  truly  ile?<crilH; ; 
Have  you  fouod  thits  or  t'other  ?  there's  more 

in  the  wind, 
As  by  one  drunken  fiillow  his  comrades  you'll 

find. 
But  such  is  the  flaw,  or  the  depth  of  the  plan, 
In  the  make  of  that  wonderful  creature  call'd 

Man. 
No  two  virtues,  whatever  relation  they  claim, 
Nor  eveu  two  different  shades  of  the  same. 
Though  like  as  was  ever  twin  brother  to  brother, 
Poesessing  the  one  shall  imply  youVc  the  other. 


MT  DXAE  SIR,      EBdond^  Uh  May,  1789. 

Your  duty  frtt  &vour  of  the  26th  April  I 
received  two  days  ago :  I  will  not  say  I  peru- 
sal it  with  pleasure  ;  that  is  the  cold  compli- 
ment of  ceremony ;  I  perused  it,  Sir,  with  dieli- 
cious  satisfaction. — In  short,  it  is  such  a  letter, 
that  not  you,  nor  your  friend,  but  the  legiaU- 
ture,  by  express  proviso  in  their  postage  laws, 
should  frank.  A  letter  informed  with  the  aoul 
of  friendship,  is  snch  an  honour  to  human  na- 
ture, that  they  should  order  it  firee  ingreta  nad 
egress  to  and  from  their  bags,  and  miuK  ■■  an 
encouragement  and  mark  of  distinction  to  b»- 
per -eminent  virtue. 

I  have  just  put  the  last  hand  to  a  little 
which  I  think  will  be  something  to  your 
One  morning  lately  as  I  was  out  pretty  cnriy 
in  the  fields  sowing  some  grass  seeds,  I  henra 
the  burst  of  a  shot  from  a  neighbouring  plan- 
tation, and  presently  a  poor  little  wounded  have 
came  crippling  by  me.  You  will  guess  my  in- 
dignation At  the  inhuman  fellow  who  could 
shoot  a  hare  at  this  season,  when  they  all  of 
them  have  young  ones.  Indeed  there 
thing   in  that  businces  of  destroying,  fat 


On  the  20th  current  I  hope  to  have  the  ho- 
nour of  AMuring  yuu,  in  person,  how  sincerely 
laniy 


sport,  individuals  in  the  animal  creation  that 
do  not  injure  us  materiallv,  which  I  oonld  new 
reconcile  to  my  ideas  of  virtue. 

(-See  Poetry.) 

Let  me  know  how  you  like  my  poem.  I  oa 
doubtful  whether  it  would  not  be  an  imptof^ 
ment  to  keep  out  the  last  stama  but 
gether. 

C is  a  glorious  production  of  the  i 

of  man.  You,  he,  and  the  noble  Colonel  of  thn 
C F—  are,  to  me. 


*'  Dear  as  the  ruddy  dropa  whieh 
bieast.*' 


I  have  a  good  mind  to  make  verses  on  yon  all, 
to  the  tuue  of  **  ihrtt  good  ftUow  ayomt  tkt 
gUn.*' 


No.  CXVHL 

Tub  poem,  in  the  preceding  letter,  had  alao 
been  sent  by  our  Imrd  to  Dr.  Gregory  for  his 
criticism.  The  following  is  that  gentleman*! 
reply. 

FROM  DR.  GREGORY. 

DEAR  SIR,  Edinhurghy  %d  June,  1789. 

I TA  KE  the  first  leisure  hour  I  could  command, 
to  thank  you  for  your  letter,  and  the  copy  of 
▼enca  enclosed  in  ib    As  there  is  real  poe^ 
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bad.  Hen  wm  tlie  imile  of  cbeerfiilocai — of 
MoabQityy  not  of  aliuremnit ;  aiMi  her  ekgiaoe 
of  mamiera  eorrespoiMM  with  the  purity  and 
dtration  of  her  mind. 

How  doM  your  friendly  iniue  ?     I  am  mre 
■ho  ttill  retaina  her  afiection  for  you,  and  that 
yoa  have  many  of  her  favours  in  your  poaiei 
aion,  which  I  have  not  eeen.     I  weary  much  to 
hear  from  you. 


I  bweach  you  do  not  forget  me. 


I  moit  aincerely  hope  all  your  concerns  in 
life  prosper,  and  that  your  roof -tree  enjoys  the 
blessini;  of  good  health.  AU  your  friends  here 
are  well,  among  whom,  and  not  the  leattj  is  your 
acquaintance,  Qeghorn.     As  for  myself  I  am 

weU,asfaras will  let  a 

■lan  be ;  but  with  these  I  am  happy. 


When  you  meet  with  my  very  agreeible  friend 
J.  Symc,  give  him  fi>r  me  a  hearty  aquecK^  and 
bid,  God  bless  him. 

b  there  any  probability  of  your  being  soon  in 
Ediaborgh? 


No.  CXLVin. 
TO  DR.  MOORE. 


DwK^riu^  Excise  Ojfee,  lith  July,  1790. 

us* 

CoMiiro  into  town  this  morning,  to  attend 

my  duty  in  this  office,  it  being  collwtion-day,  I 
met  with  a  gentleman  who  tdls  me  he  is  on  his 
way  to  London ;  so  I  take  the  opportunity  of 
writing  to  you,  as  franking  is  at  present  under 
a  temporary  dMth.    I  shall  have  some  snatches 
•f  leisure  through  the  day,  amid  our  horrid  bu- 
ainesi  and  busUe,  and  I  shall  improve  them  as 
well  aa  I  can ;  but  let  my  letter  be  as  stupid  as 
.     .     ...     .,  as  miscellaneous  as  a  news- 

ptper,  as  short  as  a  hun^  graoe-before-meat, 
or  as  kmg  aa  a  Uw-paper  m  the  DougUs'  cause ; 
as  ill-spelt  as  country  John's  billet-doux,  or  as 
unnghUy  a  scrawl  as  Betty  Bjrremucker's  an- 
ewer  to  it ;  I  hope,  coosideriDg  circumstances, 
yon  will  forgive  it ;  and  as  it  will  put  you  to  no 
expense  of  postage,  I  shall  have  the  less  reflec- 
tkm  about  it. 

I  am  sadly  ungrateful  in  not  returning  you 
By  thanks  for  your  most  valuable  prevent,  Ze- 
imeo.  In  foct,  you  are  in  some  degree  blameable 
for  my  neglect.  You  were  pleaswl  to  express  a 
widk  for  my  opinion  of  the  work,  which  so  flat- ' 
tared  me,  that  nothing  lesn  would  wrve  my; 
ew-witiuPg  fito^i  t^  *  fbnnal  criticism  on 


the  book.  In  foct,  I  have  gravely  planned  A 
comparative  view  of  yon.  Fielding,  RichaidaOB* 
and  SmoUett,  in  jrour  different  qualities  and  me* 
ritfl  as  novel-writers.  This,  I  own,  betrays  mj 
ridiculous  vanity,  and  I  may  probably  never 
bring  the  business  to  bear  ;  but  I  am  food  ef 
the  spiiit  young  Elihu  shows  in  the  book  of 
Juli — *<  And  I  said,  I  will  also  declare  my  opi- 
nion.**  I  have  quite  disfigured  my  co|^  of  the 
book  with  my  annotations.  I  never  take  it  np 
without  at  the  same  time  taking  my  pencil* 
and  marking  with  asterisks,  parenthesis,  Ice 
wherever  I  meet  with  an  original  thought,  a 
nervous  remark  on  life  and  manner^  a  remark- 
ably well-turned  period,  or  a  character  sketched 
with  uncommon  precision. 
^  Though  I  shall  hardly  think  of  foirly  writing 
out  my  **  G>mparative  View,*'  I  shall  certainly 
trouble  you  with  my  renuuk%  such  as  they  am. 
I  have  just  received  from  my  gentleman,  that 
horrid  summons  in  the  book  of 
**  That  time  shall  be  no  more !" 

The  little  collection  of  sonnets  have 
charming  poetry  in  them.  If  ituked  1  am 
debted  to  the  foir  author  for  the  book,  and  noty 
as  I  rather  suspect,  to  a  celebrated  author  of 
the  other  sex,  I  shouM  certainly  have  wiitlea  to 
the  lady,  with  my  grateful  acknowledgmenti^ 
and  my  own  ideas  of  the  comparativo  evfrlleDoa 
of  her  pieces.  I  would  do  this"laet,  not  frooa 
any  vanity  of  thinking  that  my  reinariB  eooU 
be  of  much  consequence  to  Mrs.  Smith,  bat 
merely  from  my  own  feelings  aa  an  attthor«  do* 
ing  aa  I  wonU  be  done  by. 


No.  CXLIX. 

TO  MR.  MOBDOGH, 
TKACKxa  or  raxKCH,  lomdov. 

MT  BKAa  an,        JBBukmd^  Jmiy  18,  1790. 

I  axcxzvKD  a  letter  from  yon  a  long  dao 
ago,  but  unfortunalal  V  at  it  was  in  the  tiaae  of 
my  peregrinations  and  jonmeyings  ihroogli  Seo^ 
land,  I  mislaid  or  lost  it,  ud  by  eootcqaeaee' 
your  direction  along  with  it.    Luckily  my  good 
star  brought  me  acquainted  with  Mr.  Kennedyt 
who,  I  understand,  is  an  acquaintanee  of  yours : 
and  by  his  means  and  mediation  I  hope  to  re- 
place that  link  which  my  unfortunate  negli- 
gence hid  so  unluckily  broke  in  the  chain  of 
our  correspondence.     I  was  the  more  vexed  at 
the  vile  accident,  as  my  brother  William,  a  jonr- 
ne>'man  saddler,  has  been  for  some  time  in  I^ia- 
don  ;  and  wished  above  all  things  for  yonr  di- 
rection, that  he  might  have  paid  bis  reapecta  to 
his  PATHKR*s  raxcNb. 

His  hnt  addrem  he  ncnt  me  ^••»    **  ^•^ 
Burns,   at   Mr.  BarberX    SeddUr,    No.   IJl, 
Strand."     I  write  hinv  Vj^^t.'^^^^'^y!  *•* 
neglected  to  ask  him  for  7^^  ^id**"*  •,  wb  »  T'^ 


e,  Ln  n1i.t 


BDRNS' 


'slutian  of  phrue,  I  iliill 
iTcJope  jrel  oat  couaal  llu<  plain  tLoiv-^ 
My  dor  Mr.  Tut.  mj  friend  Mr.  Dai^^. 
horn  1  have  the  pluuire  oT  lutmluciiig  Ui  yvu. 


inlht,' 


importout  coniidcriUDD  i> 
111  It  ill  EvraU.  yuur  notu 
ill  tie  1  ».ry  gieal  Kiji.i-ili 
re  pltigt  nii-Klf  Ibit  Lu  w 


WORKS. 

of  1  ipuiinr,  ind  «tln  1^  pdf-gwi  *f  •  MlM«ki 
bof-  CnUioo-dafneiBf  jofanA  mA  ■■  thiTt 
God  oolr  eu  auiit  ud  tlw  dnil  attf  ma  p«- 
!■  the  cwpedHilina  w^  dC  Od%d^  I 
th«T  bwl  lU  but  ooB  DBk.  1  W  iuMaat 
hild  U  th*  udmr  of  my  wiiba !  O  fcr  • 
vilheciiig  runt  le  UhI  the  getMUB  of  A^ 
■ricked  maeliiiutioiu.  O  for  ■  painaB*  t8>M 
du,  wiii)|«l  fcam  the  torrid  not  of  Tattam,  to 
iwwp  tht  ■prfaTJingrmpftf  rWirrintJBOTii  oe^ 
irivua.  to  the  lowHt  hell ! 


tlint:  0(>Uthemeii>ty<i'urlinK0fUre.wboiii 
1  kaenr  in  Edinbu^h,  yau  an  the  moet  tea*- 
■Ibli  on  ihc  lidc  DQ  whirh  I  have  wHiIid  you. 
Tou  m  very  much  ilMrud  iaJrtd  frdiii  whtt 
you  wtr»  when  I  kdew  you.  if  genrrosily  point 
Ihc  piBh  yoit  will  tigt  tnad,  ur  Luiuuiliy  call  tit 

Ai  to  Diyidfi  >  b«ng  to  whoH  iatereit  I  bc- 

hmlhiof  II  ail  tiinct,  thlnklug  >gmeiime>,  *nd 
rhf  mini  oov  and  thru.     Evert'  liluiliun  Iiu  111 

Uy  ben  ciHiipliineaU  to  your  fitlicr  and  Mi» 
Tail.  If  you  have  an  oppnrtuiiity,  plvuE  re- 
Miinbn'  nit  in  the  mlcmn  liaifue  nwl  oivcuuit 
of  friendihip  to  Mn.  Lcivia  liny.  1  am  a 
wmeh  for  not  writing  hrrj  but  I  im  po  fancli- 
D«y«d  with  wlf-BcciuiiiDn  in  lluil  vny,  ll.nl 


nubitlCy  of  u 
idv  M"     ' 

llnplin. 


I  ibell.     When  ii 


Kbeg 

ai  Ml.  Wia.  Hwiiiliu 

ID  lud  fiuniJy  ;  and  Mm.  Cli 

with  Mia  Nimi 


TO  . 

«(  any  wrvice  to  the  Rev.  Ductur,  •  is  I  firar  very 
doubtful.  Aju'i  ihicliC  euniJited,  1  thiiJi,  uf 
•ncD  bull-hida  and  a  plate  uf  bnn>  which  al- 
togitho-  let  Hector'*  utuioft  force  St  defince. 
Alu  ■  I  am  oot  a  Hector,  and  1)^  worthy  Doc- 

Ifnorabee,  luperatition.  bigotry,  ttupidity,  ma- 
in a  masy  frame  of  brum  impudence.  Good 
Oad,  Sir !  to  anch  a  abieU,  humout  ii  the  peck 


•  Di-N'OUItfAyi, 


LETTERS,  17B1. 

No.  CLVIL 

TO  MR.  CUNNINOHAIL 

SlULmd,  isd  Jtutmarf,  1791. 

iKr  happv  Mtunu  of  th*  maOB  to  jraa, 
ear  frieivi  f  Aa  many  of  th*  |DOd  lluiigi  al 

lie,  ai  !■  coniiumi  with  the  uaual  BixtBn 
of  gtod  and  eiril  io  the  cup  of  Beii^ ! 

B  juit  Gaiihed  a  poem,  vhich  jsn  will 
iDcloaed.    It  ia  tny  firat  eaay  ia  tin  wkj 


pwtic  coinpoaititn,  I  mt  |Teat  aw»  bjr  pMr 

'  iR  1  but  in  eeDtinwDtd  Tena*.  ia  the  pa^ 

try  of  the  lieart.   m  Bomau  Catholic  mr  wt 

■re  value  on  the  ia&lliblllly  of  tha  lUf  Fa- 


Lira  ne'er  exulted  io  ao  rteh  a  ptiia> 
Burnet,  kmly  froBi  W  natiTi  das  ; 
T  eOTiona  diath  M  triunph'd  id  a  falow, 
that  irhich  laid  th'  aeoomptkh'd  Btu«at  law. 

Thy  fonu  aod  mind,  awcel  nwid,  laa  I  tatfM  i 
In  richeat  or*  the  btighlHt  jewel  aet  1 
In  thee,  high  Heaveo  abon  waa  trocat  'akaaau, 
Aa  by  hia  nobleat  work  the  Godhead  bo*  ia 


<  rain  ye  flaual  ia  aommer'a  pndoi  yo  Srovaa  i 
Thoo  cryital  aimmlet  with  thy  Bowery  aboc*; 
Ye  woodland  choir  that  chaunt  yowt  idle  !<"••. 
ihano  ;  Eli«i  i*  tw  m*"*- 

Ye  heathy  watte*  inmi»'d  -wilit  <«*?  *?V_w 
t,  wi»fe  ¥iV   "^  ""^ 

I«  }^  I  fly,  y*  w 


m 


WnM9  WOitKt. 


And  bf  tooM  derilnk  eaatrip  dig^kit 
Bach  in  hit  ctuld  hud  held  a  lifht.** 

Bat  whra  I  came  to  the  tiioceediiif  iiiM%  mjr 
Uood  ran  cold  within  me : 

**  A  knife  a  father*!  throat  had  mangled. 
Whom  hii  ain  ion  of  life  bereft  : 
The  grey  hairs  yet  Uuck  to  the  heft" 

And  here,  after  the  two  following  lines,  **  Wi* 
mair  o*  horrible  and  awfu*,"  kc  the  descriptive 
part  might  perhaps  have  been  better  closed,  than 
the  four  lines  which  succeed,  which,  though 
kood  in  themselves,  yet  as  they  derive  all  their 
merit  from  the  satira  they  contain,  are  here 
Mther  misplaced  among  the  circumstances  of 
pvre  horror.*  The  initiation  of  the  young 
witch  is  most  happily  described — the  e£fect  of 
h$t  charms,  exhibited  in  the  dance,  on  Satan 
himself— the  apostrophe—"  Ah,  little  thought 
&T  reverend  grannie  !** — the  transport  of  Tarn, 
wko  forgets  his  situation,  and  enters  completely 
into  the  spirit  of  the  scene,  are  all  features  of 
high  merit,  in  this  excellent  compoaitioo.  The 
only  fuilt  it  possesses,  is,  that  the  winding  up, 
or  conclusion  of  the  story,  is  not  commensurate 
to  the  interest  which  is  excited  by  the  descrip- 
tive and  characteristic  painting  of  the  preceding 
parts. — The  preparation  is  fine,  but  the  result 
it  not  adequate.  But  for  this,  perhaps,  you 
have  a  good  apology — you  stick  to  the  popular 
tale. 

And  now  that  I  have  got  out  my  mind,  and 
ftel  a  little  relieved  of  the  weight  of  that  debt 
I  owed  you,  let  me  end  this  desultory  scroll  by 
wa  advice :  — You  have  proved  your  talent  for 
a  species  of  composition,  in  which  but  a  very 
few  of  our  own  poets  have  succeeded — Go  on 
—write  more  tales  in  the  same  style ;  you  will 
edipse  Prior  and  La  Fontaine ;  for,  with  equal 
wit,  equal  power  of  numbers,  and  equal  naivetS 
of  expression,  you  have  a  bolder,  and  more  vi- 
gorous imagination. 

I  am,  dear  Sir,  with  much  esteem, 
Yours,  8cc 


No.  CLX. 

TO  THE  SAME. 
aim, 

NoTBiKQ  lets  than  the  unfortunate  accident 
I  have  met  with,  could  have  prevented  my 
grateful  acknowledgments  for  your  letter.  His 
own  fevourite  poem,  and  that  an  ettay  in  a 
walk  of  the  muses  entirely  new  to  him,  where 
Gonteqnently  his  hopes  and  fears  were  in  the 
mott  anxious  alarm  for  his  tuccets  in  the  at- 
tempt ;  to  have  that  poem  so  much  applauded 
by  one  of  the  first  jot^es,  was  the  mott  deiici- 
out  vibration  that  ever  trilled  along  the  heart- 


•  Our  bani  wofittd  by  Mr.  Tytlti^  cdtidsm,  and 


ttriwgt  o£  a  pOQP  pitia  lMW<iW| 
to  ktep  «p  the  proper  proportioB  tl  evil  wi  A 
the  good,  which«  it  teont  it  ■aceaiary  m  thia 
toblunary  atate,  thought  proper  ta  cheek  my 
exultation  by  a  very  terioot  miafortiuuu  A, 
day  or  two  after  I  received  your  letter,  jny 
horte  came  down  with  me  and  broke  my  right 
arm.  At  this  it  the  firtt  tervioe  my  arm  haa 
done  me  tince  its  disaster,  I  find  myself  unable 
to  do  more  than  just  in  general  terma  to  thank 
you  for  this  additional  instance  of  your  patron- 
age and  friendship.  As  to  the  faults  you  de- 
tected in  the  piece,  they  are  truly  there  :  ona 
of  them,  the  hit  at  the  lawyer  and  priett,  I  thall 
cut  out ;  as  to  the  falling  off  in  the  catattn^ika, 
for  the  reiAoo  you  justly  adduce,  it  cannot  eatily 
be  remedied.  Your  approbation.  Sir,  has  given 
me  such  additional  9pirit<  to  persevere  in  thtt 
species  of  poetic  composition,  that  I  am  alrMdy 
revolving  two  or  three  ttories  in  my  fancy.  IS 
I  can  bring  these  floating  ideas  to  bear  any  kind 
of  embodied  form,  it  will  give  me  an  additional 
opportunity  of  assuring  you  how  much  I  hav* 
the  honour  to  be,  &c. 


No.  GLXL 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

JEOiMland,  7th  FOrumr^  1791. 

Whkn  I  tell  you.  Madam,  that  by  a  fiiU,  mC 
from  my  horse,  but  with  my  hortt*  I  hav«  been 
a  cripple  eome  time,  and  Uiat  thie  ia  tiie  firet 
day  my  arm  and  hand  have  beoi  abk  t9  eerre 
me  in  writing ;  you  will  allow  that  it  ie  too 
good  an  apology  for  my  seemingly  ungrateful 
silence.  I  am  now  getting  better,  and  am  abin 
to  rhyme  a  little,  which  impliet  some  toleraUs 
ease ;  as  I  cannot  think  that  the  mott 
genius  is  able  to  compose  on  the  rack. 

I  do  not  remember  if  ever  I  mentioatd  to  jwa 
my  having  an  idea  of  compoting  an  thigf  oa 
the  late  Miss  Burnet  of  Monboddo.  I  had  tka 
honour  of  being  pretty  well  acquainted  with 
her,  and  have  seldom  fdt  so  much  at  the  hiee  «f 
an  acquaintance,  as  when  I  heard  that  ao  amia- 
ble and  accomplished  a  piece  of  Ood*a  works 
was  no  more.  I  have  as  yet  gone  no  fiuthcr 
than  the  following  fragment  of  which  ploase  lat 
me  have  your  opinion.  You  know  that  alegj 
is  a  subject  so  much  exhausted,  that  any  new 
idea  on  the  butinett  it  not  to  be  expected  ;  *tin 
well  if  we  can  pUux  an  old  idea  in  a  new  light. 
How  fitf  I  have  tucceeded  as  to  thia  ]aat»  fma 
will  judge  from  what  follows :— (See  p.  347, 
then  this  additional  verse). 

The  parent't  heart  that  nettled  fond  ii^ 
That  heart  how  tunk,  a  prey  to 
care ! 

So  deekt  the  woodbine  sw«Qk  yoa  >e^ 
So  from  it  ravaged,  IttLvea  i^  bleak 

I  hftTi  pootaded  n»  ^kc^Mf* 


BORNS'  WORK!. 


M I  ibk  faM  iliifU  ^MM,  tad  to  tMrikfiow- 
hr  latniit  M  tkt  offiot  of  my  paridi  prieit,  I 
■mB  iU  up  tkt  ptgt  in  1117  own  way,  and  givo 
JM  MbUmt  ioog  ^  my  lata  eompoaitiont  wkiek 
win  appear,  parhapi^  in  Johnton*t  work,  as  well 
M  tbt  former. 

Yon  mutt  know  a  beautiful  Jacobite  air, 
Tktr^B  iMoer  bt  peae§  HU  JamU  comet  Aome. 
Ithtm  political  combttetton  oeaaea  to  be  the  ob- 
■f  prineea  and  patriota,  it  then,  you  know, 
tbe  lawfiil  prey  of  biatoriaaB  and  poeta. 

iSm  Songi,  p.  2S6). 


jtf  JM  lika  the  air,  and  if  the  ttanxas  hit  your 

'1  yov  eaanot  imagine,  my  dear  friend,  how 

you  would  oblige  me,  if,  by  the  charms 

ytnr  deUghtful  roica,  you  would  give  my 

iffiiaion  to  '<  the  memory  of  joys  that  are 

"  to  the  few  friends  whom  you  indulge  in 

plaaiurc.     But  I  have  scribbled  on  'till  I 

the  dock  has  intimated  the  near  approach 


MMTi 


**  That  hour  o*  night's  bhwk  arch  the  key- 


fli  good  flight  to  you !  Sound  be  your  deep, 
••I  ddaetable  your  dreams !  Apropos,  how  do 
ylH  lika  this  thought  in  a  ballad,  I  have  just 
■•fir  OB  the  tapis  ? 

I  look  to  the  west,  when  I  gae  to  rest, 

Thai  happy  my  draama  and  my  slumbers  may 
ba: 

Fir  flbr  in  the  west  is  he  I  lo*e  best — 
Tlie  lad  that  is  dear  to  my  baby  and  me ! 


Qood  nighty  once  more,  and  God  blesa  yon 


NobCXUX. 
TO  MR.  ALEXANDER  DALZIEL,* 

rACTOBy  PI]h>LATSTON. 

Smdand,  March  19,  1791. 

t  HATJi  taken  the  liberty  to  frank  this  lettef 
lo  yon,  as  it  endoses  an  idle  poem  of  mine, 


(  TVs  gratleman,  the  ftetor,  or  steward,  of  Butw^i 
MMBfHmd,  LordGlsnoairn,  with  a  viewtoenoourage 
n  mend  edittoo  of  the  poenis,  laid  the  volume  before 
kll  MrMiip,  with  nidi  an  aeeounC  of  the  nittie  bardli 
itkw  dad  prospect!  at  from  hU  slender  aoquaint- 
with  him  he  oouM  fkimiih.  The  result,  as  oom- 
.  lo  Bums  by  Mr.  Dalslel,  Is  highly  creditable 
tollMiahafactnrorLordGleDeakra.  After  reading  the 
haekm  bh  lordship  declared  that  ito  merits  ffreaUy  ex* 
mm  his  expeetettoo.  and  he  took  it  with  him  as  a 

<■!%  tTTMlHiiiiki    Hi  my  mil  A.  m 


which  I  send  yoa;  ml  Ood  knovt  yoti  wuf 
parhapa  pay  dear  enough  ibr  it  if  yon  read  it 
through.  Not  that  thia  is  my  owA  opinion  ;  bat 
an  author,  by  the  time  he  has  eompoead  and 
eorreetad  hia  work,  baa  quite  porod  away  all 
his  powers  of  criticd  diseriminatioa. 

I  can  easily  guess  from  my  own  heart,  what 
you  have  felt  on  a  late  moat  melancholy  oraat. 
God  knows  what  I  have  su&red,  at  the  lorn  of 
my  best  friend,  my  first,  my  dearest  patron  and 
b«ie&ctor ;  the  man  to  whom  I  owe  all  that  I 
am  and  have !  I  am  gone  into  monming  Cor 
him,  and  with  more  sincerity  of  grief  than  I 
fear  aome  will,  who  by  nature's  ties  ought  to 
feel  on  the  occasion. 

I  will  be  exceedingly  obliged  to  yon  indood» 
to  let  me  know  the  news  of  the  noble  fiuiiily» 
how  the  poor  mother  and  the  two  sisters  oopi 
port  thdr  loss.  I  had  a  packet  of  poetic  bogn- 
telles  ready  to  send  to  Lady  Betty,  when  I  aa«r 
the  fatal  tiding*  in  the  newspaper.  I  aea  by  ^m 
same  channel  that  the  honoured  ancAiNa  oi  my 
noble  patron,  are  designed  to  be  brought  to  tkm 
frmity  burid  place.  Dare  I  trouble  von  to  let 
me  know  privatdy  before  the  day  of  lateroMtt^ 
that  I  may  cross  the  country,  and  stad  amo^g 
the  crowd,  to  pay  a  tear  to  the  last  sight  of  mf 
ever  revered  bene&ctor  ?  It  will  oblige  ■•  bo« 
yood  expression. 


N0.CL. 


FROM  DR.  MOORE. 

DKAn  aim,  Lomdom,  29ih  Mouth,  1791* 

Y00&  letter  of  the  S8th  of  Februanr  I 
ved  only  two  days  ago,  and  thia  day  I  hod  tlw 
pleasure  of  waiting  on  the  Rev.  Mr.  Boird,  at 
the  t>uke  of  Athole*s,  who  had  been  ao  obU^ag 
as  to  transmit  it  to  me,  with  the  printed  TaraiB 
on  AUoway  Churchy  the  EUgjf  on  Cafftukm 
Htndermm,  and  the  Epitaph*  There  aro  many 
poeticd  beauties  in  the  former  t  what  I  portioi* 
larly  admire  are  the  three  striking  simileo  from 


*<  Or  like  the  snow  frlls  in  the  river,** 
and  the  eight  lines  which  b^n  with 

*<  By  this  time  he  was  cross  the  ford  ; 


•• 


80  ezqubitely  expressive  of  the  superttitiooo  las* 
presiions  of  the  country.  And  the  twonty-two 
lines  from 


*<  Coffins  stood  round  like  open 


•• 


wishes  to  be  of  service  to  Bums,  and  deiAroA  Mr.  IMU 
liel  to  inform  him,  that  in  patroniting  the  book,  «a^ 
ering  It  with  eflfect  into  the  world,  or  treoflnf  wim 
the  TxMksellen,  he  would  meet  w\VUn«\ll\vo  *«» 
aid  in  his  power ;  adding  his  Kqttca%.tbaX.  n^^^roa  woMOa 
take  the  earliest  opportunity  of  IctKkna  ^*J^  K2!!Lj^ 
what  way  or  manner  he  could  beait  •««w»^r32t?SI2SL 
He  also  expressed  a  wish  to  wtm   %Bioa  eC  jP^^rrf^S^ 
llshed  manuscripts,  with  a  vleir  ^^«^\iiiA)&nt^\amap 

'    With  tlw  wgril-CaMr  ~ 


UB 


B0BN8'  WORKa 


tatioB,  which  yoor  high  nnkt  can  •caredyertr 
>ope  to  enjoy,  are  the  channi  of  ]ovcly  woooaa 
Ib  my  humble  walk  of  hSt. 

Thia  ia  the  greateat  tflbrt  my  broken  ann  haa 
jfl  made.  Dcs  let  me  hear  by  fint  poat,  how 
dUr  pttit  Mmmtur  oomea  on  with  hia  amalU 
Ifky  Almighty  Goodneat  preaenrc  and  re- 
! 


No.  CLII. 
TO  MR.  CUNNINGHAAI. 

11/A  Jme,  1791. 

Lit  me  interest  you.  my  dear  Cunningham, 
ia  bdialf  of  the  gcntlemin,  who  waitu  on  you 
with  this.  He  is  a  Mr.  Clarke,  of  Moffat, 
yrindpal  achoolmaater  there,  and  is  at  pret>ent 

adfering  severely  under  the of 

mm  or  two  poweriiil  individuals  of  his  cm- 
ployera.     He  is  accu!«d  of  har»hnes8  to     .     . 

•  .  .  that  were  placed  under  his  care. 
God  help  the  teacher,  if  a  mm  of  sensibility 
Bad  genius,  and  such  is  my  friend  Clarke, 
when  a  booby  father  presents  him  with  hi« 
booby  son,  and  in»»ts  cm  lighting  up  the  rjys 
of  aetenee^  in  a  felluw*s  head  whose  skull  is  im* 
penriooa  and  inaccessible  by  any  other  way 
than  a  positive  fracture  with  a  cudgel ;  a  fellow 
whom,  in  fact,  it  savours  of  impiety  to  attempt 
Making  a  scholar  of,  as  he  has  been  marked  a 
Hftflkhf^  in  the  Ixxik  of  £ite,  at  the  almighty 
te  of  hia  Creator. 

The  patrons  of  Moffiit  school  are,  the  mi- 
matera,  magiatratea,  and  town-conncil  of  Edin- 
bargh,  and  as  the  business  eomea  now  before 
Acm,  let  me  beg  my  dearest  friend  to  do  every 
tiimg  in  hia  power  to  ser^'e  the  interests  of  a 
■laa  of  genins  and  worth,  and  a  man  whom  I 
particularly  respect  and  esteem.  You  know 
aanae  good  fellows  am«og  the  magistracy  and 

ooancil, but 

jMtieulariy,  you  have  much  to  aay  with  a  re> 
^rfKnd  gentleman  to  whom  you  have  the  ho- 
BOV  of  being  very  nearly  related,  and  whom 
Ida  eoantry  and  age  have  had  the  honour  to 
vrodttoe.  I  need  not  name  the  hbtorian  of 
Charlea  V.*  I  tell  him,  through  the  medium 
of  hia  nephew's  influence,  that  Mr.  CUrke  is  a 
gtntleman  who  will  not  disgrace  even  hia  pa- 
tronage. I  know  the  merita  of  the  cause  tho- 
ronghly,  and  aay  it,  that  my  friend  ia  falling 
a  aacriftce  to  prejudiced  ignorance,  and  .  . 
•  •  .  God  help  the  children  of  dependence ! 
Haled  and  peraecuted  by  their  enemies,  and  too 
flAen,  alas !  almost  unezeeptbnably,  received  by 
Aor  firienda  with  diarespect  and  reproach,  under 
^  thin  diagniae  of  cold  dvili^  and  humiliating 
.adrioe.  O  to  be  a  aturdy  savage,  atalking  in 
iha  pride  of  hia  independence,  aimd  the  aolitaiy 


^•P*. 


ipiBBrittoMb 


wikb  of  hia  deaerta^  rather  diaa  ia  civiliaed 
helplcaaly  to  tremUe  for  a  aubaistence,  praeari- 
oua  aa  the  caprice  of  a  feUow-creaturs !  Evety 
man  haa  hia  virtuea,  and  no  man  ia  witkaat  liia 
failings;  and  curse  on  thai  privikfad  plai»- 
dealii^  of  frieodahip,  which  in  the  hour  of  waj 
calamity,  cannot  roich  forth  the  bdpiog  hand 
without  at  the  aame  time  poiating  out  thoaa 
failings,  and  apportioning  them  thor  ahara  ib 
procuring  my  present  distress.  My  frieada,  tat 
such  the  world  calls  ye,  aod  auch  ye  think  yoar- 
sdvea  to  be,  pass  by  virtues  if  vau  pteaas^  bat 
do,  also,  spare  my  follies :  the  Irst  will  witocaa 
in  my  breast  for  themselves,  and  the  last  will 
give  pain  enough  to  the  ingenuoua  mind  witlw 
out  you.  And  since  deviating  more  or  leas  frooa 
the  paths  of  propriety  and  rectitude,  muat  be 
incident  to  human  nature,  do  thou,  fortune 
put  it  in  my  power,  always  from  myself  and 
of  mj-aelf,  to  bear  the  consequences  of  thoaa 
errors.  I  do  not  want  to  be  independent  that 
I  may  sin,  but  I  want  to  be  independent  io  my 
sinniug. 

To  return  in  this  rambling  letter  to  the  aub- 
ject  I  aet  out  with,  let  me  recommend  my  friond, 
Mr.  Clarke,  to  your  acquainUnoe  and  good  of- 
fices ;  his  worth  entitles  him  to  the  one,  and 
bin  gratitude  will  merit  the  other.  I  bog  oaocb 
to  bear  from  you.     Adieu. 


No.  CLHL 

FROM  THE  EARL  OF  BUCHAN. 

Dryburgh  Abbey,  \7tk  Jirac,  1791. 
Loan  BucHAN  has  thepleaaure  to  iaviteBCr. 
Burns  to  make  one  at  the  coronation  of  the  boat 
of  Thomson,  on  Ednam  Hill,  on  the  82d  of  Sep* 
tember  ;  fur  which  day  perhaps  his  muse  may 
intipire  an  ode  suited  to  the  occasion.  Suppoaa 
Mr.  Burns  should,  leaving  the  Nith,  go  acroaa 
the  country,  and  meet  the  Tweed  at  the  noauat 
point  from  his  farm— and,  wandering  aloog  tbo 
pastoral  banks  of  Th<mison's  pure  parent  etraaai, 
catch  inspiration  on  the  devious  walk,  till  bo 
6nds  Lord  Buchan  sitting  on  the  ruins  of  Dry- 
burgh.  There  the  commendator  will  give  hiot 
a  hearty  welcome,  and  try  to  light  hia  laaap  at 
the  pure  flame  of  native  geniua,  upon  the  altar 
of  Caledonian  virtue.  This  poetical  perambo- 
lation  of  the  Tweed,  is  a  thought  of  the  lato 
Sir  Gilbert  Elliotts  and  of  Lord  Minto*s,  follow* 
ed  out  by  his  accomplished  grandson,  the  pre* 
sent  Sir  Gilbert,  who,  having  been  with  Lord 
Buchan  lately,  the  project  was  renewad*  and 
will,  they  hope,  be  executed  in  the  maancr  prQ% 
poaed. 
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duak  of  i  rained  Wall.  Nothlnf  lew,  Madam, 
could  have  made  me  to  long  neglect  yonr  oblif- 
iog  ei>mmaQd*>  Indeed  I  kad  one  apology — the 
bagatelle  was  not  worth  presenting.     Beaides, 

■0  BtroBgly  am  I  interented  in  Min  D *§  fate 

•ad  welfare  in  the  aeriout  huainen  of  life,  amid 
ka  chances  and  changes  ;  that  to  make  her  the 
•object  of  a  silly  ballad,  is  downright  mockery  of 
these  ardent  feelings;  'tis  like  an  impertinent 
jeat  to  a  dying  friend. 

Gracious  Heaven !  why  this  disparity  be- 
tween our  wishes  and  our  powers  ?  Why  is  the 
■Mst  generous  wish  to  make  others  blest,  impo- 
tent and  ine£EectuaI— as  the  idle  breeze  that 
crosses  the  pathless  desert  ?  In  my  walks  of  life 
'I  have  met  with  a  few  people  to  whom  how 
gladly  would  I  have  said — *'  Go,  be  happy  !  I 
Jtnow  that  your  hearta  have  been  wounded  by 
the  scorn  of  the  prond,  whom  accident  has  plac- 
ed above  you — or  worse  still,  in  whose  hand  are, 
perhapM,  placed  many  of  the  comforts  of  your 
life.  But  there !  ascend  that  rock.  Indepen- 
dence, and  look  justly  down  on  their  littleness 
of  soul.  Mkke  the  worthless  tremble  under  your 
indignation,  and'tlie  foolish  sink  before  your  con- 
tempt; and  largely  impart  that  happiness  to 
Mhers,  which,  1  am  certain,  will  give  yourselves 
lb  much  pleasure  to  bestow  !*' 

Why,  dear  Madam,  must  I  wake  from  this  de- 
lightful reverie,  and  find  it  all  a  dream  ?  Why, 
•mid  my  generous  enthusiasm,  must  I  find  my- 
■elf  poor  and  powerless,  incapable  of  wiping  one 
tear  from  the  eye  of  pity,  or  of  adding  one  com- 
fort to  the  friend  I  love ! — Out  upon  the  world  ! 
•ay  I,  that  its  aflloirs  are  administered  so  ill  ? 
They  talk  of  reform  ;-^^ood  Heaven !  what  a 
refenn  would  I  make  among  the  aons,  and  even 
the  daughters  of  men  ! — ^Down,  immediately, 
dwold  go  foola  from  the  high  places  where  mis- 
^gotten  chance  haa  perked  them  up,  and  through 
life  ahould  they  akolk,  ever  haunted  by  their  na^ 
tire  insignificance,  aa  the  body  marches  accom- 
panied by  ita  shadow. — Aa  for  a  mnch  more  for- 
Budable  claaa,  the  knacmi^  I  am  at  a  loaa  what  to 
do  with  them :  Had  la  world,  there  ahould  not 
bs  a  knave  in  it. 


No.  CLXIL 
TO  BIRS.  DUNLOP 


But  the  hand  that  conld  give,  I  would  liberaUy 
ftU  ;  and  I  would  pour  delight  on  the  heart  that 
eould  kindly  forgive,  and  generously  love. 

Still  the  inequalities  of  his  life  are,  among 
neo,  comparatively  tolerable — but  there  is  a  de- 
licacy, a  tenderness,  accompanying  every  view 
in  which  we  can  place  lovely  Woman,  that  are 
grated  and  shodced  at  the  rude,  capricious  dis- 
tinctions of  fortune.  Woman  is  the  blood-royal 
*yt  life :  let  there  be  slight  degrees  of  precedency 
•mm^  them — but  let  them  be  all  sacred. 
Wbetter  this  last  sentiment  be  right  or  wrong, 
I  an  not  aeeonntable ;  it  is  an  original  compo- 
nent feature  of  my  mind. 


EUiiUmd,  nth  Decmkber,  1791. 

Mamt  thanks  to  you.  Madam,  lor  your  gttod 
news  respecting  the  little  floweret  and  the  ■!•-• 
ther  plant.  I  hope  my  poetic  prayers  Iwv* 
been  heard,  and  will  be  answered  up  to  ^m 
warmest  sincerity  of  their  fullest  extent ;  and 
then  Mrs.  Hebri  will  find  her  little  darUag  ^m 
representative  of  his  late  parent,  in  every  thing 
but  his  abridged  existence. 

I  have  just  finished  the  following  song,  whid^ 
to  a  lady  the  descendant  of  Wallace,  and  many 
heroes  of  his  truly  illustrious  line,  and  herssif 
the  mother  uf  several  soldiers,  needs  neither  pre* 
face  nor  apolog)*. 

(Death  Somp,     Seep,  230) 


The  circumstance  that  gave  rise  to  the 
^ning  verMcs  was,  looking  over,  with  a  mtfsiral 
friend,  McDonald's  collection  of  Highland  airs  ; 
I  was  struck  with  one,  an  Itde  of  Skjre  tana* 
entitled  OroH  an  Aoig,  or.  The  Homg  afjDeatkp 
to  the  measure  of  which  I  have  adapted  any 
stanxas.  I  have  of  late  composed  two  or  throe 
other  little  pieces,  which  ere  yon  full  orbed 
moon,  whose  broad  impudent  hce  now  stares  at 
old  mother  earth  all  night,  ahall  have  sliroak 
into  a  modest  crescent,  just  peeping  liMrtk  at 
dewy  dawn,  1  ahall  find  an  hour  to  tranaerftt 
for  you.    A  JDieuJe  vous  eommende  I 

LETTERS,  1792. 

No.  CLXIIL 

TO  FRANCIS  GROSE,  Esq.  P.A.S. 

UB,  179S. 

I  BELIEVE  among  all  our  Scots  literati  yov 
have  not  met  with  Profi»sor  Dugald  Stewart* 
who  fills  the  moral  philosophy  chair  in  the  Uni- 
versity of  Edinburgh.  To  say  that  he  is  a  onaa 
of  the  first  parts,  and  what  is  more,  a  msn  ol 
the  first  worth,  to  a  gentleman  of  your  gencnl 
acquaintance,  and  who  so  much  enjojrs  the  lus» 
ury  of  unencumbered  fireedom  and  undisturbed 
privacy,  is  not  perhaps  recommendation  enough : 
— but  when  I  inform  you  that  Mr.  Stewart'a 
principal  characteriatic  is  your  fevourite  fea- 
ture ;  thuU  sterling  independence  of  mind,  which* 
though  every  man's  right,  so  few  men  have  ^Sbm 
courage  to  claim,  and  fewer  still  the 
mity  to  aupport : — When  I  tell  you,  that 
duced  by  splendour,  and  nndisguAted  by 
edneas,  he  appreciates  thm  merits  o€  tiM 
Ktors  in  the  great  dnuB%  isf  Ufe|  merely  an  ^ey 
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•ad  womeiiy  whe  were  busy  pnlliiig  items 
of  the  plant  ragwort.  He  obeerved  that  aa 
Mch  peraon  pulled  a  ragwort,  he  or  the  got 
•atride  of  it,  and  called  out,  **  up  horaie  !**  on 
which  the  ragwort  flew  off,  like  Pegasus, 
through  the  air  with  its  rider.  The  foolish  boy 
likewise  pulled  his  ragwort,  and  cried  with  the 
rest,  '<  up  horsie!**  and,  atninge  to  tell,  away 
he  flew  with  the  company.  The  first  stage  at 
which  the  cavalcade  stopt,  was  a  merchant's 
wine  cellar  in  Bourdeaux,  where,  without  say- 
ing by  your  leave,  they  quaffed  away  at  the  b«st 
the  cellar  could  afford,  until  the  morning,  foe  to 
the  impe  and  works  of  darkness,  threatened  to 
throw  light  on  the  matter,  and  frightened  them 
from  their  carousala. 

The  poor  ahepherd  lad,  being  equally  a 
•tranger  to  the  scene  and  the  liquor,  heedlessly 
got  himaelf  drunk;  and  when  the  rest  took 
horse,  he  fell  asleep,  and  was  found  so  next  day 
by  some  of  the  people  belonging  to  the  merchant. 
Somebody  that  understood  Scotch,  asking  him 
what  he  was,  he  said  he  was  8uch-a-one*s  herd 
io  Alloway,  and  by  some  means  or  other  getting 
komt  again,  he  lived  long  to  tell  the  world  the 
vsodrous  tale. 

I  am,  ke,  &c.* 


No.  CLXV. 
TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

5th  January t  1793. 

You  see  my  hurried  life,  Madam :  I  can  only 
•ommand  s^ts  of  time;  however,  I  am  glad 
•f  one  thing  ;  since  I  finished  the  other  sheet, 
tho  politittl  blast  that  threatened  my  welfare 
la  overblown.  I  have  corresponded  with  Com- 
niisioner  Graham,  for  the  Board  had  made 
VM  the  subject  of  their  animadversions;  and 
aos^  I  have  the  pleasure  of  informing  you,  that 
•U  is  set  to  rights  io  that  quarter.  Now,  as  to 
these  iafi>rmers,  may  the  devil  be  let  loose  to 
■  ■  but  hold !  I  was  praying  most  fervently 
ia  my  last  sheet,  and  I  must  not  so  soon  fall  a 
«wtariag  in  this. 

Alaa  !  how  little  do  the  wantonly  or  idly  of- 
ftcMKiB  think  what  mischief  they  do  by  their 
nalieions  insinuations,  indirect  impertinence, 
or  thoughtless  blabbings.     What  a  difierence 


•  This  letter  was  copied  ftom  the  Cfnsura  LUerariat 
1786.  It  was  eommunieatad  to  the  editor  of  that  work 
^  Mr.  OUehrtst  of  Stamford,  with  the  following  re- 
nark. 

**  In  a  eollection  of  miicellaneoui  papers  of  the  An- 
tiqusry  Grate,  which  I  pur^sied  a  few  yean  since, 
I  RNind  the  foUowinf  letter  written  to  him  by  Bums, 
vhen  the  former  was  collecting  the  Antiquities  of  Scot. 
liwH ;  When  I  premise  it  was  on  the  second  tradition 
tiiat  he  afterwards  fbrroed  the  inimitable  tale  of  **  Tun 
CfSbanter,"  I  oannot  doubt  of  its  beina  read  with  great 
Inteiest.    It  were  "burning  day-lighr*  to  point  out  to 


there  is  in  intrinsic  worth,  emdoar, 
lence,  generosity,  kindneaa-^in  all  the  i  hii  i|tw 
and  all  the  virtues,  between  one  dasa  oi  hvmam 
beings  and  another.  For  instance,  the  amlibto 
circle  I  so  lately  mixed  with  in  the  hogritikfa 

hall  of  D ,  their  generous  hearts     their  a»- 

contaminated  dignified  minda — their 
and  polished  understandings — what  a 


when  compared — if  auch  comparing 
downright  sacril^;e— with  the  soul  of  the 
creant  who  can  deliberately  plot  the 
tion  of  an  honest  man  that  never  oflfended  hni, 
and  with  a  grin  of  satisfection  see  the  ui 
nate  being,  his  faithful  wife,  and  prattling  ii 
cents,  turned  over  to  beggary  and  ruin  ! 

Yuur  cup,  ray  dear  Madam,  arrived  safe.  I 
had  two  worthy  fellows  dining  with  me  lim 
other  day,  when  I,  with  great  formality,  pro- 
duced my  whig^eleerie  cup,  and  told  them  that 
it  had  been  a  family- piece  among  the  deaeeod- 
ants  of  Sir  William  Wallace.  This  roused  audi 
an  enthusiasm,  that  they  insbted  on  bumpmof 
the  punch  round  in  it ;  and  by  and  bye, 
did  Vdur  great  ancestor  lay  a  South^tm 
completely  to  rest  than  for  a  time  did 
cup  my  two  friends.  Apropos,  thu  ia  tho 
son  of  wishing.  May  God  hleas  you,  my 
friend,  and  bless  roe  the  humblest  and 
of  your  friends,  by  granting  you  yet  many 
turns  of  the  season  !  May  all  good  thuiga 
tend  you  and  youra  wherever  they  aro 
over  the  earth ! 


•  reader,  (and  who  is  noTa  reader  of  Bums?)  the 
ttMoghts  he  afttrwards  tnmsplanted  into  the  rhythmi- 
pilBHiattm* 

<X  Ob 


No.  CLXVL 

TO  MR.  WILLIAM  SBfELUE. 
PRINTER, 

Dttmfnes,  22d  Jamuay,  179t. 
I  SIT  down,  my  dear  Sir,  to  introduoe  a  yoamt 
lady  to  you,  and  a  lady  in  the  first  ratdca  of 
fashion  too.     What  a  task  !  to  you— who  cam 
no  more  for  the  heixl  of  animals  called  yooi^ 
ladies,    than  you  do  for  the  herd  of  aninnaU 
called  young  gentlemen.     To  you — ^who  drapJM 
and  detest  the  groupings  and  combinatioiM  of 
fashion,  as  an  idiot  painter  that  aeeina  indoo- 
trious  to  place  staring  fools  and  unprincipM 
knaves  in  the  for^^und  of  his  picture,  wkilo 
men  of  sense  and  honesty  are  too  often  thrown 
in   the  dimmest   shades.      Mrs.   Riddel,    who 
will  take  this  letter  to  town  with  her  and 
it  to  you,  is  a  character  that,  even  in  your 
way,  aa  a  naturalist  and  a  philooopher,  woold 
be  an  acquisition  to  your  acquaintance.     Tht 
lady  too  is  a  votary  of  the  muaes ;  and   oa  I 
think  myself  somewhat  of  a  judge  in  my  owb 
trade,  I  assure  you  that  her  verses,  always  eoiw 
rect,  and  often  el^nt,  are  much  beycNid  tkt 
common  ran  of  the  lady-poeUsseg  of  the  day. 
She  is  a  great  admirer  of  jrour  book,  and  kaar- 
ing  me  tay  that  I WM  •equaialed  with  joq.  ite 
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■ent  from  t  departed  friend,  wblcU  vexes  me 
modu  I  hiTe  gotten  one  of  your  Highland 
peUilee,  which  I  fiuicy  would  mdce  a  rery  de» 
emt  one ;  aud  I  want  to  cut  my  armorial  bear- 
ing on  it ;  will  you  be  to  obliging  aa  inquire 
what  will  be  the  ezpenie  of  rach  a  busineaa  ?  I 
do  not  know  that  my  name  it  matriculated,  aa 
the  heralds  call  it,  at  all ;  but  I  have  invented 
arma  for  myself^  so  you  know  I  nhall  be  chief  of 
the  name;  and  by  courtesy  of  Scotland,  trill 
Kkewiae  be  entitled  to  supporters.  These,  how- 
over,  I  do  not  intend  having  on  my  seal.  I  am 
n  bit  of  a  herald  ;  and  shall  give  you,  tecumdum 
mriem,  my  arms.  On  a  fiekl,  azure,  a  holly 
iMMh,  eccdsd,  proper,  in  base ;  a  shepherd's  pipe 
and  crook,  saltierwiae,  also  proper,  in  chieC  On 
n  wreath  of  the  eoloura,  a  wood-lark  perching 
•n  A  aprig  of  bav*tree,  proper :  for  crest,  two 
MOttoea,  round  the  top  of  the  crest.  Wood-notes 
wild.  At  tha  bottom  of  the  shield,  in  the  usual 
place,  Stiter  a  wet  lm»k  than  nae  hield.  By 
die  shepherd's  pipe  and  crook  I  do  not  mean  the 
MNiaenae  of  painters  of  Arcadia  ;  but  a  Stock 
mmd  Norn,  and  a  Cltib,  auch  aa  yon  see  at  the 
bead  of  Allan  Ramaay,  in  Allans  quarto  edition 
■f  the  GndU  Shtphtrd,  By  the  bye,  do  you 
know  Allan  ?  He  must  be  a  man  of  very  great 
gydua.— Why  ia  ha  not  more  known  ? — Has  he 
■0  patrons  ?  or  do  '*  Poverty's  euld  wind  and 
crushing  rain  beat  keen  and  heavy"  on  him  ? 
I  once,  and  but  once,  got  a  glance  of  that  noble 
edition  of  the  nobknt  pastoral  in  the  world,  and 
dear  aa  it  was,  I  mean  dear  as  to  my  po<;ket,  I 
would  have  bought  it ;  but  I  was  told  that  it 
was  printed  and  engraved  for  subscribers  only. 
He  ia  the  on/jr  artist  who  has  hit  genuine  paa- 
toral  coatome.  What,  my  dear  Cunningham, 
ia  there  in  riches,  that  they  narrow  and  harden 
the  heart  ao?  I  think  that  were  I  aa  rich  aa  the 
inn,  I  ahoold  be  aa  generoua  aa  the  day  ;  but 
aa  I  have  no  reason  to  imagine  my  sonl  a  nobler 
one  than  any  other  man's,  I  must  conclude  that 
wealth  imparts  a  bird-lime  quality  to  the  poe- 
aseort  at  which  the  man,  in  his  native  poverty, 
wouU  have  revolted.  What  haa  led  me  to  this, 
ia  the  idea  of  anch  merit  aa  Mr.  Allan  poesesses, 
and  auch  richea  aa  a  nabob  or  governor-contrao- 
tor  possesses,  and  why  they  do  not  form  a  mu- 
tual league.  Let  wealth  shelter  and  cherish  un- 
protected merit,  and  the  gratitude  and  celebrity 
et  that  Btrit  will  xichly  repay  it. 


Na  CLXIX. 

TO  MR.  T.  CLARKE,  Eukivmb. 

My  16,  1798. 

Mm.  Bo&Ms  begs  hiave  to  present  his  most 

ffcapectful  compliments  to  Mr.  Clarke. — Mr.  B. 

■OBie  time  ago  did  himadf  the  honour  of  writ- 

Uig  Mr*  C«  rfspcctiof  coming  out  to  the  coait* 


try  to  give  a  little  mnaical  inslrvetioB  m  al 
ly  reapectable  ianiily,  where  Mr.  C  OMf  have 
his  own  terms,  and  may  be  aa  happy  aa  iado- 
lence,  the  Devil,  and  the  gont  will  permit  Kim* 
Mr.  B.  knows  well  how  Mr.  C.  ia  engaged  with 
another  fomily ;  but  cannot  Mr.  C  find  two  or 
three  weeks  to  spare  to  each  of  them  ?  Mr.  B. 
is  deeply  impressed  with,  and  awfully  conaeio— 
of,  the  high  iroportioce  of  Mr.  C's  time,  who- 
ther  in  the  winged  moments  of  symphonionn 
exhibition,  at  the  keys  of  harmony,  while  list* 
ening  Serhpli^  cvase  their  own  less  dd^tfnl 
strains ; — or  in  the  drowny  hours  of  slumbarono 
repoee^  in  the  armii  of  his  dearly-beloved  elbow* 
chair,  where  the  frowsy,  but  potent  power  of 
indolence,  circumfoscs  her  vapours  round,  nwl 
sheds  her  dews  on,  the  head  of  hrr  darling  aoa. 
— But  half  a  lioe  conveying  half  a 
from  Mr.  C.  would  make  Mr.  B.  the  very 
piest  of  mortala. 


No.  CLXX. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

Jnnan  Water  Foot,  f^d  Augutt,  ITSL 
Do  not  blame  me  for  it.  Madam  mj  ««rm 
coniicirnce,  hackneyed  and  weather -bentna  aa  it 
is,  in  watchim^  and  reproving  my  vagariea,  firi» 
lies,  indolence,  Ice  haa  continued  to  blaoM  Had 
punish  me  sufficiently. 


Do  you  think  it  possible,  my  dear  nad  koa- 
oured  firiend,  that  I  couM  be  ao  loet  to 
for  many  fivours ;  to  esteem  for  mnch 
and  to  U&e  honesty  kind,  pleasurable  tio  o( 
old  acquaintance,  and  I  hope  and  am  sore  of  pea* 
greesive  increasing  fritndahip— aa,  for  a  aiagia 
day,  not  to  think  of  yoa — to  aak  the  Fatea 
they  are  doing  and  about  to  do  with  my 
loved  friend  and  her  wide-eeattered 
and  to  beg  of  them  to  be  aa  kind  to  jom,  aad 
yours  as  they  possibly  can. 

Apropoa  (though  how  it  ia  apropoi,  I  Imvw 
not  kiaure  to  explain),  do  yon  know  that  I  aaa 
almoet  in  love  with  an  acquaintaaee  of  yo«n  T 
— Almost !  said  I — I  am  in  love»  aonae !  ow 
head  and  ears,  deep  aa  the  moat  nnfafhamahla 
abym  of  the  boundless  ocean ;  but  tlM  wotd^ 
Love,  owing  to  the  intermingiedmm  df  the  goad 
and  the  bad,  the  pnre  and  the  impure  in  Aia 
world,  being  rather  an  equivocal  lerm  for 
pressing  one  a  sentiments  and  aenaationa^  I  ~ 
do  justice  to  the  aacred  purity  of  my  attachi 
Know  then,  that  the  heart-struck  awe ;  the 
tant  humble  approach ;  the  delight  wi 
have  in  gazing  upon  and  Uatening  to  a 
ger  of  Heaven,  appearing  in  all  the 
purity  of  his  celestial  hooMb  vaoog  the 
polluted,  fiur  inferior  sons  of  men,  to  ddUvw  4a 
them  tiding  ^t  loakt  Anr  beartf  swim  ia  jif^ 


CORRfiSPONDENCE. 
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atiA  tiieir  imAginatiaoi  lotr  in  transport— «nc1i, 
10  delighting,  and  lo  pure,  were  the  emotions  of 
■If  soul  on  meeting  the  other  day  with  Mias 

L-—  B— f  your  neighbour  at  M .     Mr.  B. 

with  his  two  daughters,  accompanied  by  Mr.  H. 
•f  G.  passing  through  Dumfries  a  few  days  ago, 
on  tlieir  way  to  England,  did  me  the  honour  of 
aJling  on  me ;  on  which  I  took  my  horse 
(tkoogh  God  knows  I  could  ill  spare  the.  time), 
and  accompanied  them  fourteen  or  fifteen  miles, 
and  dined  and  spent  the  day  with  them.  *Twas 
•bout  nine,  I  think,  when  I  left  them  ;  and  rid- 
iag  home,  1  composed  the  following  ballad,  of 
which  you  will  probably  think  you  hare  a  dear 
bargain,  as  it  will  coast  yon  another  groat  of 
postage.  You  must  know  that  there  is  an  old 
Wlad  beginning  with 


'*  My  bonnie  Liaie  Baillie 

I*U  row  thee  in  my  plaidie,*'  Itc. 

8ft  I  parodied  it  as  follows,  which  is  literally  the 
inl  copy,  '*  unanointed  nnannealed,*'  as  Ham- 
klaaya. — Seep,  194. 

So  much  for  ballads.  I  regret  that  you  are 
fMM  to  the  east  country,  as  I  am  to  be  in  Ayr- 
shire in  about  a  fortnight.  This  world  of  ours, 
■otwithstaading  it  has  many  good  things  in  it, 
yal  it  has  ever  had  this  cnrse,  that  two  or  three 
people  who  would  be  the  happier  the  oftener  they 
not  together,  are,  almost  without  exception,  al- 
ways so  placed  as  never  to  meet  but  onct*  or 
twice  a-year,  which,  eonsiderii^f  the  fe\r  ycint 
of  a  man's  life,  is  a  very  great  *'  evil  undir  the 
Bttn,*'  which  I  do  not  recollect  that  Solomon  li.ui 
mentioned  in  his  catalogue  of  the  miseries  of  man. 
I  hope  and  believe  that  there  is  a  state  of  exist- 
emee  beyond  the  grave,  where  Uie  worthy  of  this 
lifo  will  renew  t£»r  former  intimacies,  with  this 

cadsaring  addition,  that  **  we  meet  to  part  no 
ti 


•< 


Tell  us,  ye  dead, 
Witt  none  of  you  in  pity  disclose  the  secret 
What  'tis  you  are,  and  we  must  shmrtly  be  !'* 

A  thousand  times  have  I  made  this  apostrophe 
to  the  departed  sons  of  men,  but  not  one  of  them 
has  ever  thought  fit  to  answer  the  question. 
**  O  that  some  oourtennv  ghost  would  blab  it 
out  !**— 'but  it  cannot  b« ;  yuu  and  I,  my  friend, 
■Mat  make  the  experiment  by  ourselves  and  for 
•vrarives.  However,  I  am  so  convinced  that  an 
■■sliaken  faith  in  the  doctrines  of  religion  is  not 
only  necessary,  by  making  us  better  men,  but  al- 
io by  making  us  happio*  aaen,  that  I  shall  take 
ovcry  care  that  your  little  god-son,  and  every 
little  ereature  that  shall  call  me  fother,  shall  be 
Uaght  them. 

So  aoda  this  heterogeneooa  letter,  written  at 
llua  wikl  plaeo  of  tho  worU,  in  the  intenrala  of 
m^Uhmu9i  diiiliiffginf  a  twmI  of  nuo  from 


No.  CLXVir 
TO  MR.  CUNNINGHAM. 

Zhm^frietr  lOth  SepUmbeTf  1799. 

No  !  I  will  not  attempt  an  apology. — Amid 
all  my  hurry  of  business,  grinding  the  fooe  of 
the  publican  and  the  sinner  on  the  merciless 
wheds  of  the  excise  ;  making  ballads,  and  then 
drinkiniTt  and  singing  them  ;  and,  over  and 
above  all,  the  correcting  the  pres^work  of  two 
diffisrent  publications ;  still,  still  I  might  have 
stolen  five  minutes  to  dedicate  to  one  of  the  first 
of  my  friends  and  fellow-creatures.  I  might 
have  done,  as  I  do  at  present,  snatched  an  hour 
near  '*  witching  time  of  night"— and  serawled 
a  page  or  two.  I  might  have  congratulated  my 
friend  on  his  marriage  ;  or  I  might  have  thank- 
ed the  Caledonian  archers  for  the  honour  they 
have  done  me  (though  to  do  myself  justice,  I 
intended  to  have  done  both  in  rhyme,  else  I  had 
done  both  long  ere  now. )  Well,  then,  here  is 
to  your  good  health !  for  you  must  know,  I 
have  set  a  nipperkin  of  toddy  by  me,  just  by 
way  of  spell,  to  keep  away  the  meikle  homed 
Deil,  or  any  of ,  his  subaltern  imps  who  may  be 
on  their  nightly  rounds. 

But  what  shall  I  write  to  you  ? — **  The  roiet 
said  cry,'*  and  I  said,  ••  what  shall  I  cry  ?'*— O, 
thou  spirit !  whatever  thou  art,  or  wherever 
thou  makest  thyself  visible !  be  thou  a  bogle  by 
the  eerie  side  of  an  auld  thorn,  in  the  dreary 
glen  through  which  the  herd  callan  maun  bicker 
in  his  gloamin  route  frae  the  faulde  !  Be  thou  a 
brownie,  set,  at  dead  of  night,  to  thy  task  by 
the  blazing  ingle,  or  in  the  solitary  hen  where 
the  repercussions  of  thy  iron  flail  affiright  thy- 
self as  thou  performest  the  work  of  twenty  of 
the  sons  of  men,  ere  the  cock-crowing  summon 
thee  to  thy  ample  cog  of  substantial  brose. — ^Be 
thou  a  kelpie,  haunting  the  ford  or  forry,  in  the 
starless  night,  mixing  thy  laughing  yell  with  tho 
howling  of  Uie  storm,  and  the  roaring  of  the 
flood,  as  thou  riewest  the  perils  and  miseriaa  d 
man  on  the  focmdering  horse,  or  in  the  tumb- 
ling boat ! — Or,  lastly,  be  thou  a  ghost,  paying 
thy  nocturnal  visits  to  the  hoary  ruins  of  decay- 
ed grandeur ;  or  performing  thy  mystie  rites  in 
the  shadow  of  thy  time-worn  church,  while  the 
moon  looks,  without  a  cloud,  on  the  ailent, 
ghastly  dwellings  of  the  dead  around  thee ;  or 
taking  thy  stand  by  the  bedside  of  the  villain, 
or  the  murderer,  pourtraying  on  hb  dreaming 
foncy,  pictures,  dreadful  as  the  horrors  of  un- 
veiled hell,  and  terrible  as  the  wrath  of  ineensed 
Deity! — Come,  thou  spirit,  but  not  ia  tbeso 
horrid  forma;  come  with  the  milder,  gentle, 
easy  inspiratioois  which  thou  breathest  round 
the  wig  of  a  prating  advocate,  or  the  tete  of  a 
tea-sipping  gQ«ip,  while  their  tongues  run  at 
the  light-horae  gallop  of  elishmadaver  for  ever 
and  ever  come  and  assist  a  poor  devil  who  is 
quite  jaded  in  the  attompt  to  share  half  an  idaa 
among  half  a  hundred  words;  to  fill  np  fo«r 
Iquarto  pages^  whilf  bt  hu  not  |ot  ont  mf^ 


fttniM^  WORlU. 


ttnttoot  of  roouIwclioBt  isnfiBEuOiiy  or  mmk 
wwth  patting  pen  to  ptper  for. 

I  foel,  I  feel  the  prewnce  of  nipcrnitnra)  at- 
nstsoce !  circled  in  the  embrace  of  my  elbonr- 
chair,  my  braast  laboun,  like  the  bloated  Sybil 
•B  her  three-footed  stool,  and  like  her  too,  la- 
boura  with  Nooaenae. — Nontenae^  anapicioua 
name !  Tutor,  friend,  and  finger 'poat  in  the 
mystic  maata  of  law ;  the  cadaveroua  patha  of 

Ciic ;  and  particularly  in  the  aightleaa  aoar- 
of  acHooL  DiTiNirr,  who,  leavii^f  Com- 
Bon  Senile  confounded  at  his  atrength  of  pinion, 
Roaaoi  delirioua  with  eyeing  hia  giddy  fiight, 
■ad  Truth  creeping  back  into  the  bottom  of  her 
wtilf  eursing  the  hour  that  ever  ahe  o&rcd  her 
Morncd  alliance  to  the  wisard  power  of  Theolo- 
|ic  Viaion — raves  abroail  on  all  the  winds.  "  On 
itfth  Diacord  !  a  gloomy  Heaven  above,  open- 
ftig  her  jealoua  gates  to  the  nineteen  thousandth 
^•rt  of  the  tiUie  of  mankind  I  and  below,  an  in- 
iMipabla  and  inexorable  hell,  ezpauding  ita  le- 
viathan jawt  for  the  vast  residue  of  mortals !  1 1** 
■— O  doeferiae  I  oomfortaUe  and  healing  to  the 
wtarTf  wounded  aonl  of  a  man !  Ye  aona  ud 
dasghtera  of  afflictioiiy  j%  ptnunm  nittmbittj  to 
whom  day  briaga  ao  plaMore,  and  aight  yialdi 
no  rest,  be  comforted !  "  *Tia  bat  one  to  aino- 
teaa  huddred  thooaand  that  yoor  aitoation  will 
ne6d  in  thia  world  ;*'  ao,  alaa !  the  ezperieaee 
•f  the  poor  and  the  needy  too  often  affirms ;  and 
'tia  nineteen  hundred  thousand  to  one,  by  the 
dogmaa  of  »  that  yon  will  be  damned 


ttemally  in  Uie  world  to  oome ! 

But  of  all  Nonsense,  Religious  Nonsense  is 
the  most  nonsensical ;  so  enough,  and  more 
than  enough  of  it.  Only,  by  the  bye,  will  you, 
or  can  yon  tell  me,  my  dear  Cunningham,  why 
a  sectarian  turn  of  mind  ha«  always  a  tendency 
to  narrow  and  illiberaliae  the  heart  ?  They  are 
orderly ;  they  may  be  just ;  nay,  I  have  known 
them  merciful :  but  still  your  children  of  sanc- 
tity move  among  their  follow-creatures  with  a 
aoatril  anuffing  putrescence,  and  a  foot  xpurning 
filth,  in  short,  with  a  conceited  dignity  that 

foor  titled 

...  or  any  other  of  your  Scottish  lordlings 
of  aeven  centuriea  atanding,  display  when  th^ 
accidentally  mix  among  the  many-aproned  sons 
of  mechanical  lifo.  I  remember,  in  my  plough- 
boy  da}-s,  I  could  not  conceive  it  poesible  that  a 
noble  lord  could  be  a  fool,  or  a  godly  man  could 
be  a  knave.— How  ignorant  are  plough-boys  !— 
Nay,  I  have  since  ducovered  that  a  godly  100- 

Man  may  be  a ! — But  hold — Here's  t*ye 

again-^this  rum  is  generous  Antigua,  ao  a  very 
unfit  menstruum  for  scandal. 

Apropos,  how  do  you  like^  I  mean  really  like 
tiie  married  life  !  Ah,  my  friend  !  matrimony  is 
quite  a  dififerent  thing  from  what  your  love -sick 
youths  and  sighing  girls  take  it  to  be  !  But 
■Mrriage,  we  are  tuld,  is  appointed  by  God,  and 
I  shall  never  quarrel  with  any  of  hn  institutions. 
I  am  a  husband  of  older  standing  than  you,  and 
dull  give  you  my  ideas  of  the  conjugal  state— 
^mpa99m$9  Jfou  know  I  am  no  Latiaiat,  it  aoC 


then,  the  acale  of  good-wifinhip  I  dindo  brt* 
ten  parts.— Good-naturc,  four ;  Good  8eBW)» 
two ;  Wit,  one ;  Psrsonal  Charma,  via.  a  awout 
face,  doquent  eyca,  fine  limbo,  graeslnl  earriflg% 
(I  wouM  add  a  fine  waist  too,  but  that  ia  §• 
soon  spoilt,  you  know),  all  these,  one  t  as  fiv 
the  other  qualitiea  belonging  to,  or  atteadiaf  •■* 
a  wifo,  auch  aa  Fortune,  Coaaeetiona,  Eduea. 
tion,  (I  mean  cdueatsoa  eztraordiaary),  WanStf 
Bfood,  &c  divide  the  two  remaining 
among  them  aa  you  please;  only, 
that  dl  thew  miaor  prupertiea  must  bt  «S| 
ed  by  /rocfumt,  toir  there  ia  not  aay  oaa  «f 
them,  in  the  afiireaaid  acale,  Mtitled  to  tbt  dff* 
aity  of  an  inteytr. 

As  for  the  rest  of  my  fimeies  nad 
how  I  lately  met  with  Miss  Lealy  BaiUi%  tha 
most  beautifol,  degant  woman  ia  the  worU 
— how  I  acoomptaied  her  and  her  father's  §^ 
mily  fifteen  miles  on  their  journey,  out  of  pnv 
devotion,  to  admire  tha  loveliaaaB  of  tha 
of  God,  in  auch  aa  unoquallcd  diaplay  af 
—how,  in  galloping  home  at  aiglity  I 
ballad  on  her,  of  which  thaaa  two 
apart*— 

ThoB,  boaaie  Lealy,  art  a  mmm. 
Thy  aubjeela  we  bafeia  ma  | 

Thou,  boaaia  Laaly,  art  dhia^ 
The  haarta  o*  men  adore  ibaai 

The  Tciy  Deil  hi  could  na  ankli 

Whatever  wad  belaag  thee ! 
He'd  look  kto  thy  boaafo  ~ 


And 


M 


I  canna  wraiig 


■t 


—behold  all  theae  thiaga  art  wriUta  ia  lit 
chronicles  of  my  imagination,  and  ihal  ba  tmi 
by  thee,  my  dear  finead,  aad  by  thf 
spouse,  my  other  dear  friend,  at  a  mora 
nient  wason. 

Now,  to  thee,  and  to  thy  befinv-deatgned  !•• 
som-companion,  be  given  the  pfuciona  thiagi 
brought  forth  by  the  ana,  aad  tha  ftadMl 
thing*  brought  forth  by  the  mooUf  aai  the  bis 
nignest  influence  of  the  stars,  and  tha  lin^f 
streama  which  flow  from  the  fcuaudna  af  H% 
and  by  the  tree  of  lifo,  for  efw  aad  aw  h^ 
Amen ! 


No.  cLxym. 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

I>«M/r»cs,  84M  SipHmUij  17M. 
I  HAVK  this  moment,  my  dear  BfaAm, 
of  the  twenty-third.     AU  your  othar  Mad 
proaches,  your  newa,  Ite.  are  aut  trf  ny 
when  I  read  and  think  on  Mra,  H    ■    .*» 
tion.     Good  God  \  a  \\eari>wounded 
young  woman — in  %  ifkrangCt  foc«^  Uad| 
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BURNS'  WORKS, 


QIad  o*er  the  wmmer  mam?  the  tempett 


Tht  rough  winda  rage  aloud ;  when  firom  the 

helm 
Thii  Tirtue  ■hrinkay  and  in  a  comer  lies» 
Lamenting — Heaveu !  if  priTiWed  from  trial, 
How  cheap  a  thing  were  virtue  1" 

I  do  not  remember  to  have  heard  you  men- 
tion Thomson**  dramas.  I  pick  up  &vourite 
quotation!,  and  store  them  in  my  nund  a*  ready 
armour,  ofiensive,  or  defensive,  amid  the  struggle 
of  this  turbulent  existence.  Of  these  n  one,  a 
very  &vourite  one,  from  his  Alfred^ 


'*  Attadi  thee  firmly  to  the  virtuous  deeds 
And  offices  of  life  ;  to  life  itself. 
With  all  its  vain  and  transient  joys,  sit  loose. 


t* 


Probably  I  have  quoted  some  of  these  to  you 
formerly,  as  indeed  when  I  write  from  the  heart, 
I  am  apt  to  be  guilty  of  such  repetitions.  The 
compass  of  the  heart,  in  the  musical  style  of  ex- 
presnon,  is  much  more  bounded  than  that  of 
the  imagination ;  so  the  notes  of  the  former  are 
extremely  apt  to  run  into  one  another ;  but  in 
return  fur  the  paucity  of  its  compass,  its  few 
notes  are  much  more  sweet.  I  must  still  give 
you  another  quotation,  which  I  am  almost  snre 
I  have  given  you  before,  but  I  cannot  resist  the 
temptation.  The  subject  is  religion — speaking 
of  its  importance  to  mankind,  the  author  says, 

**  Tis  this,  my  friend,  that  streaks  our  morning 
brightj**  &c  iiH  in  p.  49. 

I  see  you  are  in  for  double  postage,  so  I  shall 
c*en  scribble  out  t*other  sheet.  We  in  this 
country  here  have  many  alarms  of  the  reform- 
ing, or  rather  the  republican  spirit  of  your  part 
of  the  kingdom.  Indeed  we  are  a  good  ded  in 
commotion  ourselves.  For  me,  I  am  a  place" 
man,  ymi  know ;  a  very  humble  one  indeed, 
Heaven  knows,  but  still  so  much  so  as  to  gag 
me.  What  my  private  sentiments  are,  yon  wiH 
find  out  without  an  interpreter. 


I  have  taken  up  the  anlject  in  another  view ; 
and  the  other  day,  fimr  a  pretty  actress's  benefit- 
night,  I  wrote  an  addma,  which  I  will  give 
you  on  the  other  page,  called    2Tu  RigkU  of 
Woman, 


THE  RIGHTS  OF  WOMAN. 

An  OeeoMiotuU  Addrtu  tpoken  by  Mias  Fov- 
TXircLLx  on  her  benefit  night, 

Wbilx  Europe's  eye  is  fix'd  on  mighty  things, 
The  fate  of  empires  and  the  fall  of  kings. 
While  Quacks  of  state  must  each  produce  his 

plan, 
AadfnasaadiUL}^  th$  Bigkt9  of  Mtnt 


Amid  this  mighhrfnis  joit  let  mt  meo^ai, 
7%e  Higktt  of  iVoman  merit  some 


First,  in  the  sexes*  intermix'd 
One  sacred  Right  of  Woman  is  proitetiom^ 
The  tender  flower  that  lifts  its  head,  elate* 
Helpless,  must  fall  before  the  blast  of  fate. 
Sunk  to  the  earth,  defaced  its  lovdy  fama« 
Unless  your  shelter  ward  th'  impendii^ 


Our  second  Right^a — but  needlesa  here  ia  c 

tion, 
To  keep  that  right  inviolate')*  the  £uhipB» 
Each  man  of  neniie  has  it  so  full  before  luaa» 
He'd  die  before  he'd  wrong  it — *tb 
There  was  indeed,  in  far  leaa  polish'd  dnyB» 
A  time,  when  rough  rude  men  had  naafibtjr 

ways : 
Would  swagger,  swear,  get  dmak,  kick  mp  • 

riot. 
Nay,  even  thus  invade  a  lady's  qnieC.— 
Now,  thank  onr  stars !  these  Gothic 

ficd  : 
Now,  well 'bred  men-^*and  yon  are  all 

bred- 
Moat  justly  think  (and  we  are  muck  the 

era) 
Such  conduct  neither  spirit,  wit^ 


For  Right  the  third,  onr  laaty  onr 

dearest. 
That  right  to  fluttering  female  haarta  tb* 

est, 
Which  even  the  Righta  of  Kiaga  ia  low 

tration 
Most  humbly  own — *tu  dear,  dear 
In  that  blest  sphere  alone  we  live  and 
There  taste  that  life  of  life — immortal 
Smiles,  glances,  sighs,  tears,  fits,  flirtatioiia.  ai 
'Gainst  such  an  host  what  flinty  savage 
When  awful  Beauty  joina  with  all  her 
Who  is  so  rash  as  rise  in  rebel  anna  ? 

But  tmce  with  kings,  and  truce  with 
tutions^ 

With  bloody  armaments  and  revdlntiooa  ; 
Let  majesty  your  first  attention  aaauBOB, 
Ahfca  ira  I  the  Majesty  or  Womaw  ! 


I  shall  have  the  honour  of  reccivii^  y^Mir 
ticbms  in  person  at  Dnnlop. 


NO.CLXXL 
TO  R.  GRAHAM,  Etq.  FkMTftT. 


■»,  J^eumber^  1791. 

I  HAVE  been  surprised,  eonfbuiided»  and  di»» 
tracted,  by  Bfr.  Mitchell,  the  coUaetor,  tdliM 
me  that  he  has  reeeived  an  order  from 


•  Ironky  allusion  to  the  aatttmaHa  or  Um^ 
mkmffnHt, 


CORftSSPONDBNCe. 


871 


fidttd  to  inquire  inio  my  political  conduct,  and 
Utmiag  me  n  a  peraon  diuffiscted  to  Goreni' 
mtnt.  Sir,  you  are  a  Butband^-and  a  father.— 
You  know  what  you  would  feel,  to  see  the  much- 
Wed  wife  of  your  boaoin,  and  your  helpless, 
prattling  little  ones,  turned  adrift  into  the  world, 
degraded  and  disgraced  from  a  situation  in  which 
they  had  been  respectable  and  respected,  and  left 
almost  without  the  necessary  support  of  a  miser- 
able existence.  Alas,  Sir  !  must  I  think  that 
such,  soon,  will  by  my  lot !  and  from  the  d-mned, 
dark  insinuations  of  hellish  groundless  envy  too  ! 
1  beliere.  Sir,  I  may  aver  it,  and  in  the  ught  of 
Omniscience,  that  I  would  not  tell  a  deliberate 
falsehood,  no,  not  though  even  worse  horrors,  if 
worse  can  be,  than  those  I  have  mentioned,  hung 
over  my  head ;  and  I  say,  that  the  allegation, 
m-hatever  Tillain  has  made  it,  is  a  lie  !  To  the 
British  Constitution,  on  revolution  principles, 
next  after  my  God,  I  am  most  devoutly  attach- 
ed !  You,  Sir,  have  been  much  and  generously 
my  friend.-'-Heaven  knows  how  warmly  I  have 
felt  the  obligation,  and  how  gratefully  I  have 
thanked  you. — Fortune,  Sir,  has  made  you  pow- 
erful, and  me  impotent ;  has  given  you  patron- 
age, and  me  dependence. — I  would  not,  for  my 
aingle  self,  call  on  your  humanity ;  were  such 
my  insular,  unconnected  situation,  I  would  de- 
apise  the  tear  that  now  swells  in  my  eye — I 
could  brave  miitfortune,  I  could  face  ruin ;  for 
at  the  worst,  **  Death's  thousand  doors  stand 
open  ;••  but,  good  God  !  the  tender  concerns 
that  I  have  mentioned,  the  claims  and  ties  that 
I  see  at  this  moment,  and  feel  around  me,  how 
they  unnerve  Courage,  and  wither  Resolution  ! 
To  your  patronage,  as  a  man  of  some  genius, 
you  have  allowed  me  a  claim ;  and  your  esteem, 
as  an  honest  man,  I  know  is  my  due :  To  these. 
Sir,  permit  me  to  appeal ;  by  these  may  I  ad- 
jure you  to  save  me  from  that  misery  which 
threatens  to  overwhelm  me,  and  which,  with 
my  latest  breath  I  will  say  it,  I  have  not  deserved. 


No.  CLXXn. 
TO  MRS.  DUNLOP. 

BIAK  MADAM,  l>ecember  31,  1792. 

A  HDKKT  of  business,  thrown  in  heaps  by  my 
•baence,  has  until  now  prevented  my  returning 
my  grateful  acknowlcdgmenu  to  the  good  fa- 
mily of  Dunlop,  and  you  in  particular,  for  that 
kospiteble  kindness  which  rendered  the  four 
days  I  spent  under  that  genial  roof,  four  of  the 
plcaaantest  I  ever  enjoyed.— Alas,  my  dearest 
*iend !  how  few  and  fleeting  are  those  thingn 
we  call  pleasures  !  On  my  road  to  Ayrshire,  I 
apent  a  night  with  a  friend  whom  I  much  valued  ; 
a  man  whose  days  promised  to  be  many  ;  and 
M  Saturday  last  we  laid  him  in  the  dust ! 

Jantiarjf  2,  1793. 
I  HATi  just  receiTed  youra  of  the  80th,  and 


feel  much  for  your  ututtion.  Howeifer,  T  hetrtU 
ly  rtjoice  in  your  prospect  of  recovery  from  that 
vile  jaundice.  As  to  myself,  I  am  better,  though 
not  quite  free  of  my  complainL— 'You  muat  not 
think,  as  you  seem  to  insinuate,  that  in  my  way 
of  life  I  want  exercise.  Of  that  I  have  enough ; 
but  occasional  hard  drinking  is  the  devil  to  me. 
Against  this  I  have  again  and  again  bent  myre- 
M>lution,  and  have  greatly  succeiNled.  Tavema 
I  have  totally  abandoned  :  it  is  the  private  par- 
ties in  the  family  way,  among  the  hard  drinking 
gentleman  of  the  country,  that  do  me  the  mia- 
chief — but  even  this  I  have  more  than  half  given 
over. 

Mr.  Corbet  can  be  of  little  service  to  ma  at 
present ;  at  least  I  should  be  shy  of  applying. 
I  cannot  possibly  be  settled  as  a  supervisor,  for 
several  years.  I  must  wait  the  rotation  of  the 
list,  and  there  are  twenty  names  before  mine.— • 
I  might  indeed  get  a  job  of  officiating,  where  a 
settled  supervisor  was  ill,  or  aged ;  but  that  hauls 
me  from  my  family,  as  J  could  not  remove  them 
on  such  an  uncertainty.  Besides,  some  envious, 
malicious  devil,  has  raised  a  little  demur  on  my 
political  principles,  and  I  wish  to  let  that  nut- 
ter settle  before  J  offer  myself  too  much  in  th« 
eye  of  my  superiors.  I  have  set,  henceforth, 
a  seal  on  my  lips,  as  to  these  unlucky  polities ; 
but  to  you,  I  must  breathe  my  sentiments.  In 
this,  as  in  every  thing  else,  I  shall  shew  the  un- 
disguised emotions  of  the  aouL  War  I  depra* 
cate  :  misery  and  ruin  to  thousands,  are  in  th« 
blaat  that  announces  the  destructive  dtmwii  But 


The  remainder  of  this  letter  haa 
away  by  some  barbaroua  hand. 


■■»»n  .wpowtixa.wi.WMi.— 


LETTERS,  1793. 
No.  CLxxm. 


To  MISS  B. 


OF  YORK. 


^»AM,  2\tt  JUiartk,  ITW. 

Among  many  things  for  which  I  envy  tbow 
hale,  long-lived  old  fellows  before  the  flood,  it 
this  in  paiticuUr,  that  when  they  met  with  any 
body  af^r  their  own  heart,  they  had  a  charm- 
ing long  prospect  of  many,  many  happy  meet- 
ings with  them  in  after-life. 

Now,  in  this  short,  stormy  winter  day  of  our 
fleeting  existence,  when  yon  now  and  then,  in 
the  Chapter  of  Acddent^  BMet  an  individual 
whose  acquaintance  n  a  real  acquiaition,  thcr* 
are  all  the  probabilities  against  you,  that  yoa 
shall  never  meet  with  that  valued  character 
more.  On  the  other  hand,  brief  as  the  miser- 
able being  is,  it  is  none  of  the  least  of  the  mi- 
series belonging  to  it,  that  if  there  is  any  mi»- 
creant  whom  you  hate,  or  creature  whom  yoa 
<Hpim,  the  ill  nui  of  tbo  cbiB^Cf  M  W  99 


m 


UmiNS'  WORKS. 


fvHf  tliat  tA  the  orertakingt,  turningi, 
•ad  joitliiifi  of  life,  pop»  at  wme  uulucky  cor- 
ntr,  elenuUj  oomei  the  wreu^ii  upon  you,  and 
will  not  allow  your  indignation  or  contempt  a 
iiioaient*s  repoee.  At  I  am  a  sturdy  believer 
in  tlie  powers  of  darkness,  I  take  those  to  be 
the  doings  of  that  old  author  of  mischief,  the 
devil.  It  is  well  known  that  he  has  some 
kind  of  short-hand  way  of  taking  down  our 
tiumghts,  and  I  make  no  doubt  that  he  is  per- 
fre^  acquainted  with  my  sentiments  respect^ 
inf  Hiss  B— — ;  how  much  I  admired  her 
■hdities  and  Talnad  her  worth,  and  how  very 
fbrtmate  I  thought  myself  in  her  acquaintance. 
For  tiiii  last  reason,  my  dear  Madam,  I  nmst 
^■Itftain  no  hopes  of  the  very  great  pleasure  of 
with  you  again. 

ICas  H tells  me  that  she  is  sending  a 

to  you,  and  I  beg  leave  to  send  you  the 
•ndoaed  sonnet,  though  to  tell  )'ou  the  real 
tntbi  the  sonnet  is  a  mere  pretence,  that  I  may 
littra  the  opportunity  of  declaring  with  how 
mneh  reipectful  esteem  I  have  the  honoar  to 


No.  CLXXIV.' 

TO  PATRICK  MILLER,  Esa. 
OP  DAL8WINT0N. 

nk,  April,  1793. 

Mr  poems  having  just  come  out  in  another  edi- 
tioUf  will  you  do  me  the  honour  to  accept  of  a 
eopy  ?  A  mark  of  my  gratitude  to  you,  as  a 
gehtleman  to  whose  goodness  I  have  be«u  much 
indebted  ;  of  my  respect  for  you,  vm  a  ])atriot 
who,  in  a  venal,  sliding  age,  stands  forih  the 
chmpion  of  the  liberties  of  my  country  ;  and 
of  my  veneration  for  you,  as  a  man,  whose  be- 
nevolence of  heart  does  honour  to  human  nature. 

There  loos  a  time,  Sir,  when  I  wsm  your  de- 
pendant :  this  language  then  would  have  been 
like  the  yile  incense  of  flattery — I  could  not  have 
wed  it— Now  that  connection*  is  at  an  end, 
do  me  the  honour  to  accept  of  this  honest  tribute 
of  mpect  from,  Sir, 

Your  much  indebted  humble  Servant 


No.  CLXXV. 

TO  JOHN  FRANCIS  ERSKINE,  EsQ.f 
OF  MAR. 

BOU  JDicm/rtes,  IS^A  April,  1793. 

jDxoiWxnATX  as  human  nature  is  said  to  be ; 
■ad  in  many  inttances,  worthless  and  unprinci- 


•  Allodlng  to  the  time  when  he  heU  the  fhnnof  £!• 
Ilihul  as  tnant  to  Mr.  M. 

t  This  jentlemsn,  most  obligingly  fiivoared  the 
IDOtorwil&apafteteopyor  tbsoivnal  l^Mr*  wd 


pled  it  is  ;  still  tliere  are  bright  eyiwpto  to  A« 
contrary  :  examples  that  even  in  the  ey«  ef  en- 
perior  beings,  must  shed  a  lustre  on  the  mme  of 
man. 

Such  an  example  have  I  now  before  w/tt 
when  you,  Sir,  came  forward  to  patroniee  and 
befriend  a  distant  obscure  stranger,  merdy  be- 
cause poverty  had  made  him  hapless,  ai^  hie 
British  hardihood  of  mind  had  provoked  the  ar- 
bitrary wantonness  of  power.  My  moch  eo* 
teemed  friend,  Mr.  Riddel  of  Gloiriddel,  has 
just  read  me  a  paragraph  of  a  letter  he  had 
from  you.  Accept  Sir,  of  the  silent  throb  of 
gratitude  ;  for  words  would  but  mock  the  emo- 
tions of  mv  souL 

You  have  been  misinformed  as  to  my  final 
dismission  from  the  Excise ;  I  am  still  in  the 
service. — Indeed,  but  for  the  exertions  of  a  gen* 
tleman  who  must  be  known  to  you,  Mr.  Grahaia 
of  Fintray,  a  gentleman  who  has  ever  been  rajr 
warm  and  generous  friend,  I  had,  without  eo 
much  a»  a  hearing,  or  the  slightest  previous  in- 
timation, been  turned  adrift,  with  my  helpleae 
£miily,  to  all  the  horrors  of  want — Had  I  had 
any  oUier  resource,  probably  I  might  have  eared 
them  the  trouble  of  a  dismission  ;  but  Uw  little 
money  I  gained  by  my  publication,  is  almoek 
every  guinea  embarked,  to  save  from  min  aa 
onlv  brother,  who,  though  one  of  the  worthicsty 
is  Dy  no  means  one  of  the  most  fbrtonate  of 
i*^^n. 

In  my  defence  to  their  accusatione,  I  said» 
that  whatever  might  be  my  sentiments  of  re- 
publics, ancient  or  modem,  as  to  Britain,  I  ab- 
jured the  idea  : — That  a  constitution,  which, 
in  its  original  principles,  experience  had  proved 
to  be  every  way  fitted  for  our  hi^ppinea  in  eo- 
ciety,  it  wouM  be  insanity  to  sacrifice  to  an  na- 
tried  visionary  theory  :-»*That,  in  consideiatioa 
of  my  being  situated  in  a  department,  however 
humble,  immediately  in  the  hands  of  people  in 
power,  I  had  forbonie  taking  any  active  part, 
either  personally,  or  as  an  author,  in  the  present 
business  of  reform.  But  that  where  I  must 
declare  my  sentiments,  I  would  say  there  exist- 
ed a  system  of  corruption  between  the  executive 
power  and  the  representative  part  of  the  legisla- 
ture, which  boded  no  good  to  our  giorions  con- 
stitution ;  and  which  every  patriotic  Briton 
must  wish  to  see  amended. — Some  sueh  senti- 
ments as  these,  I  stated  in  a  letter  to  my  geno- 
rous  patron  Mr.  Graham,  which  he  laid  before 
the  Board  at  laige ;  where,  it  seems,  my  last 
remark  gave  great  oflknce ;  and  one  of  our  ao- 

allowed  him  to  lay  it  before  the  public.— It  is  partly 
printed  in  Dr.  Curri/t  JSdUitm, 

It  will  be  neceMsry  to  state,  that  in  coniequence  of 
the  poet's  fteedom  of  remark  on  nublte  messoi^  me> 
lidously  mifreprcfented  to  the  BoBrd  of  Excise,  ha 
was  repreiientca  a$  actually  dixmitsed  from  his  omse. 
—This  report  induced  Mr.  Erskine  to  propose  a  sab* 
scription  m  his  fkvour,  which  was  refused  oy  the  poet 
with  that  elevetion  of  sentiment  thst  peculiarly  ctia- 
racterised  his  mind,  and  which  Is  so  lumpily  displayed 
in  this  letter.  See  letter  Na  171,  in  the  present  to- 
lume,  written  by  BuraiL  with  even  moce  manbte 
customed  pstbos  and  enqucnce,  in  hmtes 
tkon.— CaoHxa. 


CORRBSPONDBNCE. 
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gttml,  a  Mr.  Corbei»  was  t 

it  iaquin  od  the  •pot,  ud  to  doeament 
**  duk  my  buiiiMS  was  to  aet,  not  to  think  ; 
nd  tbat  whateTtr  might  be  men  or  measurea, 
h  was  for  me  to  be  §iUnt  and  obedient,** 

Iff.  Corbet  wae  likewiae  my  steady  friend ; 
10  betwem  Mr.  Oraham  and  him,  I  have  Ixsen 
portly  ibrgiren ;  only  I  undentand  that  all 
hopes  of  my  getting  officially  forward,  are 
Wasted. 

Now,  Sir,  to  the  business  in  which  I  would 
More  immediately  interest  yoti.  The  purtiiility 
•f  my  COUNTRYMEN,  has  brought  me  forward 
■■  a  man  of  genius,  and  hat  given  me  a  charac^ 
tv  to  support.  In  the  roET  I  have  avu\vc<l 
■unly  anid  independent  sentiments,  which  I 
trust  will  be  found  in  the  max.  Reasons  of  no 
less  weight  than  the  support  of  a  wife  and  fa- 
mily, have  pointed  out  as  the  eligible,  and  si- 
tuated as  I  was,  the  only  eligible  line  of  life  for 
me,  my  present  occupation.  Still  my  honest 
£une  is  my  dearest  concern  ;  and  a  thousand 
times  have  I  trembled  at  the  idea  of  those  de- 
grading epithets  that  malice  or  misrepresenta- 
tion may  affix  to  my  name.  I  have  often,  in 
Uaitii^f  anddpation,  listened  to  some  future 
haekney  scribbler,  with  the  heavy  malice  of  sa- 
vage stupidity,  exulting  in  his  hirehng  para- 
graphs—" Burns,  notwithstanding  the  fan- 
faronado  of  independence  to  be  found  in  his 
works,  and  after  having  been  held  forth  to  pub- 
lic view,  and  to  public  estimation  as  a  man  of 
•oroe  genius,  yet,  quite  destitute  of  resources 
within  himself  to  support  his  borrowed  dignity, 
he  dwindled  into  a  paltry  exciseman,  and  slunk 
out  the  rest  of  his  insignificant  existence  in  the 
meanest  of  pursuits,  and  among  the  vilest  of 


balk;  and  the  titled,  taaael,  eourtiy  throag, 
may  be  its  feathered  ornament ;  but  the  anm- 
her  of  thofie  who  are  elevated  enough  in  life  to 
reason  and  to  reflect ;  yet  low  enough  to  keep 
dear  of  the  venal  contagion  of  a  court; — theie 
are  a  nation's  strength. 

T  know  not  how  to  apologise  for  the  impcr- 

small  re- 


in your  illustrious  hands.  Sir,  permit  me  to 
lodge  my  disavowal  and  defiance  of  these  slan- 
deroos  fiUschoods. — Burns  was  a  poor  man 
from  birth,  and  an  exciseman  by  necessity  :  but 
—I  wiXL  say  it !  the  sterling  of  his  honest  worth, 
no  poverty  could  debase^  and  his  independent 
British  mind,  oppression  might  bend,  but  could 
not  subdue.  Have  not  I,  to  me,  a  more  pre- 
mufOM  stake  in  my  country's  wel£uv,  than  the 
ffiehest  dukedom  in  it  ? — I  have  a  large  &mily 
of  diildroi,  and  the  prospect  of  many  more.  I 
have  three  sons,  who,  I  see  already,  have  brought 
into  the  world  soub  ill  qualified  to  inhabit  the 
bodies  of  sLAvsa. — Can  I  krak  tamely  on,  and 
AM  any  machination  to  wrest  from  them  the 
birthright  of  my  boys, — the  littie  independent 
nnrroNi,  in  whoee  veins  runs  my  own  blood  ? — 
No !  I  will  not !  should  my  heart's  blood  stream 
•round  my  attempt  to  defend  it ! 

Does  any  man  tell  me,  that  my  full  cfibrts 
can  be  of  no  service  ;  and  that  it  does  not  be- 
long lo  my  humble  station  to  meddle  with  the 
concern  of  a  nation  ? 

I  can  tdl  him,  that  it  ii  on  such  individuals 
••  If  that  a  nation  has  to  raet,  both  for  the 
band  ef  enpport,  and  the  eye  of  intelligence. 
Tht  ■iiifcn»*4  HMy  Buqr  fwvU  •  natioa'i 


tinent  length  of  this  epistle ;  but  one 
quest  I  must  ask  of  yon  fiirthcr — When  you 
have  honoured  this  letter  with  a  perusal,  pleeia 
to  commit  it  to  the  flames.  Burns,  in  whoee 
liehalf  you  have  so  generously  interested  your- 
hoir,  I  have  here,  in  his  native  colours  drawn 
at  he  is ;  but  should  any  of  the  people  in 
hdnds  is  the  very  bread  he  eati^  get  the 
knowledge  of  the  picture,  it  would  ndn  * 
BAKU  for  ever  I 

My  poems  having  just  come  out  in 
edition,  I  beg  leave  to  present  you  with  a  copy, 
as  a  small  mark  of  that  high  esteem  and  ardent 
gratitude,  with  which  I  have  the  honour  to  be» 
Sir, 

Your  deeply  indebted, 
And  ever  devoted  humble  eenranf. 


No.  CLXXVI. 

TO  MR.  ROBERT  AINSLEB. 

Ajnil  26,  1798. 

I  AM  d — mnably  out  of  humour,  my  dear 
Ainslie,  and  that  is  the  reason,  why  I  take  up 
the  pen  to  you  :  'tis  the  nearest  way,  (jprobatum 
est)  to  recover  my  spirits  again. 

I  received  your  last,  and  was  much  entertain- 
ed with  it ;  but  I  will  not  at  this  time,  nor  at 
any  other  time,  answer  it. — Answer  a  letter?  I 
never  could  answer  a  letter  in  my  life  ! — I  have 
written  many  a  letter  in  return  for  letters  I  have 
received ;  but  then— they  were  original  matter 
—spurt-away  !  xig,  here ;  sag,  there ;  as  if  thn 
Devil  that,  my  grannie  (an  old  woman  indeed!^ 
ofiken  told  me,  rode  in  wiU-o*-wisp,  or,  in  her 
more  classic  phrase,  Spunk  is,  were  lookinf 
over  my  elbow. — Happy  thought  that  idea  has 
engendered  in  my  head  !  SruNKU — thou  shalt 
henceforth  be  my  symbol,  signature,  and  tute- 
lary genius !  Like  thee,  hap-step-and-Iowpy  hert> 
awa-there-awa,  higglety-pigglety,  pell-oDell,  hi- 
ther>and-yon,  ram-stam,  nappy-go-lucky,  up 
taiU-a*-by-the-light-o'-the-moon ;  has  been,  ii^ 
and  shall  be,  my  progress  through  the  moaaee 
and  moors  of  this  vile,  bleak,  bairen  wildemev 
of  a  life  of  ours. 

Come  then  my  guardian  spirit!  like  thei^ 
may  I  skip  away,  amusing  mysidf  by  and  at  my 
own  light:  and  if  any  opaque-eimled  lubber 
of  mankind  complain  Uiat  my  elfin%  limhrnf, 
glimmerous  wanderings  have  misled  his  etiqnd 
steps  over  precipices,  or  into  boge;  let  thn 
thick-headed  Blunderbuss  reooUeet,  that  ha  m 
1  not  SrvvKix  ;    that 
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BURNS*  WORKS. 


AravKls*!  fraaderingi  cMld  not  copied  be ; 
Aflttd  thflte  ptiib  none  dunt  walk  but  he. — 


I  ham  B9  doabC  but  Mholarcraft  may  be  caaglit 
m  *  Scotman  catchee  the  itch, — by  frictioii. 
How  dee  can  you  aocoant  for  it»  that  bora 
bloddMade»  by  mere  dint  of  kamdUng  books, 
grow  10  wiw  that  even  they  themadret  are 
•qnally  ooorineed  of  and  tturprifed  at  their  own 
parti  r  I  once  carried  this  phikmophy  to  that 
4kg ice  that  in  a  knot  of  country  folk>  who  had 
a  library  amoiq[it  them,  and  who,  to  the  honour 
«£  their  good  leiue,  made  ma  fiKtotom  in  the 
bosiBeH ;  one  of  our  memben,  a  little,  wiie- 
looking,  tqoat,  upright,  jabbering  body  of  a 
tailor,  I  adrised  him,  iiutead  of  taming  over 
the  leavei,  to  hind  tht  book  om  hU  beck, — Johnie 
took  the  hint ;  and  at  our  meetinge  were  every 
ibiirth  Saturday,  and  Prickkniae  having  a  good 
Soota  mile  to  walk  in  coming,  and,  of  courve, 
another  in  returning,  Bodkin  was  sure  to  lay 
Ua  hands  on  some  heavy  quarto,  or  ponderous 
Iblio,  with,  and  under  which,  wrapt  up  in  his 
grey  plaid,  he  grew  wise,  as  he  grew  wear}*,  all 
the  way  home.  He  carried  this  so  far,  that  an 
old  musty  Hebrew  concordance  which  we  had 
in  a  present  from  a  neighbouring  priest,  l>v  mere 
dint  of  applying  it,  as  doctors  do  a  l>Iistering 
plaister,  between  his  shoulders,  Stitch,  in  a 
doaen  pilgrimages,  acquired  as  much  tatiofkul 
thiology  as  the  said  prient  had  done  by  forty 
years  perusal  of  the  pages. 

Tdl  me,  and  tell  me  truly,  what  you  think 
of  this  theory. 

Yours, 

SPUNKIE. 


No.  CLXXVn. 


TO  MISS  K. 


MADAM, 

Pekmxt  me  to  present  you  with  the  enclosed 
aong  as  a  small  though  grateful  tribute  for  the 
honour  of  your  acquaintance.  I  have,  in  these 
▼erses,  attempted  some  faint  sketches  of  your 
portrait  in  the  unembellishcd  simple  manner  of 
descriptive  tkuth. — Flattery,  I  leave  to  your 
x^ovsKs,  whose  exaggerating  fancies  miy  make 
them  imagine  you  still  nearer  perfection  than 
yon  really  are. 

Poets,  Madam,  of  all  mankind,  £cel  mo«t  for- 
cibly the  powers  of  beautt  ;  as,  if  they  are 
naUy  rotrs  of  nature's  making,  their  feelings 
Biiiat  be  finer,  and  their  taste  more  delicate 
than  most  of  the  world.  In  the  cheerful  bloom 
of  aruNO,  or  the  pensive  mildness  of  autumn  ; 
the  grandeur  of  summsk,  or  the  hoary  majesty 
of  wxMTBK ;  the  poet  feels  a  charm  unknown  to 
the  rest  of  his  species.  Even  the  sight  of  a  fine 
flower,  or  the  company  of  •  fine  woman  (b^  fof 


the  finest  part  o£  God's  wotka  bekiw)^  hmw 
sensationa  for  the  poetic  heart  that  the  hsad  «f 
man  are  strangers  to. — On  this  last  leeoanity 
Madam,  I  am,  as  in  many  other  things,  indebt- 
ed to  Mr.  Hamilton's  kindness  in  introdnciiif 
me  to  you.  Your  lovers  may  view  you  witk  n 
wish,  I  look  on  you  with  pleasure ;  their  benri^ 
in  your  presence,  may  glow  with  desire^  inlat 
rises  with  admiration. 

That  the  arrows  of  misfbrtuoe,  however  tlMqr 
should,  as  incident  to  humanity,  glance  a  slight 
wound,  may  never  reach  your  Aeortf— that  tka 
snares  of  viUaiiy  may  never  beset  you  in  tht 
road  of  life— that  innocxkcjc  may  hand  yon  by 
the  path  of  honour  to  the  dwelling  of  p^aci^ 
in  the  sincere  wish  of  him  who  has  the 
to  be,  &c. 
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No.  CLXXVHL 
TO  LADY  GLENCAIRN. 

MY  LADY, 

The  honour  you  have  done  your 
in  writing  him  so  very  obliging  a  letter, 
pleasuie  the  encloted  beautiful  versos  have 
him,  came  very  seasonably  to  his  aid  ami 
cheerlesti  };looui  and  sinking  despondency  of 
rancd  nerves  anil  December  weather  (Mmppomd 
DectiubtTy  1793).  As  to  forgetting  the  fhoailf 
of  Glencairn,  Heaven  is  my  witneia  with  wlyn 
sincerity  I  could  use  thoie  oU  verses  which 
me  more  in  their  rude  simplicity  than  the' 
elegant  lines  I  ever  saw. 

If  thee  Jerusalem  I  forget. 

Skill  part  fi^m  my  right  hind. 


My  tongue  to  my  mouth's  roof  let 

If  I  do  thee  forget 
Jerusalem,  and  thee  above 

My  chief  joy  do  not 


When  I  am  tempted  to  do  any  thing  impro- 
per, I  dare  not,  because  I  look  on  myself  na  no- 
countable  to  your  ladyship  and  fimnily.  Now 
and  then  when  I  have  the  honour  to  be  called 
to  the  Ubies  of  the  great,  if  I  happen  to  uaeC 
with  any  mortification  from  the  sUtdy  atnpidity 
of  self-sufficient  squires,  or  the  laxuriant  inso* 
lence  of  upstart  nabobs,  I  get  above  the  crcn- 
tures  by  calling  to  remembrance  that  I  an  p*. 
tronixed  by  the  Noble  House  of  Glencairn  ;  and 
at  gala-times,  such  an  New-year's  day,  a  chris. 
tening,  or  the  Kirn-night,  when  my  punch-bowl 
is  brought  from  its  dukty  comer  and  filled  op  in 
honour  of  the  occasion,  I  begin  with,— 7*Aa 
CountesM  of  Glencairn  !  My  g^od  woman  with 
the  enthusiasm  of  a  grateful  hearty  next  erias^ 
My  Lord  t  and  so  the  toast  goea  on  until  I  and 
with  Lady  Harriet's  little  am^  /  wImmo  sfi. 
thalamium  I  have  pledged  myadtf  to  writ*. 

When  I  receirfd  your  ladyihip't  ktUr,  I  wm 
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Win  tlictctoftrAiiaeribnglBryoaMNBMTcnei 
I  bavt  Uttlj  eompoMd ;  and  maat  to  hcvvitnt 
tbem  my  first  leisure  boor,  ftnd  acquainted  yoa 
with  017  late  change  of  li£e.  I  mentioned  to  mj 
lord,  ny  fears  eonoemiog  my  farm.  Those 
fcars  were  indeed  too  true ;  it  is  a  bargain  would 
bare  ruined  roe  but  for  Uie  lucky  circumstance 
of  my  having  an  excise  commission. 

People  may  talk  as  they  please,  of  the  igno- 
miny of  the  excise ;  £&0  a  year  will  support 
my  wife  and  children  and  kevp  me  independent 
of  the  world  ;  and  I  would  much  rather  have  it 
aaid  that  my  profession  borrowed  credit  from  me, 
*  than  that  I  borrowed  credit  from  my  profession. 
Another  advantage  I  have  in  thi«  business,  is 
the  knowledge  it  gives  me  of  the  variouv  shades 
of  human  character,  coo*equently  assisting  me 
vastly  in  my  poetic  pursuits.  I  had  the  mont 
ardent  enthui^iasm  for  the  niuw^  when  nobody 
knew  me,  but  myself  and  that  ardour  is  by  no 
means  cooled  now  that  my  Lord  Glencairn*s 
foodncm  has  introduced  me  to  sU  the  world. 
Not  that  I  am  in  haste  for  the  pre«A.  I  have  no 
idea  of  publishing,  else  I  certainly  had  conMuIted 
ny  noble  generous  patron  ;  but  after  acting  the 
put  of  an  honest  man,  and  supporting  my  fa- 
mily, my  whole  wishes  and  views  are  directed 
to  poetic  pursuits.  I  am  aware  that  though  I 
were  to  give  performances  to  the  world  superior 
to  my  former  works,  still  if  they  were  of  the 
■ame  kind  with  thow,  the  comparative  recep- 
tion they  would  meet  with  would  mortify  me. 
I  have  turned  my  thoughts  on  the  drama.  I  do 
Bot  mean  the  stately  buskin  of  the  tragic  muse. 


Does  not  your  Isdyship  think  that  an  Edinbuif  b 
theatre  would  be  more  amused  with  affectation, 
ftdly  and  whim  of  true  Scottish  growth,  than 
■lamicra  which  by  hr  the  greatest  part  of  the 
tndiance  can  only  know  at  second  haind  ? 
I  have  the  honour  to  be 

Your  ladyship's  ever  devoted 
And  grateAil  bumble  aenrant. 


a  talent  for.  poetry ;  nono  evw  deqpiaed  it  who 
bad  pretensions  to  it  The  fotes  and  charaeten 
of  the  rhymii^  tribe  often  employ  my  thoughts 
when  I  am  disposed  to  be  melancholy.  There 
is  not,  amoi^f  all  the  martyrologies  that  ever 
were  penned,  so  rueful  a  narrative  as  the  lives  of 
the  poets. — In  the  comparative  view  of  wretches* 
the  criterion  is  not  what  they  are  doomed  to  suf- 
fer, but  how  they  are  formed  to  bear.  Take  a 
being  of  our  kind,  give  bim  a  stronger  imagi- 
nation and  a  more  delicate  sensibility,  which  be- 
tween them  will  ever  engender  a  more  ungovern- 
able set  of  passions  than  are  the  usual  lot  of  man  ; 
implant  in  him  an  irresistible  impulse  to  some  idle 
vagary,  such  as,  arranging  wild  floWers  in  fan- 
tastical nottf^ys,  tracing  the  grasshopper  to  hia 
haunt  by  his  chirping  song,  watching  the  frisks 
of  the  little  minnows  in  the  sunny  pool,  or 
hunting  after  the  intrigues  of  butterflies  ■  in 
short,  vend  him  adrift  after  some  pursuit  which 
shall  eternally  mislead  him  from  the  path  of 
lucre,  and  yet  curse  him  with  a  keener  relish 
thou  any  man  living,  for  the  plasures  that  lucre 
can  purchase  ;  lastly,  fill  up  the  measure  of  his 
woes  by  l^towing  on  him  a  spurning  sense  of 
his  own  dignity,  and  you  have  created  a  wight 
nearly  as  miserable  as  a  poet.  To  you.  Madam, 
I  need  not  recount  the  £ury  pleasures  the  mase 
bestows  to  counterbalance  this  catal<^e  of  evils. 
I3ewitching  poetry  is  like  bewitching  woman  ; 
she  has  in  all  ages  been  accused  of  nialcading 
mankind  fnm  the  counsels  of  wisdom  and  the 
paths  of  prudence,  involving  them  in  difficulties* 
baiting  them  with  poverty,  branding  them  with 
infiuny,  and  plunging  Uiem  in  the  whirlii^  vor- 
tex of  ruin ;  yet  where  is  the  nun  but  must  own 
that  all  happiness  on  earth  is  not  worthy  the 
name — that  even  the  holy  hermit's  solitary  pros- 
pect of  paradisaical  bliss  is  but  the  glitter  of  a 
northern  sun,  rising  over  a  firoaeti  region,  com- 
pared with  the  many  pleasures,  the  nameless 
raptures  that  we  owe  to  the  lovely  Queen  of  the 
heart  of  Man! 


No.  CLXXIX. 
TO  MISS  CHALMERS. 


MADAK,  AvffUtt,  179S. 

SoMx  rather  unlooked-for  accidents  have  pre- 
vented my  doing  myself  the  honour  of  a  second 
visit  to  Arbiegland,  as  I  was  so  hospitably  invit- 
ed, and  so  positively  meant  to  have  done. —  I 
However,  I  still  hope  to  have  that  pleasure  be- 
fore the  bu^  months  of  harvest  begin. 

I  enclose  you  two  of  my  late  pieces,  aa  some 
kind  return  for  the  pleasure  I  have  received  iu 
perusing  a  certain  MS.  volume  of  poems  in  the 
pusiession  of  Captain  Riddel.  To  repay  one 
with  an  old  tong,  is  a  proverb,  whose  force  you, 
Madam,  I  know  will  not  allow.  What  is  said 
ddocBt  is|  I  belicTe)  equally  true  of 


Na  CLXXX. 

TO  JOHN  M'MURDO,  Esq. 

SIR,  December^  179S. 

It  is  said  that  we  take  the  greatest  liberties 
with  onr  greatest  friends,  and  I  pay  myself  a 
very  high  compUment  in  the  manner  in  which 
I  am  going  to  apply  the  remark.  I  have  owed 
you  money  longer  than  ever  I  owed  it  to  any 
man. — Here  is  Ker*s  account,  and  here  are  six 
guineas ;  and  now,  I  don't  owe  a  shilling  to 
man— or  woman  either.  But  for  these  damned 
dirty,  dog's  ear'd  little  pages,*  I  had  done  my- 
self the  honour  to  have  waited  on  you  long  ago. 
Independent  of  the  obligations  your  hospitalitj 


•  Scottiih 
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kii hid BM  imder,  tht  eoBMioiMaaM of  fMTiD- 
Mrioritjr  m  Iht  nak  of  man  aad  fittoiin,  of 
ilwlf'wM  fidlj  w  mmck  as  I  ooald  orar  niaka 
haad  aninat;  bat  to  owo  yoo  mootj  too»  waa 
more  than  I  oould  hat. 

I  think  I  once  mantionad  aomathing  of  a  ooU 
laetion  af  Scotch  aonga  I  haTo  lor  aome  joan 
baas  makiny :  I  aaod  70a  a  parnnl  of  what  I 
haTO  got  togathar.  I  oooM  not  oonraniantly 
apart  tham  abova  ftva  or  aiz  daya,  and  ftva  or 
aiz  gUneaa  of  tham  will  probablj  more  than  anf- 
iea  yon.  A  rrrj  £nr  of  them  are  mj  own. 
When  yott  are  tirad  ef  them,  pleaae  leave  them 
withlfr.  CaintyoftheKing'aArma.  Then  ia 
not  another  oopjr  of  the  eolUetion  in  the  worM ; 
■■d  I  ehiU  he  eorry  that  any  mlbrtanaie  negli- 
fenoe  ehecid  depti?a  t  of  iHiat  haa  coat  me  a 
food  deal  of  faimi 


LBTTBBS^  1794^  1795, 1796. 

NowGLXXXL 

TO  THB  KARL  OF  BUOBAN, 

m  A  oorr  or  **  bbuob'o  ADDuaa  so  Hit 
nuwra  ax  bamvockbveji.** 


Jhmfitm,  IStft  Jam.  17M. 
Will  jau  krdahip  aUoiw  me  to  piewnt  job 
with  the  aaeloaed  litde  eompoeition  of  mine,  as 
t  amatt  Iribvte  ef  gratitude  for  that  aoq[naint- 
with  whidi  job  have  been  pleeaed  to  ho- 
BOb  ladapendent  of  m  j  enthneiaam  aa  a 
I  have  raralj  met  with  anj  thing  in 
nistoiy  which  intereat  m j  Minge  aa  a  man, 
ofBal  with  the  atonr  of  Bannoekbom.  On  the 
one  hand,  a  erual,  bnt  able  naorpar,  leading  on 
1k»  inert  army  in  Ennpe  to  eztingniah  the  lart 
apark  of  freedom  aaaoog  a  greatly-daring,  and 
greatly-injiired  people :  on  the  other  hand,  the 
deaperate  ralica  of  a  gallant  nation,  devoting 
thamaelfae  to  reacne  their  bleeding  ooontij,  or 
perieh  with  her. 

Liberty!  then  art*  priae  truly,  and  indeed 
inTalnabIa  1  Sot  never  oanat  thou  be  too  dearly 
bought  1 

I  have  the  hoBoor  to  b%  In. 


Ka 


T0  1fR&  RIDDEU 


WAS  10  mrsAK  A  TLkT  om  gfMuim 

AtnBDOMVmilt 


I  AX  thiikiBg  to  eend  m j  Addnm  to 
fJadJBil  piblioatioB^  bnt  ithaa  not  got  joor 
^rTT*H\  ao  pray  kiok  over  it 

Aa  to  te  Twdigr'*  P^7»  lit  m  big  of  yoq, 


my  dear  Madam,  let  me  beg  of  yoa  t»  gbe  wh 
Tk§  Wcmder,  a  Woman  kmm  a  Smnig  l» 
w^fh  pleaae  add,  Th«  SpoiUt  QHW  |0>wm 
f^  jiy  oblige  me  by  eo  doing. 

Ah,  what  an  enriahle  emtnra  yoa  ml 
There  now,  this  coned  gkMmv  bine  devil  daf , 
you  are  going  to  a  party  of  choioe  — "-*- 


«  To  play  the  ihapaa 
Of  frolic  frncy,  and  inceamnt  form 
Those  rapid  pictures,  that  assembled  tnia 
Of  fleet  idess,  never  join*d  before^ 
Where  lively  wit  ezcitm  to  gay  aBrpriae  ; 
Or  foUy,  painting  Awnoicr,  grave  himeeli; 
Calb  kaghter  forth,  deep-ehaking  every 


Bnt  as  you  rejoice  with  them  (hat  do  njahm^ 
do  ako  remember  to  weep  with  them  that 
and  pity  your  melancholy  fiiand. 


NaCLXXXm. 

TO  A  LADY, 
a  FAvonn  or  a  rLATxn'a 


You  ware  eo  very  good  as  to  praauaa  mm  |» 
honour  my  friend  with  yonr  piwanuo  on  lus 
benefit-night  That  night  ia  fixed  for  Fkidaj 
flrat:  the  pl^  «  most  interesting  oae!  Tka 
wojf  to  katp  Him.  I  have  the  pleaanra  to  kacnr 
Mr.  G.  well.  His  msrit  as  an  ador  ia  goM- 
rally  acknowledged.  He  has  genios  and  worth 
which  would  do  honour  to  patronage :  he  ia  n 
poor  and  modsat  man;  claims  whidb,  bum 
their  very  stfaics,  have  the  mors  foreiUe  po««r 
on  the  generoua  heart.  Alaa,  for  pity  I  that. 
from  the  indolence  of  thoee  who  have  the  good 
thinga  of  thia  lifo  in  their  gift^  too  often  dnaa 
braaen-froDted  importunity  anateh  that  boon, 
the  rightful  due  of  retiring,  humble*  want !  Of 
all  the  qualitiae  we  aaaign  to  the  author  and  di- 
rector of  Nature,  by  fiir  the  most  enviable  in- 
to be  able  **  To  wipe  away  all  tears  from  all 
eyea."  O  what  insignificant,  sordid  wretchao 
are  they,  however  chance  may  have  loaded  then 
with  wealth,  who  go  to  their  graves,  to  their 
magnificent  mamtolnimt,  with  hardly  the  oqa. 
eeiouanem  of  having  made  one  poor  honeai 

^BotlosvoyoBr  pardoBpMBdami  I« 
Migi  not  to  pcaaoh* 


Now  CXXXXTT. 
snmAOTor  A 

TOMR.  - 


1  AM  eztremsly  obliged  to  yoa  for  yoor  kiai 
mintioii  of  my  intwti^  ia  •  kttv  whkk  Mr^ 


ST8  BURNS' 

Kb.  CLXXXTm; 

TO  THE  SAME. 

I  ■**■  ofttB  told  jFOOi  my  dftr  Triend,  thi 
yaa  U  >  i|Ma  ct  e^rica  iu  your  cbaipotiiioD 
■nd  JOB  km  n  often  dimoinil  it,  tvcn  pir- 
bipi  whilt  yvu  epiaioiH  were.  ■(  tbc  manimi 
inrf^viUl'  profiBg  it.  Could  any  tkiiy  » 
tn^o  Dt  from  A  frwod  inch  M  Jruu  ?— Nu 
To-DMHTOv  I  ihall  bin  tb«  booour  »[  wiiiiiu,- 

Putmll,  thott  <nt  of  fncodm,  «n,l  mi 
d  of  vomtD;  ertn  wiih  ill  ili] 


No.  CLXXXIX. 
TO  THE  SASIE. 


tb«  bMrt,"  bdore  yoo  I  iiu  guiltlw.  To  id- 
ain,  (MMOi,  lod  prne  you,  m  ihe  am  ucooi. 
plU*d  of  vaBiB,  ud  t^  fint  of  fncodi — if 
■hoc  irt  crimot  I  un  Ibc  mart  o&adLog  ibiog 

la  1  tue  wkera  I  ued  to  micC  tbc  kind 
pluonry  of  fruodly  oanUnm,  ihw  to  God  cold 

thit  mj  bout  en  dl  bnr.  It  i>,  hou-c\ 
■onw  kind  of  miHnble  f[aud  loi-k  ;  iliai  nl 
A.iAa«(-nkla(  rigour  uny  d«prw>  nn  um.tTci 
iog  vntck  to  lh«  gmund,  it  hm  i  trnJcm-y 


ibougfa  it  usnot  IubI  tbc  wouDdiofliiii  uul,  u 
M  Icut  ID  ^iat*  to  UoDt  thiir  poigniini'y. 
Titb  tbe  profboDdal  mpcet  for  jour  liull- 

pcd  lor  jonr  gmtla  bout  *Dd  uniilile  miiRnHi : 
■od  tb*  DMot  fcrrent  mb  ond  pnjer  for  youi 
wtVtn,  fut,  ud  bli«,  I  bin  tbe  boDour  ii 
he,  UaduD,  jour  moM  dentid  bumble  mvul 


No.  CXC. 

TO  JOHN  SYME,  Eio. 

Yaa  kaow  tbat  unong  other  high  dignici 
foo  bare  tbe  booour  to  be  my  uprnnF  coi 
of  oitial  judiwtoHi,  from  which  tbde  i> 
■ppeil  I  tnclow  jrou  i  Hsg  wbiih  1  cuuipi 
(d  line*  1  uw  you,  uid  1  am  goiog  to  give  y 
tl»  biiHirj  af  it.  Do  you  know  that  oniQ 
Kudi  llwl  I  idnun  ia  tbt  fbuidcn  nod  ma 


from  the  w 
poetry,  be  eo 
otber  of  ihu  lerrility  which  m 


CXCL 
TO  HISS 


NoraiMs  ibott  of  4  kisd  of  *bnlM»  ncoaL 
I  could  b«TO  mida  me  trenbl*  yoa  with  Ak 
(tEF.  Eieept  my  irdeot  ud  jait  cnem  Iv 
lur  KDM,  tuEc,  wid  worth,  every  mliiiMM 
riling  ID  my  brtut,  )*  I  put  pen  to  p^icr  M  fMh 

lumfaL  Tb«  Kcua  I  hin  pund  with  iIm 
lend  iif  my  eoul,  ud  hie  imiabli  ooooaioair 
b;  ivrracli  it  my  beirt  to  think  that  hail 

,ccr  la  the  wudeiinga  of  a  weary  world  ;  and 
ic  cutting  reflection  of  all,  that  1  had  moat  o^ 
Tlunalely,  though  moat  uadceemdly,  bat  Iho 
loEdeECC  of  that  loal  of  worth,  at  it  took  ilD 

Tbe^  Madam,  are  ieDUtkna  of  oo  iiidipMi 
igui>h — However,  yon,  alMS  tnay  be  dbaiak 


iliiy  you  know  I  poeaeaa,  ud  nDOetitf  Bia* 
1  dmy  me. 

To  DppoM  tlioic  prrjudiea  wbich  ban  btia 
(-U  agaiiut  me,  ii  not  tbe  buaintai  of  tUl 
i-c.  Indeed  it  li  a  warfare  I  koow  not  b«» 
vagc.  The  powen  of  poHtin  Ttee  1  cia  is 
le  lll^;ree  calculMio,  and  agaiul  direct  Bab- 
my  guard;  but  who  ea 


off  the 

Ih» 
and  of 

the 

ea: 

j-our 

fatuitv  of  giddy 
king'miacbiefof 
vour  to  request 
•Uter  IS^ 

capria.  or  »>H 

piecipitat.  folly  r 
of  yu,  M^lam, 
.,  through  r« 

■The 

To 

w»tIIWtotlaT<" 

rr*"^ 

Ko.  CXGIIL 
TO' . 


BaRNS*  W0BK8. 

No.  CXCIV. 
TO  THE  EARL  OF  GLENCAIRK. 


BUnOBMM  BIM8XL7  TO  BX  WKITIVO  FftOM  THS 
DSAO  TO  THE  LITXKO. 

MADAM, 

I  DAKX  tay  thif  it  the  first  epittle  yoa  ever 
receired  from  this  nether  world.     I  write  you 
from  the  regionf  of  Hell,  amid  the  horrort  of 
the  damned.     The  time  and  manner  of  my  lea- 
ving yoar  earth  I  do  not  exactly  know ;  as  I 
took  my  departure  in  the  heat  of  a  fever  of  in- 
toxication,  contracted  at  your  too  hospitable 
mansion  ;  but  on  my  arrival  here,  I  was  feirly 
tried  and  sentenced  to  endure  the  purgatorial 
tortures  of  this  infernal  confine,  for  the  space  of 
ninety-nine  years,  eleven  months,  and  twenty- 
nine  days ;  and  all  on  account  of  the  improprie- 
ty  of  my  conduct  ]re8ternight  under  your  roof. 
Here  ain  I,  laid  on  a  bed  of  pitiless  furze,  with 
xny  aching  head  reclined  on  a  piUow  of  ever- 
piercing  thorn,  while  an  infernal   tormentor, 
wrinkled,  and  old,  and  cruel,  his  name,  I  think, 
is  Reeotteetion,  with  a  whip  of  scorpions,  for- 
bids  peace  or  rest  to  approach  me,  and  keeps 
anguiA  eternally  awake.     Still,  Madam,  if  I 
could  in  any  measure  be  reinstated  in  the  good 
opinion  of  the  fair  circle  whom  my  conduct  last 
night  so  much  injured,  I  think  it  would  be  an 
alleviation  to  my  torments.     For  this  reason  I 
trouble  you  with  this  letter.     To  the  men  of 
the  company  I  will  make  no  apology. — Your 
husband,  who  insisted  on  my  drinking  more 
than  I  chose,  has  no  right  to  blame  me ;  and 
the  other  gentlemen  were  partakers  of  my  guilt. 
But  to  you.  Madam,  I  have  much  to  apologise. 
Your  good  opinion  I  valued  as  one  of  the  greaU 
est  acquisitions  I  had  made  on  earth,  and  I  was 
truly  a  beast  to  forfeit  it     There  was  a  Miss 
^  to«»  a  woman  oi  fine  annMe,  gentle  and 

oaaHoming  manners— do  make,  on  my  par^  a 
miserable  d — d  wretch's  best  apology  to  her.  A 
Mrt.  G  ,  a  charming  woman,  did  me  the 
honour  to  be  prejudiced  in  my  fevour;  this 
makes  me  hope  that  I  have  not  outraged  her 
beyond  all  forgiveness. — To  all  the  other  ladies 
please  present  my  humblest  contrition  fer  my 
conduct,  and  my  petition  for  their  gracious  par- 
don. O  all  ye  powers  of  decency  and  decorum ! 
whisper  to  them  that  my  errors,  though  great, 
were  involuntary — that  an  intoxicated  man  is 
the  vilest  of  beasts — that  it  was  not  in  my  na- 
ture to  be  brutal  to  any  one--that  to  be  rude  to 
a  woman,  when  in  my  senses,  was  impossible 
with  me— but — 


Mr  LORD, 

Whxn  you  cast  your  eye  on  the  name  at  tht 
bottom  of  this  letter,  and  on  the  title  pag«  of 
the  book  I  do  myself  the  honour  to  send  jcm 
lordship,  a  more  pleasurable  feeling  than  my  v». 
nity  teUs  me,  that  it  must  be  a  name  not 
ly  unknown  to  you.  The  generous  pat-_ 
of  your  late  illustrious  brother  found  me  in 
lowest  obscurity :  he  introduced  my  rustie  nvt 
to  the  partiality  of  my  country ;  and  to  him  I 
owe  aU.  My  sense  of  his  goodness,  tad  tht 
anguish  of  my  soul  at  losing  my  truly  _ 
protector  and  friend,  I  have  endeavoured  to  , 
press  in  a  poem  to  his  memory,  which  I  ht,. 
now  published.  This  edition  i  just  from  tht 
press ;  and  in  my  gratitude  to  the  dead,  and  mv 
respect  for  the  living  (fiune  belies  yon,  my  Im^ 
if  you  possess  not  the  same  dignity  of  wi^^ 
which  was  your  noble  brother*8  charadmiitie 
feature),  I  had  destined  a  copy  fiir  the  Earl  «£ 
Glencairn.  I  learnt  just  now  that  you  aiv  ia 
town : — allow  me  to  present  it  to  you. 

I  know,  my  lord,  such  is  the  vile,  venal  tim- 
tagion  which  pervades  the  world  of  ]etta% 
that  profisssions  of  respect  from  an  author,  pw- 
ticularly  from  a  poet,  to  a  lord,  are  more  •K*^ 
suspicious.  I  claim  my  by-past  conduct,  ai^ 
my  feelings  at  this  moment,  as  exceptions  to  tht 
too  just  conclusion.  Exalted  as  are  the  hooonn 
of  your  lordship*s  name,  and  unnoted  m  ■  the 
obscurity  of  mine ;  with  the  nprightneaa  of  aa 
honest  man,  I  come  before  your  lordship^  witk 
an  offering,  however  humble,  *tis  all  I  have  u 
give,  of  my  grateful  respect ;  and  to  beg  of  voi^ 
my  lord,— *tis  all  I  have  to  ask  of  yoo,  that  «m 
will  do  me  the  honour  to  accept  t£it, 

I  have  the  honour  to  b^  fcc»* 


No.  CXCV. 
TO  DR.  ANDERSON, 

AUTHOE  or  THX  UYES  OF  THE  VOBTS. 


Bagiet!  Remorse!  Shame!  ye  thiee  hell- 
bounda  that  ever  dog  my  stepe  and  bay  at  my 
heels,  i^aie  me !  spare  me ! 

Foigive  the  offmees,  and  pity  the  perdition 
qL  Medam*  eomr  i»wwM^  slanc 


SIR, 

I  AM  much  indebted  to  my  worthv 
Dr.  Blacklock  for  introducing  me  to  it  „ 
man  of  Dr.  Anderson's  celebrity ;  but  wlun 
do  me  the  honour  to  ask  my  ■— ^tantjo  in  Vi«v 
purposed  publication,  Alas,  Sir !  yoa  miffhtas 
well  think  to  cheapen  a  little  honcaty  at  the 
sign  of  an  Advocate's  wig,  or  humility  univ 
the  Geneva  band.  I  am  a  miserable  haniid 
devil,  worn  to  the  marrow  in  the  fiictioa  af 


•  The  original  letter  b  in  the  _ 
nourable  Mn.  Hollsnd  of  Poyniqa. 
rsndum  on  the  back  of  the  letter,  it 
been  writtm  in  May  1791 


eOftllESPONDENCE. 


Uding  thr  nam  af  llw  pom  pablicua  to  the 
fliuJfltuDe  of  Excuc ;  ind  tikt  Miltoa't  SaUn, 
Ikr  {niriM  rtMom,  un  tbrccd 

"Tttb  wilt  gtt  IW   dam'd  I  amid   ab- 


No.  CXCVl 

TO  MRS.  DUNLOP 

CattU  liimpln'.  5/i  Jrni?,  179*. 
Hini  ia  ■  KliUry  ion,  in  a  loliUry  nlligt, 
uo  I  Ml  by  mj-wlf,  to  imuK  my  biuuding  S^acj 


ir  haHh,  will  net  L 


Hit),  hookKllcr,  to  bim 
with  bliDk  IrivM,  «ac1 
of  Glmriddcrh'  thiE  1 1 
[  on  luia,  togcthf 


ihia  kind  I  ihall  Irmvc  wiih  yon,  the  editor,  to  ' 
publith  at  •nme  iflcr  period,  by  vty  of  nuking 
the  Muleiim  *  book  Eunow  to  ibt  ead  of  timt, 


th  «  flying  g 


_  I  im  juit  goisi 

btcD  friuiinK  u  1  pacAl  ilong  the  roid.  The 
tntJMt  i>  LIBEitr  :  Yon  know,  my  honaiired 
frkod,  how  dtu-  the  [heme  ii  la  me.  1  deiign 
H  u  irr^ular  Ode  for  Geoeril  Wuhingtnn'i 
bitth-d>y.  After  hiving  mentioned  Ibe  degc- 
MTMy  of  other  kiogdoini,  I  come  to  Scatlsod 

(Ae  Potmiip.  77.) 

Tou  will  probibly  have  another  acml  Irom 


No.  cxcvn. 

TO  MR.  JAMES  JOHNSON. 


Yov  ihoutd  bare  bard  from  no  long  ago ; 
bat  ore!  tai  shore  aome  vexwiona  ibare  id  the 
pamniiry  Ioiki  of  then  Kcuraed  tiinea,  I  have 
aU  tki>  winter  been  ptaifued  with  low  aprita 
ud  blue  derija,  so  that  I  kavt  abmut  itmijr  my 
iarp  0*  Iht  teiBoa  tna. 

w  busy  corrtctiDg 


1  send  yon  by  my  friend  Mr.  WaHaoi  feit^ 
□e  PongM  for  your  Hflb  valvme  ;  if  wa  Mnnot 
niih  it  soy  other  way,  what  would  yon  think 
r  Boots  words  to  some  beautiful  Irish  linf 


Ditby  friend  Mr.  Peter 
<  for  me,  interleartd 
ly  la  be  did  the  laird 


IhaTegatanHighlan. 


dirk  for  which  I  bare 
once  was  the  dirk  of 
Lard  Balmiri^o.     It  fbll  into  bsd  hsnda,  wbo 

the  knife  and  fork.  I  hSTC  some  thoughts  of 
'ndinj;  it  t>  your  cire,  to  get  tl  mouated  anew. 
Thank  ynu   for  Ihe  copies  dF  my  ValuDtnr 

lallid Our  fHend  Clarke  has   done  indttd 

■A\  !  II  ia  chaste  and  beautiful.  I  bare  not 
lel  with  anv  thing  that  has  pleased  me  so 
luch.  Yon'know,  lam  no  cnaooiiseur ;  bnl 
lit  I  am  an  amileur— will  be  allowed  me. 


DSiR  Bii,  Dimfria,  Not.  179*. 

You  It  oOer  ii  indeed  truly  geueiDus,  end  most 
sincerely  do  I  ibink  you  for  it  j  but  in  my  pre- 
sent tiluDtion,  I  find  that  I  dare  not  accept  it. 
You  well  know  my  political  sentimanU;  and 
were  I  an  insular  iodividual,  anconneeted  with 
I  wile  and  a  family  of  childien,  wiib  the  moM 
&rvid  enlhuaiam  I  would  hare  ToluDteend  my 
rvica  :  I  then  could  and  would  bare  deapiwl 
1  coniequeuca  that  might  ban  rntncd. 
My  piDipect  in  lh«  Excise  is  vmelhint ;  al 
leut,  il  ii,  encumbered  as  I  am  vilb  the  wtl- 
iuE,  Ihe  rety  eiiitenn,  oF  near  balf-a-acora 
Ipless  individuals,  what  I  dan  not  qiorl 


In  them 


imuuu  •  iFiw  edition  |  jjlJ^^J^iiV^  , " 

'ilh  my  ordinary  buiii-  I  nummJ^lSll?."!^ 


r«(ion  with  hbfMd  Ht.  pStj,  (da 
The  Monilng  Chnnlrle^  He.  MlUsr 


le  addltloni,  to  thli  Tolun 


S8T 


BURNS'  WORKS. 


f  Od«  t  on1y»  let  tliem  iniert  it  n  a  thing 
thirr  have  nwt  with  by  wcidcot  and  unknown 
to  me.— Nay »  if  Mr.  Perry,  wboae  honour,  af- 
ttr  your  charaeUr  of  him  I  cannot  doubt ;  if 
he  will  pre  me  an  addreaa  and  channel  by  which 
any  thing  will  come  aafe  from  thoae  apica  widi 
which  he  may  be  certain  that  bia  correspon- 
dence 18  beaet,  I  will  now  and  then  aend  him 
any  bagatelle  that  I  may  write.  In  the  preaent 
hurry  of  Europe,  nothing  but  news  and  politica 
will  be  iegard«d  ;  but  againat  the  days  of  peaee» 
which  Heanm  aend  aoon,  ny  little  aaaiatanoe 
may  perhapa  fill  up  an  idle  column  of  a  Newa- 
paper.  I  have  long  had  it  in  my  head  to  try 
my  hand  in  the  way  of  little  proae  ci«iya«  which 
I  propoae  amding  into  the  world  through  the 
medium  of  aome  Xewapaper ;  and  ahould  thcae 
be  worth  hia  while,  to  thcae  Mr.  Perry  ahall 
be  welcome ;  and  all  my  reward  ahall  be,  hia 
treating  me  with  hia  paper,  which,  by  the  bya^  to 
any  body  who  haa  the  leaat  rdiah  tar  wit,  is  a 
high  treat  indeed. 

With  the  moat  grateful  catccm,  I 
Dear  Sir,  kc 


No.  CXCIX. 

TO  GAVIN  HAMILTON,  Esq. 

MT  DIAK  aia,  Ihtmfries, 

It  ia  indeed  with  the  highcat  aatiafaction  that 
I  congratulate  you  on  the  return  of  **  daya  of 
caae,  and  nighta  of  plea«ure.*'  after  the  horrid 
houra  of  miaery,  in  which  I  aaw  you  aufiering 
existence  when  I  waa  laat  in  Ayrshire.  I  ael- 
dom  pray  for  any  body.  '*  Vm  baith  dead 
swcer,  and  wretched  iU  o*f.**  But  most  fervent- 
Iv  do  I  beseech  the  great  Director  of  thin  world, 
that  yon  may  live  long  and  be  happy,  but  that 

Ca  may  live  no  longer  than  while  you  are 
ppy.  It  is  needless  for  me  to  aflviae  you  to 
have  a  reverend  care  of  your  health.  I  know 
yott  will  make  it  a  point  never,  at  one  time,  to 
drink  more  than  a  pint  of  wine ;  ( I  meau  an 
English  pint),  and  that  }-ou  will  never  be  wit- 
aeaa  to  more  than  one  1  owl  of  punch  at  a  time ; 
and  that  cold  drama  you  will  never  more  taste. 
I  am  well  convinced  too,  that  after  drinking, 
perhapa  boiling  punch,  you  will  never  mount 
your  horse  and  gallop  home  in  a  chill,  late  hour. 
—Above  all  things,  aa  I  understand  you  are 
■ow  in  habiu  of  intinuiy  with  that  JBoanerpei 
of  gospel  powers,  Father  Auld,  be  earnest  with 
him  that  he  will  wreatle  in  prayer  for  you,  that 
yott  may  see  the  vanity  of  vanities  in  trusting 
to,  or  even  practising  the  carnal  moral  worka 
of  ekaritjft  humanity,  gtMenaityt  and  forgivt' 
ncM  ;thinp  which  you  practiMsd  ao  flagrantly 
that  it  was  evident  you  delighted  in  them ;  ne- 
glecting, or  perhapa,  proph^nely  despising  the 
whvltwmt  doetrtM  of  <*  Faith  without  works, 
iim  w^  Mwhor  of  Mlvatioo.'* 


A  hymn  of  thanks^iniig  trooU,  to  af  oyi 
Dion,  be  highly  bceoming  from  yo«  at  picsant , 
and  in  my  aeal  for  yo«r  welUbeiag»  I  mnmAy 
press  it  on  you  to  be  diligent  ia  chantiaf  over 
the  two  enclosed  piccea  m  aaorad  puaay.  Mjr 
beat  compliments  to  Mrs.  HaoullMi  aad  Mks 
Kennedy. 

Yoin  IB  the  L   ■   .d 

R.  B. 


No.ca 


TO  MR.  SAMUEL  CLARKE,  Joir. 
Duxraixa. 

DKAR  siK,  SMnday  Jliamim^, 

I  WAS,  I  know,  drunk  last  night,  bat  I  am  so- 
ber this  moratng.     From  the  expreaaiooa  Capl. 
,  made  use  of  to  me,  had  I  had 


body 'a  welfare  to  care  for  but  my  own,  we  shottkl 
certainly  have  come,  according  to  the  msu—s 
of  the  world,  to  the  necesaity  of  murdering  aaa 
another  about  the  businesa.  The  worda  were 
auch  aa,  generally,  I  lielievc,  end  in  a  braec  oC 
pistols ;  but  I  am  still  pleased  to  think  that  I 
did  not  ruin  the  peace  and  weliare  of  a  wife  mmi. 
a  femily  of  children  in  a  drunken  aquabUc 
Farther  you  know  that  the  report  cf  certaia 
political  opiniona  being  miue,  has  already  onoc 
liefore  brought  me  to  the  brink  of  dcstnictioa. 
I  dread  l««t  laat  night's  buainesa  may  be  oaio- 
repreaented  in  the  aante  way.— You,  I  bef» 
will  take  care  to  prevent  it  I  tax  your  wiak 
for  Mrs.  Burna'a  welfare  with  the  task  of  wait- 
ing as  aoon  as  possible,  on  everv  fcntlcaiaa 
who  waa  present,  and  state  this  to  him,  andf  aa 
you  please,  shew  him  this  letter.  What, 
all,  was  the  obnoxious  toast  ?  **  May  oar 
cess  in  the  present  war  be  e<|ual  to  the  ji 
of  our  cause.** — A  toast  that  the  most  ool 
ous  frenxy  of  loyalty  cannot  object  to.  I  rsqnsst 
and  beg  that  this  morning  you  will  wait  oa  tha 
parties  present  at  the  foolish  dispute.  I  shall 
only  add,  that  I  am  truly  aorry  that  a  ma 
atood  so  high  in  my  estimation  as  Mr. 
should  use  me  in  the  manner  iu  which  I 
ceive  he  ha«  done.* 


•  At  thU  period  of  our  Poef  s  life,  wbea  polMeri 
animmity  was  made  the  ground  at  private  quarrel,  ikc 
following  foolish  venes  were  sent  as  aa  attaelt  ca 
Bums  and  his  ft-iends  for  their  political  opinlnM 
lliey  were  written  by  some  member  of  a  dub  atyliag 
themselves  the  LojfU  Nativet  ot  DumfHca,  or  rather 
by  the  united  genius  of  that  dub,  which  was  moso  dis- 
tinguished for  drunken  loyalty,  than  either  for  re- 
■pccuibility  or  poetiosl  talent.  The  vera 
ed  over  the  table  to  Bums  at  a  convivial 
he  iustantljr  indoraed  the  sul^ointd  reply. 

Thte  Loyai  Natiw^  Yi 

Ye  sons  of  i«dUion  give  ear  to  my  song. 
Let  Syme,  Buaxa,    and    Maxwell, 

ihranir. 
With.  Craeken  the  attorney,  and  Mundell  tlie 
Send  Willie  the  monger  to  beU  with  a 
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thrtly  oar  bcscfiMrton.  To  yoii»  Modaniy  on 
our  humblt  Domfriei  bowds,  I  have  been  mora 
iadtbtod  fer  raterUinment  than  ever  I  was  in 
intMider  tbeatree.  Your  charms  as  a  woman 
would  insure  applause  to  the  most  indiflerent 
netraa,  and  your  theatrical  talents  would  insure 
admiration  to  the  plainest  figure.  This,  Madam, 
is  not  the  unmeaning*  or  insidious  compliment 
of  the  friroloHs  or  interested  ;  I  pay  it  from  the 
same  honest  impulse  that  the  sublime  of  nature 
tidtas  mj  aiimiration,  or  her  beauties  give  me 


Will  the  forq[oing  lines  be  of  any  service  to 
yoa  OB  your  approaching  benefit  night  ?  If  they 
willi  I  shall  be  prouder  of  my  muse  than  ever. 
They  ara  nearly  extempore :  I  know  they  have 
BO  great  merit ;  but  though  they  shoold  add  but 
little  to  the  entertainment  of  the  evening,  they 
give  me  the  happiness  of  an  opportunity  to  6fi- 
tkn  how  much  I  have  the  honoor  to  be^  He 

ADDRES& 

^Milcii  ty  Bfiis  FoMTXKCLUE  on  her  ben^/U" 
might,  JDee.  i,  1795,  at  the  Thiotre,  JDwn. 
/Hm. 

Still  aoziovs  to  secure  yonr  partial  &voar, 
And  BOt  less  anxious,  sure,  this  night  than  ever, 
A  Prologue,  Epilogue,  or  some  such  matter, 
*Twould  vamp  my  bill,  said  I,  if  nothing  better; 
So,  sought  a  Poet,  roosted  near  the  skies. 
Told  him,  I  came  to  feast  my  curious  eyes ; 
Said,  nothing  like  his  works  was  ever  printed  ; 
And  last,  my  prologue-business  slily  hinted. — 
"  Ma*am,  let  me  tell  you,*'  quoth  my  man  of 

rhymes: 
*(  I  know  your  bent— these  are  no  laughing 

timet: 
Can  you — but  Miss,  I  own  I  have  my  fears, 
Dissolve  in  pause— and  sentimental  tean — 
With  laden  sighs,  and  solemn  rounded  sentence, 
Bouse  firom  his  sluggish  slumbers  fell  Repent- 
ance; 
Plunt  Vengeance  as  he  takes  his  horrid  stand 
Waving  on  high  the  desolating  brand. 
Calling  the  storms  to  bear  him  o*er  a  guilty 
land!*' 

I  could  DO  more — askance  the  creature  eyeing, 
D*ye  think,  said  I,  this  hax  was  made  for  cry- 
ing? 
m  laugh,  that's  poc— nay,  more,  the  world 

shall  know  it ; 
And  so,  your  servant— gloomy  Master  Poet. 

Firm  as  my  creed,  Sirs,  *tis  my  fix*d  belief. 
That  Misery's  another  word  for  Grief : 
I  also  think — so  may  I  be  a  bride ! 
That  so  much  laughter,  so  much  life  enjoy'd — 

Thon  man  of  craiy  care  and  cesaeless  sigh. 
Still  under  bleak  misfortune's  blasting  eye ; 
Dooai*d  to  that  sonst  task  of  man  alive — 
J9  Mikt  thnt  fWBtw  4q  ^  vork  of  Avt  t 


Laugh  in  Misfertone'e  hm    itie  bddam  witdi  t 
Say,  you'll  be  merry,  though  yoa  can*t  be  riok. 

Thou  other  man  of  care*  the  wreAdi  fai  Iov% 
Who  long  with  jiltish  arts  and  aire  hast  stnnrtt  ; 
Measur'st  in  desperate  thought— a  ropo 

neck — 
Or,  where  the  beetling  diff  o'erhaofo  tbi 
Peerest  to  meditate  the  healing  leap  s 
Would'st  thou  be  cured,  thou  silly,  mopiag  olC 
Laugh  at  heir  follies — laugh  e*on  at  thyself : 
Learn  to  despise  those  frowns  now  lo  tarriiob 
And  love  a  kinder    that's  yoor  gnad  ipM 

fie— 

To  sum  up  all,  be  mtrry,  I  adrin  p 
And  as  we're  merry,  may  wt  Mill  hm  wiwh   i 
•     •••••••• 


No.  CCV. 

TO  MR&  DUKLGP. 

MT  DXAft  FEixvD,       \5th  Dtomhtr,  1794* 

Ai  I  am  in  a  complete  Decembrish  hvmoory 
gloomy,  sullen,  stupid,  as  even  the  dci^  of  Dol- 
ness  herself  should  wish,  I  shall  not  drawl  out  a 
heavy  letter  with  a  number  of  heavier  ^okigH% 
for  my  late  silence.  Only  one  I  shall 
because  I  know  you  will  sympathise  in  it : 
four  months,  a  sweet  little  giri*  my 
child,  has  been  so  ill,  that  every  day,  « 
len  threatened  to  terminate  her  i 
had  much  need  be  many  pleasures 
the  states  of  husband  and  father,  for  Qod 
they  have  many  peculiar  cares.  I 
scribe  to  you  the  anxious,  sleepless  hoan  Am 
ties  frequently  give  me.  I  see  a  train  of  U^Wl 
little  folks ;  roe  and  my  exertions  all  tkoir  ili|f  | 
and  on  what  a  brittle  thread  does  the  lifii  of  MHI 
hang  !  If  I  am  nipt  off  at  the  command  of  ftln  | 
even  in  all  the  vigour  of  manhood  as  I  UBt  Mck 
things  happen  every  day— gracious  God !  whal 
would  become  of  my  little  flock  !  'Tia  hfere  tbtt 
I  envy  your  people  of  fi>rtune— A  &ther  on  Ui 
death-bed,  taking  an  everlasting  Icavn  of  Ui 
children,  has  indeed  woe  enough ;  bat  thi 
of  competent  fsrtune  leavea  his  aons  and 
ters  independency  and  friends ;  whik  I— b«t  t 
shall  run  distracted  if  I  think  any  kmgor  on  te 
subject ! 

To  leave  talking  of  the  matter  to  grvtd^y  I 
shall  sing  with  the  old  Scots  ballad 

"  O  that  I  had  ne'er  been  narrW^ 
I  would  never  had  nae  can ; 
Now  I've  gotten  wife  and  baira% 
They  cry,  crowdie^  evermair* 


Crowdie!  ance;  rrowdie!  twist  | 
Orowdie  I  three  times  in  a  AtCf  i 

An  ye  crowdie  <»y  mair, 
Ye'U  ofowdie  i  my  ntd 
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Ko.  OCVIL 


jiDDRESS  OF  THB  SOOTS  DISTILLERS, 


TO 


THE  RIGHT  HON.  WILLIAM  PITT. 


WJ 


dimtofpoliticilCtttkttid  mtiuwn*  AodnA  U 
yoor  bnnchn ;  uid  tht  beMki  o£  tU  M4,  (^ 
lordly  puMfori  o£  billi  ud  vdio,)  a««4t4 


jrnny  bnigtwM  croird  your  gate, 
twwtiiig  under  tlie  weight  of  heavy  addreaNa, 
Ipermit  ua»  the  quondam  dittincra  in  that  part 
a£  Great  Britain  called  Seothmd,  to  approach 
fOUf  not  with  venal  approbation,  but  with  fr»- 
temal  condolence ;  not  aa  what  you  are  jnat 
BOW»  or  for  aome  time  have  been ;  but  as  what, 
in  all  probability,  you  will  shortly  be.— We  shall 
have  the  merit  of  not  deserting  our  friends  in 
the  day  of  their  calamity,  and  yon  will  have  the 
aatisfiMtion  of  perusing  at  least  one  honest  ad- 
dress. You  are  well  acquainted  with  the  dis- 
aaetion  of  human  nature ;  nor  do  you  need  the 
Meistance  of  a  fellow-creature*s  bosom  to  inform 
yoOfthat  man  is  always  a  sdfish,  often  a  perfi- 
dious being.— This  asaertion,  however  the  hasty 
cwdwiinnn  of  superficial  observation  may  doubt 
ef  it,  or  the  raw  inexperience  of  youth  may  de- 
ny it,  those  who  make  the  fotal  experiment  we 
have  done,  will  fori.  You  are  a  statesman,  and 
oenaeqoently  are  not  ignorant  of  the  traffic  of 
these  corporation  compliments — The  little  great 
man  who  drives  the  borough  to  market,  and  Uie 
very  great  man  who  buys  the  borough  in  that 
market,  they  two  do  the  whole  business ;  and 
yon  well  know,  they,  likewise,  have  their  price. 
—With  that  sullen  disdain  which  you  can  so 
well  assume,  rise,  illustrious  Sir,  and  spurn 
these  hireling  efforts  of  venal  stupidity.  At  best 
they  are  the  compliments  of  a  man's  friends  on 
the  morning  of  his  execution  :  They  take  a  de- 
coat  fitfcwdl ;  resign  you  to  your  fote ;  and  hur- 
ry away  from  your  approaching  hour. 

If  fome  say  true,  and  omens  be  not  very  much 
mistaken,  you  are  about  to  make  your  exit  from 
that  world  where  the  sun  of  gladness  gilds  the 
paths  of  prosperous  men  :  permit  us,  greet  Sir, 
with  the  eympathy  of  £dlow-foeliog  to  hail  your 
passage  to  the  realms  of  ruin. 

Whether  the  aentiment  proceed  from  the  sel- 
£shaeM  or  cowardice  of  mnkind  is  immaterial ; 
but  to  point  out  to  a  child  of  misfortune  thoee 
who  are  still  more  unhappy,  ia  to  give  him  aome 
degree  of  poaitive  enjoyment  In  this  light.  Sir, 
our  dowi^  may  be  again  uaefrd  to  you:— 
Though  not  exactly  in  tiie  same  way,  it  is  not 
pcrhape  the  first  time  it  has  gratified  your  foel- 
logs.  It  b  true,  the  triumph  of  your  evil  star 
IS  exceedingly  despiteful.— At  an  age  when 
others  are  the  votaries  of  pleasure,  or  underlings 
m  business,  you  had  attained  the  highest  wbh 
of  a  Bridsh  Statesman ;  and  wiUi  the  ordinary 
date  of  human  life,  what  a  prospect  was  before 
you!  Deeply  rooted  in  Hoyal  Favour,  you 
overshadowed  the  land.  The  birds  of  passage, 
mUik  f^fkm  niiiiimrid  maAim  through  tvtry 


under  your  ahade.  <«  But  behold  a  watehcr,  a 
holy  one  came  down  from  heaivcB,  aad  cridi 
aloud,  and  aaid  thus :  Hew  down  the  tree,  aai 
cut  off  hb  branches ;  shake  off  hb  leavco,  mmi 
scatter  hb  fruit ;  let  the  beaats  get  away  from 
under  it,  and  the  fowls  firom  hb  branches !"  A 
blow  from  an  unthought-of  quarter,  one  of  thooo 
terrible  accidents  which  peculiarly  mark  tho 
hand  of  Omnipotence,  overset  your  carecr»  aad 
laid  all  your  fancied  honours  in  the  dust.  Bat 
turn  your  eyes.  Sir,  to  the  tragic  acenco  of 
fate. — An  ancient  nation  that  for  many 
had  gallantly  maintained  the  unequal  atmgglo 
for  iudependenoe  with  her  much  more  powMful 
neighbour,  at  last  agrees  to  a  union  whidi  ahookA 
ever  after  make  them  one  people.  In 
deration  of  certun  circumstancea,  it 
nanted  that  the  fiwmer  shouki  enjoy  a 
ed  alleviation  in  her  share  of  the  mihlio  buw 
dens,  particularly  in  that  branch  of  the  tevasit 
called  the  Excise.  Thb  just  privikfa  ban  of 
late  given  great  umbrage  to  aome  ntenaliit 
powerful  individuab  of  the  more  potent  part  oC 
the  emfMre,  and  they  have  epared  no  wickod 
pains,  under  insidious  pretexts,  to  subvert  what 
they  dared  not  openly  to  attack,  firom  tkt  draoA 
which  they  yet  entertained  of  the  spirit  of  thoir 
ancient  enemiea. 

In  thb  conspiracy  we  fell ;  nor  did  wt  oloao 
aufier,  our  country  was  deeply  wounded.  A 
number  of  (we  will  aay)  rrspeetable  indiridooli^ 
largely  engaged  in  trade,  where  we  wcr 
only  usefol  but  abaolntely  neceeeavy  to  oor 
try  in  her  dearest  interest ;  we,  with  all 
was  near  and  dear  to  ua,  were  sacrificed  witW. 
out  remorse,  to  the  infernal  deity  of  poUtieol  «■- 
pediency!  We  feU  to  gratify  the  wiahoa  ef  dofk 
envy,  and  the  Tiewe  of  unprincipled  ambitioa  I 
Your  foes,  Sir,  were  avowed  ;  were  loo 
to  take  an  ungeneroua  advantage;  yon  Ml 
the  fece  of  day. — On  the  oontraryy  a 
to  complete  our  overthrow,  contrived  to 
their  guilt  appear  the  villainy  of  a  natk 
Ynnr  downfei  only  drap  with  you  yoor  pri* 
vatefiriends  and  partisans:  In  our  miaai 
more  or  lesa  involved  the  moot  numcrooo, 
most  valuaUe  part  of  the  community— iiall 
who  immediately  depend  on  the  eultivtftfoB  of 
the  soil,  from  the  landlord  of  a  province,  down 
to  the  lowest  hind. 

Allow  us.  Sir,  yet  ferther,  joat  to  hint  at  ma* 
other  rich  vein  of  comfort  in  the  dnoiy  rugioni 
of  adversity ;— the  gratulatiooa  ef  an  appiwviotf 
conscience.  In  a  certain  graat  aaaenUy,  of 
which  you  are  a  distinguished  membcr» 
gyrics  on  your  private  virtues  have  ao 
wounded  your  delicacy,  thatwoshaM  aot 
tress  you  with  any  thing  on  the  aulfaet. 
i%  however,  one  part  of  your  public 
which  our  fedinga  will  not  ponait  oo  to 
inaibnee;  oor  gratitade  muat  tfeopoaa  oa  oooo 


manet  irotucfl. 


Wbwtll,  wllistol*  fMAobem!  U 


llln 

<Mi^M.     Hi*  kuMnr  i*  psftctljr  Dfigiul 
ii  ■■thtr  th*  bunODT  ot  AddaoD,  nor  6  nifl, 

DOT  StVlH,     DOT  of  MOJ   boij   but  Dr.    UoOrc. 

Bj  tb*  bjt,  ]pon  luT*  dtprrrad  n*  of  2(&ir»  ,- 
i—Hibu'  ihi^  when  JOB  an  dlipond  to  rike 
BB  lb*  KM  ef  Bf  D(^«et  frooi  idum^  ibt  utus 
rflwi»wt 


NO.CCX. 
TO  MB  ft.  RIDDEL. 


totk  jiBHarf,  me. 

or  eqinai  aj  gntitnd*  u  jon  Ibi 
■w  t  l«ii|ir  DCTVul  of  .^lucjlariii 
01*0'  ]Mt  with  «  hook  thM  bcvitch- 
nudi ;  tsd  I,  u  ■  membcT  of  th?  li- 
ti  winlj  fc«l  th*  ohliption  you  Lavi 
ler.  Indeed  to  me  thi  obligatiDo  i: 
uf  olber  iadlTldul  of ' 


m  to  ■  HKi  of  the  Di 


■baM  •■  ban  iitki    Tboi  wickedly  wducky 
-'— <— -il>  I  hot  (I  did  wnM«>  to  •  f^~-> 
■bl«  h>  go  in  qnnt  of  bim. 
■  luTC  Ml  quit*  haikm  me.    The 
hcikid  ftinwi  1  intUkd  to  iqtv 
tiUifaibcphenLl 


Ho.  ecu 

TO  HRi.  DUNLOP. 


t  uwiuilLoJ  ipiDrt  ■>  lugbly  nlud 
trimt.  I  «in  Bttorly  »t  «  low  to  ratm.  AJu  ! 
■•In^  ni  eta  I  lOwd,  U  Oil  tim^  to  be  de- 
pibW  of  ujr  of  tba  null  muuU  ot  mj  plca- 
MM^  I  bin  hilly  drank  dctp  <f  di«  enji  of 
■OictioB.  Tha  aatumii  tabbed  ma  of  my  onlj' 
dtdfbter  uid  diriing  child,  tod  tkat  at  a  diH- 
tne*  100)  lad  n  rapidly,  u  to  pat  it  oat  of  my 
|avw  U  lay  Aa  lut  tha  datin  to  her.    I  hid 


;inK  myaelf  tbcriethn  of  ■  __      , 

Dide  fenr,  uid  lonf  the  die  *paa  ledllll  |  ' 
iftB  muy  weeki  of  ■  liek-bod,  it  MM* 
vc  iDincd  Dp  life,  >   '  ~ 


bMQ  btfbra  mf  own  door  in  the  itreot. 

Whf  a  pkaran  badoiUi  tbe  mantd  d|kt, 
Afflictioa  parite*  the  nmil  nj, 

Reli^oD  bail*  tha  dnar,  tha  antnad  Di|fat, 
Tbit  «hiit%  for  anr  Aoto!  lifii'i  doobC 
day. 


mvith 


inhle  haaltb  a  to  ba  vttMf  ' 

mmatiinn,  I  bmM  amy 
gneling  like  that  ef  Balak  to  B^ : 
bim — '  Canw  enna  ma  Jacob;  and  eaaa  d^ 
rymfJmal!"  So  lay  I — Con*  nna  ^  thM 
tut  wind ;  and  com^  Mf  ma  tbc  aaith  I 
Would  ^D  bava  ma,  in  auch  cireimMinBi^  to 
copy  you  out  a  lore  ivig  ? 


ot  b*  U  the  ball— Wby  il 


lupply  IS*  with  tba  ionf,  Zil  M  ajltf  -m\tf 
py  togtUnal — do  if  jtn  cu,  lad  nMiaa  h 
paiar*  auBiabb  B,  g. 


Vn.  ocxm 

TO  MR.  JAUES  JOHNSON, 


How  m  yoD,  my  dear  biend,  and  luMv  amtm 
1  your  flfa  vDhuna?  Y«i  mqr  ji iibibi 
unlf  ihU  for  aome  lima  ptK  I  bara  a^ibcM 
III  and  yooi  work;  inX,  alael  A»  im^  of 
lia.  and  nmnr,  and  tnt,  baa  Ibaaa  >a*Br 
ooihi  laia  bauycnma!    PcnoMd  aaj  ^b- 


YoD  an  a  nod,  wortby,  baa« 
bn  ■  |aad  q|M  I*  It**  >■  Ob  «i 
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-«iM  pilM  ittort  to  oy  poor  ptlpiUtiiif  hetrt. 
VanveU!!!  , 

R.  B. 


Thx  abore  it  tappoaed  to  be  the  last  prodne- 
tioB  of  RoBXKT  Buftire,  who  died  on  the  81st 
«f  the  month,  nine  day  afterwards.  He  had, 
Iwwefei,  the  pkasare  of  receiring  a  satisfiKtory 
explanation  of  hie  friend's  silence,  and  an  assnr- 
«Me  of  the  oontinoance  of  her  friendship  to  hie 


widow  and  children ;  an  aseorasM  that  has ' 

amply  fulfilled. 

It  ia  probable  that  the  greater  part  of  her  let- 
ters  to  him  were  destroyed  by  onr  bard  about 
the  time  that  this  last  was  written.  He  did 
not  Ibreeee  that  his  own  lettefs  t»  her  w«a  to 
appear  in  print,  nor  conoetre  tht  dianppasal- 
ment  that  will  be  felt,  that  a  isw  of  thia 
lent  lady's  hare  aot  eenrcd  to 
the  collection. 
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THE  POETS  CORRESPONDENCE 


WITH 


MR.  6£OR6£  THOMSON. 


Tmm  Pofty  bm6m  hit  ample  eontrUmtioM  to  Um  Miuica]  MaMum,  pobliabad  by  Johmoa,  m^ 
giftd  IB  Um  tontirhtt  timikr,  bat  frr  more  extended  ondertakiiig  of  Bfr.  Georft  Thomeo^ 
entitied  Stkei  M§bdU§  of  Seotlamd,  e  Work  more  tyitemAtieaUy  planned,  and  eeientiMllf 
ezceated,  as  to  the  Mntic — and  more  chastened  in  the  composition  and  sentiment  of  dm 
Soofs,  than  anjr  of  its  precursors ;  and  which  still  maintains  its  superiority  over  all  other  m1« 
leetions  as  the  National  Repertory  of  Scottish  Song,  both  as  to  the  poetry  and  music.  Tht 
frilowittf  Correspoodence  shews  the  rise  and  progress,  with  much  of  the  interesting  detrfb 
of  ov  Poet*s  eootribntions  to  Bfr.  Thomson's  Work  :— 


No.  L 

MR.  THOMSON  TO  THE  POET, 
•oucmvo  HIS  co-oriBjLTioir. 

eiB,  Edinhurph,  SepUmher  1792. 

Foe  tome  yrars  past,  I  hare,  with  a  friend  or 
twok  employed  many  leisure  hours  in  selecting 
and  collating  the  most  farourite  of  our  national 
melodies  for  publication.  We  hare  engaged 
PIcyel,  the  most  agreeable  composer  living,  to 
put  seeompanimenu  to  these,  and  alio  to  com  > 
pose  an  instrumental  prelude  and  conclusion  to 
each  air,  the  better  to  fit  them  for  concerts,  both 
oublie  and  private.  To  render  this  work  per- 
fect, we  are  desirous  to  have  the  poetry  impro- 
ved, wherever  it  seems  unworthy  of  the  music  ; 
and  that  it  is  so  in  many  instances,  is  allowed 
by  every  one  conversant  with  our  musical  coW 
lections.  The  editors  of  these  seem  in  general 
to  havt  depended  on  the  mnsie  proving  an  ex- 
ense  for  tibe  verses ;  and  hence,  some  raarming 
melodies  are  nniled  to  mere  nonsense  and  dog- 
giel,  while  ochecs  are  aeoommodated  with  rhymes 
ao  loose  and  indelicate,  aa  cannot  be  song  in  de- 
oent  company.  To  remove  this  reproach,  would 
be  an  eaqr  task  to  the  author  of  TAt  Coiter^g 
Satmrda^  Nigkt ;  and,  for  (he  honoor  of  Cale- 
donia, I  wooU  foin  hope  he  may  be  induced  to 
take  up  the  pen.  If  so,  we  shall  be  enabled  to 
present  the  public  with  a  collection  infinitely 
more  interesting  than  any  that  has  yet  appear- 
ed, and  aceepti3>le  to  all  persons  of  taste,  whe- 
ther they  wish  for  correct  melodies,  delicate  ac- 
or  duuradiracit  TfrMi.-«W«) 


will  esteem  your  poetical  a^istance  a  partienkr 
favour,  besides  paying  any  reasonable  price  ytK 
shall  please  to  demand  for  it  Profit  la  qnitt  • 
secondary  connderation  with  us,  and  we  ace  !•• 
solved  to  spare  neither  pains  nor  expense  on  the 
publication.  Tell  me  frankly,  then,  whether 
you  will  devote  your  leisure  to  writing  twfatf 
or  twenty-five  songs,  suited  to  the  particalir 
mek)dies  which  I  am  prepared  to  send  you.  A 
few  songs,  exceptioaable  only  in  some  of  thar 
verses,  I  will  likewise  submit  to  your  considen* 
tion ;  leaving  it  to  you,  either  to  mend  thiBH^ 
or  make  new  songii  in  their  stead.  It  is  soper- 
fluous  to  assure  you  that  I  have  no  intention  to 
displace  any  of  the  sterling  old  songs;  thfat 
only  will  be  removed,  which  appear  quite  8iUr« 
or  absolutely  indecent  Even  tlieae  shall  afiTtt 
examined  by  Mr.  Burns,  and  if  Ae  is  of  opiniM 
that  any  of  them  are  deserving  of  the  mqsio,  hi 
such  cases  no  divorce  shall  take  place. 

Relying  on  the  letter  accompanjring  this  to  ht 
forgiven  for  the  liberty  I  have  taken  in  iililii 
ing  you,  I  am,  with  great  esteem,  SSr,  jo«r 
moet  obedient  humble  servant, 

O.  THOMSOir. ' 


No.  It 

tHE  POET'S  ANSWER. 


sim. 


IhtmfHet,  \M  Sepi.  ITH.  ' 
1  BATS  just  this  moment  got  your  letter.  -  Ai 
thi  iifMt  yo«  main  tamwillpeMNifttl 


BURNT  WORKS. 


to  mf  ajojxnaiti  in  oompilTing  with  it,  I  ihtll 
tBter  into  your  undertakiBg  with  all  the  tmall 
portion  of  abilitiei  I  hare,  ttnined  to  their  ut- 
BMMt  exertion  by  the  impuln  of  endmaiaam. 
Only,  im't  hunx  mbt  <« IM  tik  tfi«  kind- 
moet  b  by  no  ttMfli  iht  tride  gwerre  of  my 
mnao.  Will  yoa»  aa  I  am  inferior  to  none  of 
you  in  enthuaiaatic  attachment  to  the  poetry  and 
mnaie  of  old  Caledonia,  and,  aince  yon  request 
it,  hare  cheerfully  pronuaed  m^  mite  of  assiat- 
-will  yon  let  AM  hart  a  liat  of  yoor  aira, 


an( 

with  the  fint  line  ttf  the  printed  yeraea  you  in 
tend  for  them,  that  I  may  have  an  opportunity 
of  Migfeating  any  alteration  that  may  occur  to 
me.  You  know  'da  in  the  way  of  my  trade  ; 
Btill  leering  yon,  gentlemen,  the  undoubted  right 
of  publiahers,  to  approre,  or  reject^  at  your  plea- 
aore,  for  your  own  publication.  Apropoe !  if 
you  are  for  SngUsh  veriea,  there  it,  on  my  part, 
ftn  end  of  the  matter.  Whether  in  the  aimplicity 
•f  the  ballad,  or  th^pathoa  of  the  aong,  I  can 
Oily  hopo  to  pbaaa  myielf  in  being  allowed  at 
liaat  a  aprinUmg  of  our  native  toneue.  Eng- 
Uah  ▼traea*  particnlarly  the  works  of  Scotamen, 
that  havt  merit,  are  certainly  very  eligible. 
Twetdiida ;  Ah  the  poor  Mhephenfe  mournful 
JkU  I  Ah  CMoriSf  eouid  I  now  but  iit,  &c. 
you  cannot  mend :  But  aueh  insipid  atuff  aa. 
To  Panmyfair  could  limpart,  &c  usually  set 
to  The  Milly  Mill  O,  is  a  disgrace  to  the  col. 
Itetiona  in  which  it  has  already  appeared,  and 
would  doubly  disgrace  a  collection  that  will  have 
the  Tery  auperior  merit  of  youra.  But  more  of 
thb  in  the  farther  prosecution  of  the  business, 
if  I  am  called  on  for  my  atrictures  and  amend- 
meota— 4  aay,  amendmenta ;  for  I  will  not  alter 
«ioq>t  where  I  myaelf  at  leaat  think  that  I 


Aa  to  any  remuneration,  jron  may  think  my 
■OOfl  either  above  or  below  price ;  for  they 
ihafi  ahaolutdy  be  the  one  or  the  other.  In  the 
koaeat  enthusiasm  with  which  I  embark  in  your 
undertaking,  to  talk  of  money,  wages,  fee,  hire, 
Im:.  would  be  downright  proUitution  of  toult 
A  proof  of  each  of  the  songs  that  I  compose  or 
amend,  I  shall  receive  aa  a  favour.  In  the  rus- 
tic phrase  of  the  aeaaon,  "  Gude  speed  the 
wark!" 

I  am,  Sir^  your  very  humble  Servant, 

R.  BURNS. 

P.  8»— I  have  aome  particular  reasons  for 
wishiog  my  interferenca  to  be  known  aa  little  as 


Va.  IIL 

MR.  THOAISON  IN  REPLY. 

filAft  IIR»        Edinburgh,  IS/A  Oci.  1793. 

I  fticuvBD,  with  mneh  satialaction,  yoor 
fliiiMt  ud  oblifiBf  kttvi  aDdXnlini  my^ 


warmeat  aeknowledgments  for  the 

with  which  you  have  entered  into  our 

king.     We  have  now  no  doubt  of  being  able  to 

produce  a  collection,  highly  desenring  of  pablio 

ittention,  in  all  respaotc 

I  agree  with  you  in  thinking  Xnifuk 
that  have  merit,  very  eligibl^  wherever 
verses  are  necessary ;  because  the  Englidi 
<;pmes  every  year,  more  and  more,  the 
of  Scotland  ;  but,  if  you  mean  that  no  EngpUsb 
verses,  except  those  by  Scottish  anthora,  ovgki 
to  be  admitted,  I  am  half  inclined  to  diftr  from 
you.  I  should  consider  it  unpardonable  to  a»- 
orifice  one  good  song  in  the  Scottish  dialnet.  Is 
make  room  for  English  verses ;  but,  if  w«  eut 
select  a  few  excellent  ones  suited  to  the  unpro- 
vided or  ill-provided  airs,  would  it  not  be  tha 
very  bigotry  of  literary  patriotism  to  reject  suck 
merely  because  the  authors  were  bom  south  of 
the  Tweed  ?  Our  sweet  air,  My  Ifamnie  O, 
which  in  the  colleetiona  ia  joined  to  the  pooieat 
atuff  that  Allan  Ramsay  ever  wrote,  beginning. 
While  aome  far  j^eaeure  pawn  their  heaitk,  an* 
awers  so  finely  to  Dr.  Percy's  beautiful  aong, 
O  Nancy  wilt  thou  go  with  me,  that  ODO  would 
think  he  wrote  it  on  purpose  fior  the  air.  How* 
ever,  it  ia  not  at  all  our  wish  to  oonfin*  yon  to 
English  verses :  you  shall  freely  be  allowed  n 
sprinkling  of  your  native  tongue,  as  you  el^ant- 
ly  express  it;  and  moreover,  we  will  patiendy 
wait  your  own  time.  One  thing  only  I  beg, 
which  is,  that  howover  gay  and  sportk^e  tha 
muse  may  be,  she  may  always  be  decent.  Let 
her  not  write  what  beauty  would  blush  to  speak, 
nor  wound  that  charming  delicacy  which  forma 
the  most  precious  dowry  of  our  daughtera.  I 
do  not  conceive  the  song  to  be  tha  moat  punt 
vehicle  for  witty  and  brilliant  conoaita :  rinspK- 
city,  I  believe,  should  be  its  prominent  fisatun  ; 
but,  in  aome  of  our  songs,  the  writers  have  eo»» 
founded  simplicity  with  coaraencas  and  Tulgft* 
rity ;  although,  between  the  one  and  tha  othor, 
as  Dr.  Beattie  well  observes^  there  ia  aa  great  a 
difference  as  between  a  plain  suit  of  clotheo  asd 
a  bundle  of  rags.  The  humorous  ballad,  or  pa- 
thetic complaint,  is  best  suited  to  our  artkaa 
melodies;  and  more  interesting  indaad  ia  all 
songs  than  the  most  pointed  wit,  **■— ''irg  da- 
scriptioos,  and  flowery  f^Bnciw. 

With  these  trite  observations,  I  send  3rou  eltvtA 
of  the  songs,  for  which  it  is  my  wish  to 
tute  others  of  your  writing.  I  shall  i 
mit  the  rest,  and,  at  the  same  tima^  a  j 
of  the  whole  collection:  and  yoa  may 
we  will  receive  any  hinta  that  you  are  ao  kiad 
aa  to  give  for  improving  the  work,  with  tka 
greatest  pleasure  and  thankfolneai. 

I  vamaia,  Dear  ttr*  iNb 


•M 


BURNS'  WORKS. 


Vomm$  IMUff ;  and  if  Um  JbOowiog  rliapiodj, 
whiek  I  oonpond  the  odiff  day,  on  a  ckarmiiif 
Ajfahirt  giil,  Bli«  ,  n  the  pmed  throogn 

tkii  plaot  to  Enf  land,  will  toit  jronr  taste  brt- 
ter  than  the  CUIi«r  LastU,  &U  oa  and  wel- 


(  O  aaw  yf  ftomtt  JamUm^  p.  194.) 

I  have  liitlierto  deferred  tha  tublimer,  more 
patlietie  aira,  «ntil  more  ]eisw%  as  they  wUl  take, 
■ad  deaanra^  a  giraater  effMt.  Honmr,  they 
ana  all  pot  into  your  hands,  as  day  into  the 
kiads  of  the  potter,  to  asaka  one  Teasal  to  ho- 
noBTf  and  aaothar  to  diahoooor.    Farewellv  Ico. 


No.  VL 


THE  POET  TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

Ya  banka,  and  bcaea,  and  streams  around. 
The  castle  o'  Blontgomery.     (Sm p.  SOS. 

XT  DiAn  siBf  14M  NovmhtTf  1799. 

I  Aoais  with  yon  that  the  aong,  Kaiharint 
O^e,  is  Tcry  poor  stufl^  and  unworthy,  alto- 
fediar  vn^^orthy,  of  ao  beantifiil  an  air.  I  tried 
to  mend  it,  but  the  awkward  aoond  OgU  recur- 
ring so  oAsn  in  the  rhyme,  apoila  every  attempt 
at  introdaeing  sentiment  into  the  piece.  The 
foregoing  soof  pleases  mysdf ;  I  think  it  i«  in 
my  happiest  manner ;  you  will  see  at  first  glance 
that  it  suiti  the  air.  The  subject  of  the  Mng  is 
one  of  the  most  interesting  passages  of  my  youth- 
ful dajrs ;  and,  I  own  that  I  should  be  much 
flsttered  to  see  the  rerses  set  to  an  air  which 
would  insurs  celebrity.  Perhaps,  after  all,  *tis 
the  still  glowing  prejudice  of  my  heart,  that 
throwa  a  borrowed  lustre  over  the  merits  of  the 
composition. 

I  haTe  partly  taken  your  idea  of  Auld  JRob 
Morrit,  I  hare  adopted  the  two  first  Terves, 
and  am  going  on  with  the  song  on  a  new  plan, 
wluch  promises  pretty  well.  I  take  up  one  or 
anoUwr,  just  as  the  bee  of  the  moment  bunes 
in  my  boonet-lug ;  and  do  you,  aona  eertmoniCf 
make  what  osa  you  choose  cf  the  productions. 
Adicn!  lie. 


No.  VII 


MR.  THOMPSON  TO  THE  POET. 

DEAft  aiBf  Edhburjfh,  Nov.  179€. 

I  WAa  just  going  to  write  to  you,  that  on 
meeting  with  your  Nannie  I  had  fiUlen  violent- 
ly in  k^  with  her.  I  thank  you,  therefore,  for 
tfiMlt"g  the  charming  rustic  to  me,  in  the  dress 
yon  erish  ker  to  appear  before  the  public  She 
does  yon  great  credit,  and  will  soon  be  admitted 
jbio  dw  beat  company. 


I  regret  that  your  song  for  the 
short ;  the  air  is  easy,  soon  son^  and 
ing ;  so  that,  if  the  singer  stops  at  the 
two  stanzas^  it  is  a  pleasure  loot  ere  it  aa 


cnddT 


Although  a  dash  of  our  native  tongue 
manners  is  doubtless  peculiarly  ooogmial,  wtfA 
appropriate  to  our  melodies,  yet  I  dLdl  be  abb 
to  present  a  considerable  number  of  the  Toy 
Flowers  of  English  Song,  weU  adapted  to  tboan 
melodie%  which  in  En^and  at  least  will  be  tbn 
means  of  reeommendiog  them  to  still  greater  at- 
tention than  they  have  procured  dwrc.  Bnt 
yon  will  observe,  my  plan  'n,  that  every  air  abdl 
in  the  first  pUux  have  verses  wholly  by  SeottUi 
poete ;  and  that  those  of  English  writers  oImI 
follow  as  additional  songs,  for  the  choice  of  tiM 
singer. 

What  yon  say  of  the  JSw€4nigkt»  is  jval ;  I 
admire  it,  and  never  meant  to  supplant  it.  AD 
I  requested  was,  that  you  would  try  your  kini 
on  aome  of  the  inferior  stansas,  which  are  app»> 
rently  no  part  of  the  original  song ;  bat  tkia  I 
do  not  urge,  because  the  song  is  of  siiffiiiial 
length  though  those  inferior  staoaaa  be  emittad, 
as  they  will  be  by  the  singer  of  taste.  You  asMa 
not  think  I  expect  all  the  songs  to  be  of  snpcrin* 
tive  merit ;  that  were  an  unreasonable  eapuU 
tion.  I  am  sensible  that  no  poet  can  sit  dofwadef- 
gedly  to  pen  verses,  and  succeed  well  at  all  riaaafc 

I  am  highly  pleased  with  your  humonMia  aad 
amorous  rhapsody  on  J^xais  Xesslie  /  it  k  a 
thouMnd  times  better  than  the  Cuttur^a  Znesifc 
**  The  dtfil  he  coudna scaith thee,"  &c.  ia  an ao- 
centric  and  happy  thought.  Do  jrou  not 
luiwever,  that  the  names  of  such  ohi 
Alexander,  sound  rather  queer,  nnlesi 
(Miu»  or  mere  burlesque  verse? 
line  **  And  never  made  aoither,**  I  woold  i 
bly  suggest,  **  And  ne*er  made  sic  anitfaari^ 
and  I  would  fain  have  you  substitute  aone  odUr 
line  for  "  Return  to  Caledonie,*'  in  the  bal 
verse,  because  I  think  this  alteration  of  the  otw 
thography,  and  of  the  sound  of  Caledonia, 
figures  the  word,  and  renders  it  Hndibraetn 

Of  the  other  song.  My  wif«*»  a  tw'waoma 
thing,  I  think  the  first  eight  lines  very 
but  I  do  not  admire  the  other  eight,  becana 
of  them  are  a  bare  repetition  of  the  fina 
I  have  been  trying  to  spin  a  stansa,  but  cooM 
make  nothing  better  than  the  foUowing  t  do  yon 
mend  it,  or,  as  Yorick  did  with  the  ~ 
whip  it  up  in  your  own  way. 

O  leese  me  on  my  wee  thiog» 
My  boonie  blythsome  wee  thing  ; 
Sm  lang*s  I  hae  my  wee  thii^ 
IMl  thixkk  my  lot  divine. 
Tho'  warld*8  care  we  share  o't. 
And  may  see  meickle  mair  o\ 
Wi'herrilblythlybearit, 
And  ne*er  a  word  repine. 


la 


You  perceic^  my  dear  Sir,  I  vnSimpJUtt 


MB 


BU&NS'S  WORK& 


The  four  list  mmgt  with  which  yon  &Toared 
me,  vis.  Auld  Rah  Morrii^  Dumean  Grayt 
Oatta  Water,  and  Cauld  KaU^  ere  admirable. 
Daaoto  ii  indeed  a  lad  of  grace,  and  hii  humoar 
will  endear  him  to  every  body. 

The  distracted  lover  in  Auld  Rob,  and  the 
happy  shepherdess  in  Galla  Water,  exhibit  an 
excellent  contrast ;  they  speak  from  genuine 
feeling,  and  power^ly  touch  the  heart. 

The  number  of  soogs  which  I  had  originally 
in  view  was  limited,  but  I  now  resolve  to  in- 
clodt  every  Scotch  air  and  song  worth  sing, 
log,  leaving  none  behind  but  mere  gleanings, 
to  which  the  publishers  of  ommegatherum  art 
welcome.  I  would  rather  be  the  editor  of  a 
collection  from  which  nothing  could  be  taken 
awtyt  than  of  one  to  which  nothing  could  be 
added.  We  intend  presenting  the  subscribers 
with  two  beantiful  stroke  engravings ;  the  one 
chantteriatie  of  the  plaintive,  and  the  other  of 
the  lively  songs ;  and  I  have  Dr.  Beattie's  pro- 
.  aiiae  of  an  essay  upon  the  suliject  of  our  na- 
tional music,  if  his  health  will  permit  him  to 
write  it.  As  a  number  of  our  songs  have  doubt- 
less been  called  forth  by  particular  events,  or  by 
the  charms  of  peerless  damsels,  there  must  be 
many  curious  anecdotes  relating  to  them. 

The  late  Mr.  Tytler  of  Woodhouselee,  I  be- 
lieve^  knew  more  of  this  than  any  body,  jfor  he 
joined  to  the  pursuits  of  an  antiquary,  a  taste 
for  poetry,  besides  being  t  man  of  the  world, 
and  possessing  an  enthusiasm  for  music  beyond 
most  of  his  contemporaries.  He  was  quite  plea- 
sed with  this  plan  of  mine,  for  I  may  say,  it 
has  been  solely  mansged  by  me^  and  we  had  se- 
veral long  eonversations  about  it,  when  it  was  in 
embryo.  If  I  could  simply  mention  the  name 
of  the  heroine  of  each  song,  and  the  incident 
which  occasioned  the  verses,  it  would  be  grati- 
fying. Pray,  will  you  send  me  any  information 
ii  uis  aort,  as  well  with  regard  to  your  own 
aooga,  as  the  old  ones  ? 

To  all  the  ^vourite  songs  of  the  plaintive  or 
pastoral  kind,  will  be  join«i  the  delicate  accom- 
panimenti,  &c.  of  Pleyel.  To  those  of  the  co- 
■lie  or  humorous  class,  I  think  accompaniments 
eeanely  necessary;  they  are  chiefly  fitted  for 
the  conviviality  of  the  festive  board,  and  a  tnne- 
fql  voice^  with  a  proper  delivery  of  the  words, 
renders  them  perfect.  Nevertheless,  to  these  I 
propose  adding  basa  accompaniments,  because 
then  they  are  fitted  either  for  singing,  or  for  in- 
strumental performance,  when  there  happens  to 
be  no  singer.  I  mean  to  employ  our  right 
trusty  friend  Mr.  Clarke  to  set  the  bass  to  these, 
which  he  assures  me  he  will  do,  con  amore,  and 
^-with  much  greater  attention  than  he  ever  be- 
stowed on  any  thing  of  the  kind.  But  for  this 
last  dan  of  ain,  I  will  not  attempt  to  find  more 
tium  one  aet  of  verses. 

That  eeeentric  bard  Peter  Pindar,  has  started 
I  know  not  how  msny  difficulties,  about  wri- 
ting for  the  airs  I  sent  to  him,  because  of  the 
pfwlisrity  of  their  measure,  and  the  trammels 
bey  impeee  on  hm  flying  P^garai,    I  soljoia 


for  your  perusal  the  only  one  I  havt  jtt 
from  him,  being  for  the  fine  air  **  Lord 
gory."    The  $<x>ts  verses  printed  with  that 
are  taken  from  the  middle  of  an  old  boDad, 
ed.  The  Lau  of  Lochroyan,  which  I  do 
admire.     I  have  set  down  the  air  there&ra 
creditor  of  yours.     Many  of  the  Jaeobite 
are  replete  with  wit  and  humonr; 
the  best  of  these  be  included  in  onr  yqIubm 
comic  eongs? 


POSTSCRIPT, 

niOX  TBK  BOir.  A.  imSKIVB. 

Mn.  Tboxson  has  been  so  obliging  ae  to  gitv 
me  a  perusal  of  your  songs.  EGghlaad  Magfm 
roost  enchantingly  pathetic,  and  Duncan  Qfty 
possesses  native  genuine  humour :  *'  spak  o* 
lowpin  o*er  a  linn,*'  is  a  line  of  itself  that  ahonid 
make  you  immortal.  I  sometimes  hear  of  yon 
from  our  mutual  firiend  C,  who  is  a  moat  ex- 
cellent fellow,  and  possesses,  above  all  men  I 
know,  the  charm  of  a  most  obliging  dispooition. 
You  kindly  promised  me,  about  a  year  ago^  a 
collection  of  your  unpublished  prodnctiottay  re&- 
gious  and  amorous ;  I  know  from  experience 
how  irksome  it  is  to  copy.  If  yon  will  get  any 
trusty  person  in  Dumfries  to  write  them  ofw 
feir,  I  will  give  Peter  Hill  whatever  money  In 
asks  for  his  trouble ;  and  I  certainly  abmll  net 
betray  your  confidence. 

I  am  your  hearty  admirer, 

ANDREW  ERSKINB. 


No.  xa. 


THE  POET  TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

26M  January,  179S. 

I  AfpRovE  greatly,  my  dear  Sir,  of  your  plana. 
Dr.  Beattie*s  Essay  will  of  itself  be  a  tieaaon. 
On  my  part,  I  mean  to  draw  up  an  appendix  tn 
the  Doctor's  Essay,  containing  my  stock  of  an- 
ecdotes, &c.  of  our  Scots  songs.  All  the  lain 
Mr.  Tytler's  anecdotes  I  have  by  me,  taken 
down  in  the  course  of  my  acquaintance  widi 
him  from  his  own  month.  I  am  such  an  en- 
thusiast, that  in  the  course  of  my  several  pere- 
grinations through  Scotland,  I  made  a  pujgfi- 
mage  to  the  individual  spot  from  which  every 
song  took  its  rise,  **  Lochaber,**  and  the  '*  Bmee 
of  Ballenden,"  excepted.  So  fiir  as  the  locality^ 
either  from  the  title  of  the  air,  or  the  tenor  of 
the  song,  could  be  ascertained,  I  have  paid  ny 
devotions  st  the  particuUur  shrine  oi  evwy 
Scotch  muse. 

I  do  not  doubt  but  you  micht  make  a  vfly 
valuable  collection  of  Jicohl^^^fnp-JblllWi^^ 


SM 


BtfRNGr  WORKS. 


An,  wbn  nn  &T<nr  me  widi  ^r  ■trictnia 
■fis  anrr  uiDg  cIr  nlitin^  to  the  vnrk. 

Phyd  hu  Ulelr  HDt  me  b  numbn  of  tbt 
■■&  ^tb  bie  vympbonia  and  AcecimpuiiDCBtt 

^|kl  MTTt  up  M>mc  aF  Ibon  la  you  with  your 
•waTcnMbrwiyofdriMTttflirdiiiiwr.  Then 
ia  B  nseh  dtlighiCul  tAaey  in  the  iTnipbonieis 


Ibeyu 


limplieily  ii 
indeed  beyood  ^1  pi 


■,  ind  MTtrtl  other  Iibh  is  it,  U*  Wa-* 
tiFul :  but  in  my  sfriBion — ptrdon  m*,  mtieil 
ihfld*  of  RuDUr  !  the  toog  ii  nDWDtthy  gf  tha 
linn*  air.    I  ihall  Irr  to  malu,  or  miad.    Far 

,BBf  i  bat  Logan  bun  ami  Logaii  bra—,  wt9 
iiticll]'  (luceptible  of  run]  imaicry  :  I'D  try 
iliil  likewiv,  ind  if  I  wccced,  the  otbo-  M^ 


pradwilliHU  flf  four  siuve :  your  Lord  Gregoryi 
n  ■«  (MiaMtioo,  ii  man  iatenating  thu 
PaMr*^  bnatiliil  m  hk  ii !  Yoar  Htn  Ana 
Wtffit  BDM  Dsdetp  tome  Klteniiooi  to  init 
lh(  (ir.  Ht.  Enkio*  ind  I  ham  been  eDaaiiiK 
k  ■•«  1  bt  will  aujgat  what  ia  otcewr  to 
«aka  them  a  fit  match.  > 

Tha  pnllemaD  I  haire  meDtiDiud,  irboie  Sue 
taM  !■■  an  BO  atnager  to,  ia  ao  well  pluKd 
bMk  wi&  the  muHca]  and  poetical  part  of  our 
«iA,  Ikat  he  baa  voluuteend  hii  (Miauace, 
aid  kM  alnadf  wTiUenfauraoDgafbrit,  which. 
If  Ui  MTB  deain,  1  aend  ht  your  peruaal. 


N».  xvnL 
THft  POET  TO  MR.  THOMSON. 


No.  XIX. 

TBL  POET  TO  MR.  THCMSON. 

7(*  April,  I79S. 
Tvin  JMi  Biy  dear  Sir,  for  your  packet. 
Ym  MaBot  inugiBe  how  mueb  iliii  buiioBa  of 
•O^MUf  tot  Tour  publicatiou  bM  added  to  my 
MJiiMiQta.  Whit  with  my  utly  atuchment 
to  halUi^  your  boc^  fca.  ballul-making  it  d.,w 
w  MBBlMcly  my  hobby-bone,  aa  erer  fortiBea- 
tin  WW  Unole  Tobv'a;  lo  I'JI  e'ea  canter  it 
■war  till  1  come  to  Ibe  limit  of  my  rjce.  (God 
(TaM  that  I  may  lalie  the  right  aide  of  the  win- 
B>^pgBt!)>»l  tlieB  cheerful!}-  iDakiug  back 
«■  (Ik  boaeat  folka  with  whom  I  hire  been  hap- 

Elaballaay.  .      '         -" 
Unraodn 


U  ba  "Good 

So  mucU  f. 


;  my  liat  looka  to  the  whol 
wordt  of  tbe  voice  of  Cm 
light  and  joy  be  wi*  yo 
^.  Hiy  likt  vorili :  now  In 
rki,  ai  they  hive  occutied  i 


Thi  kat  linea  of  Tkt  tait  ti 


!&.%£ 


■dpptail  pan  of  ihciU 


rthet* 


Now  my 
Far,  &if 

ear  lad  m 
u  me  and 

unboebiab.^ 
Uf^bnM." 

atf  Pat, 

ind  ia  ncT 

.;«d. 

iiofMer 
rm»U,. 

i.. muddy  op 

Then  ril 
And  .jne 

redgn  and  marry  Pat*, 
mycwkemooy." 

Thii  ii  ninly  fir  unworthy  of  niiiiMy.  ar 
Vo'ir  book.  Jly  wng,  iliyi  ef  borlrf,  ta  lbs 
iiLOe  tune,  duo  not  ultogether  pkaw  hm  ;  bat  if 
1  cui  mtnd  it,  and  thraih  a  finr  looat  aaotia^la 

Tkt  laa  a'  Palii't  mill  ia  one  af  Bana^r^ 
lie»t  annp ;  but  there  ii  one  looaa  aanliiiiMi  ia 
it.  which  u>y  mucb.Tilued  frind,  Mr.  EnkiK 


1.  Sinclair 

a  Statialical 

ulun>e.a»twocl.i_a. 

one,  1  (bin 

,fm 

from  Ayn 

bin, 

for  the 

honour  of  Ibi.  ...1. 

The  follow 

op  a 

ecdole. 

which  I  had  fnMD  th. 

piaent  Si 

Will 

nnincbam,  of  Boban- 

and,  who 

hadi 

of  tbe 

ale  John  Eail  i^  Lo.. 

Allan  Kimfiy  waa  reaiding  at  Loadoa  CaMlo 
ivllh  the  then  Eirl,  fitbir  to  Earl  Jsba  i  a^ 
oat  tonooon,  riding,  or  walkinf  oal  togntlMr, 

li.'  ipot  on  Irrine  water,  rtill  calU  "  PatWa 
Mill,"  when  a  bonnie  laaa  waa  "  ted£^  ixf, 
bjriheaded  on  the  gneo."  Uy  Leed  ahf  i^ 
to  Allan,  thit  it  would  be  a  Go*  thnm  far  k 
iiiDg.  Rauiay  took  the  bint,  and  lia|«iaf  b»- 
hind,  be  compoaed  the  Snt  *ketdi  of  it,  whBk 
he  produced  at  dinoer. 

Oh  dan  Ihtard  Jlfory  tor,  la  a  Sat  M^; 
biiE  for  coniiitency'a  laka  alter  ttia  aaaaa  ~  Ad»> 
nlk"  Wu  then  erer  aoch  banoa  pabUAid,  aa 
apurpoaeof  marriip  between  AianilmaAMa- 
ryt  I  agree  with  yon  that  my  ioaf,  Timt't 
aMghl  but  cart  on  ntry  liond,  ia  much  npni* 
or  to  Puortilh  cmiliL  The  origioal  asi^  na 
mi'.l.  millO,  though  eictlknt,  ia,  on  aocoaal  of 
<!,'Ucacy,  inadmiiaibte  ;  Itill  I  like  tbe  litkaad 
tliiuk  a  Scolliah  aong  would  auit  tbt  BOtm  faaatt 
tiiA  let  yuur  choaen  Mif,  which  ia  rary  fntlf, 
f-,]]ow.  ai  an  Eaglidi  leL  Tit  baaJU  V  da 
Ufi  -a,  ygu  know,  literally  Lmmteim  M  alir 
time.     The  Kog  ia  welt  enough,  tat  tm  MM) 


40ft 


BUEN«'  WOBKi. 


9Uk  tikt  the  MUM  liberty  with  Com  rip$  an 
honnit.  Perhaps  it  might  want  the  lait  ataoU) 
and  be  the  better  for  it.  Cauld  kail  in  Aber- 
deen,  you  mutt  leave  with  me  yet  a  while.  I 
.luTe  vowed  to  hive  a  nong  to  that  air,  on  the 
lady  whom  I  attempted  to  celebrate  in  the 
Tenea,  Poortith  cauut  and  restless  love.  At 
^  any  rate,  my  other  aongf  Green  grow  the  rash' 
ct,  will  otver  auit.  That  aoog  ia  current  in 
Scotland  under  the  old  title,  and  to  the  merry 
(rid  tune  of  that  name ;  which  of  course  would 
nar  the  progreaa  of  your  aong  to  celebrity. 
Your  book  will  be  the  atandard  of  Soots  aongs 
far  the  future:  let  this  idee  ever  keep  your 
judgment  on  the  alarm. 

I  Mod  a  aong,  on  a  celebrated  toast  in  this 
•oontry,  to  suit  Bonnie  Dundee,  I  send  you 
also  a  baUad  to  the  Hi//,  mill  O. 

The  last  time  I  came  oW  the  moor,  I  would 
fain  attempt  to  make  a  Scou  song  for,  and  let 
Ramaay'a  be  the  English  set.  You  shall  hear 
from  me  soon.  When  you  go  to  London  on 
this  business,  can  you  come  by  Dumfries  ?  I 
have  still  several  MS.  Scots  airs  by  me  which 
I  have  picked  up,  mostly  from  the  singing  of 
country  lasaes.  They  please  me  vastly;  but 
your  learned  lugs  would  perhaps  be  displeased 
Urith  the  very  feature  for  which  I  like  them. 
I  eall  them  simple ;  you  would  pronounce  them 
ailly.  Do  you  know  a  &ne  air  called  Jackie 
Mumt*M  lament  9  I  have  a  aong  of  consider- 
able merit  to  that  air.  I'll  enclose  you  both  the 
song  and  tane»  aa  I  had  them  ready  to  send  to 
Johnaon'a  Museum.  I  send  yoo  likewise,  to 
Be»  a  beaatifnl  little  air,  which  I  had  taken 
down  from  9iva  voce, 

Adieul 


No.  XXU. 

THB  POET  TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

MT  9IAE  aiB,  April,  1798. 

I  HAD  iearaely  put  my  laet  letter  into  the 
nM(  irfnrie,  when  I  took  up  the  sufa^t  of  The 
M  Hmt  leeme  9*er  the  moor,  and  ere  I  alept 
dvtw  the  ovtlinea  of  the  foregoing.  How  far  I 
have  aoceaeded,  I  leave  on  this,  aa  on  every 
other  occmion,  to  you  to  decide.  I  own  my 
vanity  ia  flattered,  when  you  give  my  songs  a 
plaee  in  your  el^ant  and  superb  work  ;  but  to 
be  of  service  to  the  work  is  my  first  wish.  As 
I  have  often  told  you,  I  do  not  in  a  aii|gle  in- 
ttanoe  wish  jon,  out  of  compliment  to  wo^  to 
inetrt  any  thing  of  mine.  One  hint  let  me  give 
yo«-— whatever  Mr,  Pleyel  docs,  let  him  not  al- 
ter one  iota  of  the  original  Scottish  ain ;  I  mean, 
in  the  aong  department ;  but  let  our  national 
music  prceerve  its  native  features.  They  are, 
I  own,  frequently  wild  and  irreducible  to  the 
more  inodeni  rules ;  but  on  that  very  eccantri- 
d^i  P«luffib  deptadi  a  greaft  put  of  thtir  tf- 


No.  xxnt 

BIR.  THOMSON  TO  THE  POET. 

Edinburgh,  %6tk  AffO,  119S,  , 
I  HXAaTiLT  thank  you,  ny  dear  Sir,  for  frntu 
last  two  letters,  and  the  aongt  which  accoap^ 
nicd  them.  I  am  always  both  inotnielcd  aM 
entertained  by  your  observations ;  and  tha  frvak* 
ness  with  which  you  apeak  out  your  nindt  ia  !• 
me  highly  agreeable.  It  ia  very  poaiibla  I  Btqr 
not  have  the  true  idea  of  aimplicity  in  fwtwii 
tion.  I  confess  there  arc  Beveral  songa  of  AOaa 
Ramaay'a,  for  eaamfJe,  that  I  think  aiiUy  anmigh, 
which  another  person,  more  oosvf  rsaat  tkaa  I 
have  been  with  country  people,  would  perb^ 
call  aimple  and  natural.  But  the  lowest  aooMt 
of  umple  nature  will  not  please  geoenlljt  if  ea» 
pied  precisely  aa  they  are.  The  poet,  like  tiK 
painter,  must  select  what  will  fono  aa  ^fraeabli 
aa  well  as  a  natural  picture.  On  thie  aubioet  il 
were  easy  to  enlarge ;  bat  at  preeeat  tumee  it 
to  aay,  that  I  consider  simplicity,  rightly 
stood,  as  a  most  essential  quality  ia 
and  the  ground-work  of  beau^  ia  all  the 
I  will  gladly  appropriate  your  aioat  iai 
new  ballad.  When  wild  war'$  doadig  hlmst^  Ik. 
to  the  MiU,  nUO,  O,  as  well  ae  «1m  two  otiber 
songs  to  their  respective  airs  ;  but  the  third  aaA 
fourth  line  of  the  first  verse  must  undeiyo  eona 
little  alteration  in  order  to  suit  the  masic.  Plqrel 
does  not  alter  a  single  note  of  the  aonge.  Thii 
would  be  abeurd  indeed  1  With  the  ain  wluak 
he  introducee  into  the  eoaatas,  I  allcnr  Ma  t» 
take  each  hberties*  aa  he  ptoaeee  j  bnfc  tkn  hm 
nothing  19  do  with  the  eongi. 


P.  S. — I  wnh  vou  would  do  ae  jaa 
with  your  JRigt  o  barkg.     If  the  lot 
mente  are  thrashed  out  of  it,  I  will  ftaA 
for  it ;  but  ae  to  thie  there  ia  no  hnnj. 


No.  XXIV. 

THE  POET  TO  MR,  THOMSON. 

Jmse,  17M. 
Wbiv  I  tell  you,  my  dear  Bur,  that  a  finead 

of  mine,  in  whom  I  am  much  intereeled,  baa 
fellen  a  semfice  to  theee  aecureed  timee,  yoa 
will  easily  allow  that  it  might  unhiage  ma  Her 
doing  any  good  among  ballade.  My  owa  kHi^ 
as  to  pecuniary  vaatUn,  i»  trifliag  ;  bat  tba  la* 
tal  ruin  of  a  much-bved  friend,  ia  a  k 
Pardon  my  eeeming  ioettentioa  to 
commands. 

I  cannot  alter  the  disputed  linai  ia  tba 
mUl,  O.  What  yoa  thiak  a  ddsft  I 
a  poeitive  beauty  s  oo  you  eea  baw  doetfia  dil* 
fer.  I  ehall  now,  with  aa  macb  alaafiti  Hi 
oaa  iBiiiln>  go  om  wfSk  pnx 


JfOEMff 


I  Ib^  fM  tar  jtm  dclicaM  adilidonil  nr< 
Mi  W  tk«  old  tnfaiiBX,  aad  (i>r  jtmi  cmlfcD 
KXW  to  LofU  mtir  :  Tlwnm'i  tnly  fltgtio 
«M  win  Mlaw  br  tb(  Ei«liih  Mnftr.     Y<h 


WORKS'. 

dma  of  «iad  wOl,  I  tMt,  1ia(  aMK*f  a^f  af 
hn  vute,  «bieh  (to  oald  ■■fcdif  mbmh; 

•  jftur  to  ilall  JcMm. 

Ttook  n*  br  m  capr  af  vaar  piyiiatt^ 
Nmt  did  BT  «ni  totoU.  U  uy  M^nl  w^ 
Muli  ilfgww  ind  (        ' 


■Mlb  otoncttr  if  tto  fait  u 


Ho.  XXTIL 

THE  POET  TO  UR.  THOMSON. 

MT  «■»»  MB,  *         JiJjr  S,  179.1. 

1  BATi  jint  tutbcd  ttofanowinstollul,  ibi) 
nlla  think  it  in  my  tott  Mylt.  1  wnrl  ii  f-iu. 
Mr.  Clirto,  who  wrote  duirn  Ito  4iT  from  nin. 
Boru'  nod-Bota  rrU,  ii  nr)>  food  nf  it ;  mil 
tol  [inn  it  ■  rritbrilj'  b;  tnebing  it  to  tonie 

SBlf  ]*di(*  of  ito  lint  fiuhiaB  hrn.  if  yuu 
BM  like  tbt  (ir  esDngfa  to  giva  it  i  pki'e  in 
jonr  «*ll«liDa,  plcua  ntura  it  Tht  ungyou 
BUT  ton,  ■*  I 


(,BoMdi  Jia»,  p.  IM.) 

1  ton  noM  tlioii|bti  cf  ioMrtiu  ia  your  in- 
dn,  «r  in  my  Dottfc  tto  Bimt*  tt  tto  fiir  un», 
tto  ttodOM  of  »y  •ong*.  I  do  not  uun  ibt 
BUM  at  faO  ;  but  dulxa  or  HMrixn*,  u  . 
^DDiljr  Buy  fiad  ibm  out, 

Hu  toroint  of  ito  fongoini  ii  Mil 
dM|htcr  to  lit.  M.  oT  D,  on  of  yoar  m 
ton.  I  btT«  aotpiniMl  brrintto  nak  1 
(to  toldn  ia  life,  but  in  tto  dctw  lod  •/ha 
•fftWtMpt. 


ir«  XXTUL 
THE  POET  TO  UR.  THOMSON. 

A/y,  IT93. 


nrar  bythM  Hondub  wbicb  einwu  ihe  up- 
tiffai  aWiu  of  RouBT  BuBNi'  ImiiBirT— 
oaltokutmatioBaf  it,  Iwill  iadjfnanilr  ipum 
dM  ^pMt  tnautioo,  uid  bin  itot  moinint 
caMiBiiiiotiMWCTBjwtoyogl  SnBHi'du- 
^w>K  fa  iMHari^  ■  nntiiuBt  and  indapcb. 


Binfaly  vritttn ;  aoly,  jmt  pHriatikf 
Bide  yon  ny  Ian  mn^  ;  haawMr.  ■ 
-  .  donUi  f*ai7  rfkt  to  ito 
work.    TtolUowi^u* 
nofi  ia  tto  IiN)«B  MB 
eap7  whu  I  wiita  W  job.  m  I 


TUJIoutn^  tin  firnl  ii  ctotaiBf  bbki 
lOEin ;  and  tboald  to,  ud  miM  bt.  «t  M  tb* 
iot«  t  b«t,  tboof  b  ant  it  yanr  rak  dw  ttoM 


■r*  worthy  <d  b  plteo,  mrc  it  bat  to  iiaaaan** 
\at  tto  iBtbor  of  itoin,  wto  ii  bb  old  Uj  rf 
mv  ■cqutiotBiia.  lod  at  Ibi*  Hiomoiit  liviaf  to 
Edinbargh.  Sli*  iia  ~' 
niof  what  plut;  but 
wbit  a  ctonoinf  aiKKtrapht  ia 


Tto  old  ballid,  /  iBia*  /  Hra  nJiB*  JHto  «% 
>•  (illy,  to  ooBtamptiUliiy*.  My  oltnliM  of  1^ 
In  JohaaeB-i,  ■•  not  moeb  batttr.  Mr.  Kate. 
ISO,  in  bu,  wbit  to  ealla,  ^aiiwl  ITiHlfc 
[many  of  tbam  notoriona.  tbodgb  toaMiM 
Enough  brgariaa)  baa  tto  bmt  aat.  \t'mUkti 
lui  own  iatapalatioBi — tot  ■•  aaUm'. 

Id  my  aaat,  I  wiU  H( 
lioBi  a  linr  aonft  wUcb 
hnniad  BOtici*.  In  tto 
coBgratoliti  mo  bow,  a 
Yon  tort  eaauaiWiJ  yt 
which  will  now  to  tnad,  fa  tfm  to  ■•■ 
tto  illaatiiaoa  jary  of  ito  BoBBud  Itoavi 
of  Tamb — all  vboapowyoaB|fai^«r  Maria. 

Baiog  a  laid  of  nataroi  I  ton  timm  fnlB»> 
ma  to  tacoad  ngto ;  aad  I  la  wanaalid  ly 
tto  imrit  to  farattl  and  afflna,  that  jroar  piBb 
iBdohDd  win  bold  ap  ^obt  toIbmi^  aad  My^  . 
thhoootpfihs  •■  ThiiaiBadBtoiMd^ 
tioa  va>  tto  work  of  my  aaoolw." 


braOvarAiqrtL 
-'■■ *  "--mt 


tan  ti  1 »«  af  <■»■  Mlaa  ilTaB  k  tha  aamnM 
nuWi  an(irtiiMtM.#iaa£B.  (aM*  aaMM 
ab  of  Fail  HaSalmH,!  la  St  miaiB  twk 
.li>Mli,Vol-][ULpjiri,iBBhl*tftla«lMa» 


40* 


BVRNS'  woftsa 


good  hnaiwr,  it  dtp^liif  John's  •boaldcrtb 
whDt  1m  milM  and  looks  at  her  with  such  glee, 
m  to  show  that  ho  /mU^  raroUccta  the  pleasant 
dafi  and  aighta  when  they  were  Jlnt  acqtumL 
Tbt  drawiBf  would  do  honour  to  the  pencil  of 


No.  xxxm. 

THE  POET  TO  MB.  THOMSON. 

Aiipmtt,  179S. 
TsAT  crinkum-eraakuBi  tone,  XMn  Atkur^ 
iM  na  ao  in  Bjr  head,  and  I  succeeded  eo  ill 
Id  Bjr  kaft  attempt,  that  I  hare  vcutnred,  in  this 
Boniaf^i  walk,  one  esaajr  more.  You,  my 
dav  Sir,  will  remember  an  unfortunate  part  of 
our  wvthjr  friend  C  'a  atory,  which  happened 
■buut  three  yean  aga  That  struck  my  fimcy, 
•ad  I  andaaTound  ta  do  the  idea  joaiice^  aa 
fBUowB. 


( Auf  /  a  COM,  p,  SOS.)  • 

By  the  way,  I  have  met  with  a  musical  High* 
lander,  in  Breadalbane'a  frndblee,  which  are 
quartnred  here,  who  asaures  me  that  he  well 
remembera  hia  mother's  singing  Gaelic  songs  to 
both  RMn  Adair  and  GiwrnachrM.  They 
certainly  have  more  of  the  Scotch  than  Irish 
taala  in  them. 

Thie  man  eomea  from  tha  vicinity  of  Inrer- 
aesB ;  ao  it  could  not  be  any  intercourse  with 
Ireland  that  could  bring  them ; — except,  what 
I  ahrewdly  anspeet  to  be  the  case,  the  wander* 
inf  ninatapda,  harpers,  and  pipen,  used  to  go 
frequently  errant  through  the  wilds  both  of 
BotliiaBd  and  Ireland,  and  ao  some  farourite  airs 
might  be  oommon  to  both.— A  case  in  point — 
Tnay  hare  lately,  in  Ireland,  published  an  Irish 
air,  aa  they  aay,  called  Caum  du  dtUth,  The 
&el  ia^  m  a  puUication  of  Corri's,  a  great  while 
agn,  you  will  find  the  sama  air,  called  a  High- 
land ona^  with  a  Gaelic  song  set  to  it.  Its 
aanae  there^  I  think,  is  Oran  Gaoil,  and  a 
fina  air  it  ia.  Do  ask  honest  Allan,  or  the  Ber. 
Qwlie  par80%  about  theae  nattenu 


NawXXXIY. 
THE  SAME  TO  THE  SAME. 


An^ti,  179S. 

IM  mi9  im  tkU  o9  mighi,  I  will  recooaider. 
I  am  glad  yaa  are  pleased  with  my  song.  Had 
!•  mm,  Im.  W  I  liked  it  myself. 

I  wafted  onl  yaaterday  evening  with  a  t»> 
!■■•  al  tha  Museum  ia  my  hand ;  when,  turn-  ncsr  inm  um,  u 
lap  If  AJIkm  IMr,  «  What  Muaban  ahaUJa/  thyniaif  miB. 


the  muse  repeat,**  lea  « like  iParda  appaarad  fp 
me  rather  unworthy  of  so  fine  an  air ;  and  ra- 
cotlecting  that  it  is  on  your  Ksti  I  sM  wmd,  W&md 
under  tl^  shade  of  an  old  thorn,  till  I  wtola 
out  one  to  auit  the  meaaara.  I  amy  be 
but  I  think  it  not  ia  my  worst  at|rliu 
must  know,  that  ia  Raaas^'b  Tsfr^ablib 
tha  nwdera  aoag  first  appeared,  tha 
name  af  tha  tana,  Allan  aaya,  ia  ABmm  Wa 
or,  M]f  Imm  AmmiM*M  mrif  taiiaie. 
last  haa  oertaialy  baea  a  liaa  al  tha 
song;  aol  took  up  the  idea,  aad,  aa 
see,  have  iatroducad  tha  liaa  ia  ila  phaa^  whaak 
I  prasumaitfiirmerly  occupied;  thirngh  I  liha 
wiee  give  you  a  choout^  Um,  if  it 
hit  the  cut  of  your  &nay. 


(By  ^floa  alreama  Ickamatd  la 
WkiU  Pkabm  mnk  bt^mdBnhiii, 


Brara !  aay  I ;  it  ia  a  gaod 
you  think  eo  too^  (not  eke)  yon 


moaio  to  it«  and  lat  tha 
▼arses. 
Autuma  ia  my  proaitiaaa 
ia  it  thaa  la  aU  tha 

QodUem 


aaaMlk* 


No.  XXXV. 

THE  SAME  TO  THE  SAME. 

Aagmtt,  17BS. 
Ia  Whittle  and  PB  mm  to  pom,  my  bad, 
one  of  your  airs  ?    I  admire  it  much ;  and  yes- 
terday I  aet  the  Mowing  vwam  ta  il:     IMaai, 
whom  I  met  with  here,  begged  them  of 
he  admirea  tibe  air  much  ;  but  aa  I 
that  he  looka  with  rather  aa  aril  eya  an 
work,  I  did  not  choooe  to  camplyu 
if  the  song  dose  not  suit  your  taals^  I 
sibly  send  it  him.     Tha  aet  of  tha  ar 
I  had  in  my  tyt,  ia  ia  Johasoa'a 


(  O  whittle  and  TU  come  to  yo%  aiy  U^ 
p.  842.) 

Another  fitvourita  air  of  auaa  i%  Tka  i 

o*  Geordi»*ehpM.  When  sung  slow,  with 
pressioo,  I  have  wished  that  it  had  had  better 
poetry  :  that  I  hare  andaavoorad  to  aapply^  m 
followB:^- 

iPhOliM  tko  Fair,  p.  Stt.) 

Mr.  Clarfca  begs  you  to  giia  Mim  FUlia  a 
corner  in  your  book,  aa  she  is  a  particular  flaaa 
of  hia.  She  ia  a  Miss  P.  M.,  sister  to  fomssa 
Jean.  They  are  both  papik  of  h»  Tea  aMI 
hear  from  mew  tha  v«y  ml  gyiit  I  | 


CORRBSPOm>ENC£. 


Ktf 


N*.  XXXVt 


Vo.  XXXVTXL 


TBB  SAME  TO  THE  SAME. 

Aupui^  1793. 
Tbat  tvMb  CmM  KaH,  u  taoh  a  fitroarite 
«f  f«in»  Ibat  I  onee  mora  rored  oot  yettirday 
ftr  ft  riotBUD-aboC  at  tkt  mnm ;  *  when  the 
■MNi  tkat  pnndct  o'er  the  ■korct  of  Nith,  or 
father  mjr  id  inapiring  doantt  ojrmph  Coila, 
wluqMnd  ne  the  following.  I  have  tiro  rea- 
fooe  for  thinking  that  it  waa  mjr  early,  iweet, 
iiai^  iaafinr  »at  waa  by  my  elbow,  **  •mooth 
gilding  without  ttepy"  and  pouring  the  nong  on 
lay  glowing  fancy.  In  the  first  place,  since  I 
left  Onla*e  native  haunts,  not  a  fragment  of  a 
poet  has  ariern  to  cheer  her  solitary  musing*,  by 
catching  inspiration  from  her  ;  so  I  more  than 
eoqteet  that  she  has  followed  me  hither,  or  at 
least  makes  me  occasional  visits ;  secondly;  the 
laat  stanga  of  thia  song  I  send  yon  in  the  very 
weeds  that  Coila  taught  me  many  years  ago, 
ftDd  whieh  I  set  to  an  old  Scota  reel  in  John* 
•oa*a  If  oseum. 


197.) 


(  Com*  Ui  WM  take  thet  to  my  brtoiit  p. 

If  you  think  the  above  wiU  soit  your  idea  of 
yonr  &vourite  air,  I  shall  be  highly  pleassd. 
Th§  hut  tiau  I  etim§  o*er  th«  Moor,  I  cannot 
vcddle  with^  as  to  mending  it :  and  the  rousi* 
«al  world  have  been  so  long  aceuatomed  to  Ram* 
tBy*s  words^  that  a  different  song,  though  posi- 
tively superior,  would  not  be  so  well  received. 
I  am  not  fi>nd  of  chomaea  to  aongSi  ao  I  have 
BOt  made  OM  fpr  the  ' 


BOL  THOMSON  TO  THB  POEt. 

XT  SBAK  tiBf      JSdinburgkf  lit  SepL  1791. 
SxKcx  writing  yon  last,  I  have  raeeifvd  half 

a  doien  aonga,  with  which  I  am  delighted  herond 
expreaaioik  The  humour  and  fancy  of  Wkittd§ 
and  I*U  come  to  you,  my  lad,  will  render  it 
nearly  as  great  a  fiivourite  as  Ihmmm  Qray, 
Come  let  me  take  thee  to  my  breast,  Adornn 
winding  Nitk^  and  By  AUetn  f/treem^  f«.  are 
full  of  imagination  and  feeling,  and  aweeUy  ami 
the  aire  lior  which  they  are  intended.  Hod  I 
a  cove  on  some  wild  dittamt  ehore,  m  a  alrik- 
iog  and  affKting  composition.  Our  friendy  to 
whose  story  it  refers,  read  it  with  a  aweOiaf 
heart,  I  assure  you.  The  nuioa  we  are  BOfW 
forming,  I  think,  can  never  be  biokeD ;  tiieaa 
aoogs  of  yours  will  descend  with  die  m«iie  to 
the  latest  posterity,  aud  will  be  fbodly  ehcriahcd 
80  long  aa  genius,  taate,  and  aemibiHty  tnrt  ia 
our  ialsnd. 

While  the  muae  aeema  so  propitioiie,  I  think 
it  right  to  enclose  a  list  of  all  the  &vo«n  I  hn% 
to  ask  of  her,  no  fewer  than  twenty  and  three ! 
I  have  burdened  the  pleasant  Peter  with  as  many 
as  it  is  probable  he  will  attend  to :  most  of  the 
remaining  airs  would  puislo  the  Fng^i^h  pool 
not  a  little ;  they  are  of  tbat  peculiar  measure 
and  rhythm,  that  they  must  be  f^ "»«'«§'  to  hint 
who  writea  Cor  them. 


Kow  XXXTIL 

THE  SAME  TO  THE  SAME.  • 

{JkdiityDa9U,p.\9b.) 

Augmit,M9^ 
So  mveh  for  Bavic.    The  chorus,  yon  know, 
1l  to  the  low  part  of  tha  tone.    See  Clarke*a 
lac  of  it  ia  the  Muaenm. 

N.  B«  la  the  Mustam  they  have  drawled  out 
ihe  tune  to  twelve    linee  cif  poetry,  which  is 

Foar  liaea  of  aoogy  and  four 


NaXXXDL 
THE  POET  TO  MR.  THOMSON., 

^  StpL  179S. 

You  may  readily  tmat,  my  dear  Sir,  that  aay 
exertion  in  my  power  is  heartily  at  year  ear- 
vice.  But  one  thing  I  must  hint  to  yoa ;  tha 
very  name  of  Peter  Pindar  ia  of  great  aervica 
to  your  publication,  ao  get  a  verae  from  him 
now  and  then ;  though  I  have  no  objectioo,  aa 
well  as  I  can,  to  bear  the  burden  of  the 


of  ohorai^  ia  tha  way. 


•  Oloemln  ■  twilight,  properly  firom  gloomfaw.  A 
haavttfbl  poctiesl  word  whidi  ought  to  be  adopted  in 
iHlswI.    A  gUwnntn.ahot,  a  twUlght  Interriew. 


Yon  know  that  my  pretenaiona  to  ir it'll 
taate  are  merely  a  few  of  naturr'a  iaatiaeti^  a»- 
Uught  and  untutored  by  art.  For  thia  frtiii, 
many  musical  compositions,  particularly  wbero 
much  of  the  merit  Jica  in  counterpoint ;  how- 
ever they  may  transport  and  ravish  the  eara  of 
you  connisaeura,  afiaet  ny  simple  hig  ao  othliw 
wise  than  merely  as  melodious  din.  On  tbt 
other  hand,  by  way  of  amends,  I  am  delighted 
with  many  little  melodies,  which  the  learned 
musician  despises  as  silly  and  insipid.  I  do  not 
know  whether  the  old  air  Hey  tmttie  taitio 
may  rank  among  this  number ;  bat  well  I  know 
that,  with  Phaser's  hautboy,  it  haa  often  tiled 
my  eyes  with  teara.  There  ia  a  tradition,  whieh 
1  have  met  arith  ia  oiany  plaoaa  of  Saolbpd* 
that  it  waa  BobKl  B^aoa*k  march  at  ^^taWa 


,  4P«  BURNS'  WORKS.  , 

of  BuDoekbanb  Tliu  tbaagtt,  io  toy  lalitir]- 1  gteihil  mDdcil]'  ii  ihi  nm  UUndtdt  of  ikk 
wiodmngi,  wBrnMd  mc  to  *  pitch  of  faLhu~  giFitnt  tncrii.  While  you  an  icadiog  m*  »tr— i 
■iuai  on  the  th«u  Of  Liberty  ind  lnilFpFa.  thai  tvcu  Shakijiuc*  might  LtprMilH  am 
dDue,  irhich  T  Chmr  into  n  kiud  of  Scomm  you  pp»ak  of  theu  miit  Ihey  \ttn  onfjiury  pfo-* 
oit,  fitted  to  the  lir  Ihit  ooe  might  luppow  to  ductiooi !  Your  heroic  ode  ii  tn  me  the  BobltM 
t*  the  gillut  RoTiL  Scoi'i  iddren  to  hii  he~  compoiition  of  the  kind  in  the  Seottiab  lu- 
nie  lollonn  oa  thai  cTeairul  mocoing.  '  guige.     I  happened  to  dim  yelterdif  with  a 

I  pny  of  your  friendi,  (o  irliDm  I  nad  it    Tbf 
I  Rcre  all  charmed  irith  it,  entrealed  B  te  flnd 
■uitabic  air  liu  it,  ud  RpnbaM  tba  ides 


;.  (SoiltvAatwi 

'    So  max  God  *•" 
■nd  Liberty,  ai  1: 


i"  Widlaa  Utd,  p.  I9S.) 
defend  the  rauie  of  Tratt 


tayiclf  any  tnuhle  on  lUc  aubjcct,  till  Ihi 
dvitat  recoUeetioB  of  that  glorioua  Btru^fi;k  for 
fivedom,  aaaociate'l  with  tlie  glowing  idea 
•OOM  other  atrugglee  of  Che  aame  natun, 
auiw  n  aitcieol,  rouaed   my  rhyming  mania. 
Clarke'*  Ht  of  Ibt  tunc,  with  hii  baia,  you  will 


No.  XU 
THE  S.\ME  TO  THE  S.\ME. 


to  think  my  I'urri/ipondenci^  i^  pciMcuIiun.  N 
■nailer,  I  cin'l  help  it ;  a  baildd  ii  my  bobhy 
barw;  which,  thuu^jb  olluirwiie  a  umpte  loi 
of  harmlen,  idiolicil  beul  enough,  ha>  yet  thi 
bleiaed  beadftrong  praucrty,  that  when  once  i 
hai  birly  nude  off  iviib  a  Ujpleo  tvigbl,  it  get 
'«>  eiumoured   with   the  (inkle -gingie,    tinkle 

poor  pilgarliek,  the  bedlam  jockey,  quite  be 
yond  any  lueful  punt  or  post  in   the  commas. 

The  fijllowiog  nng  I  h^ve  competed  foi 
Oran-gaml,  the  Highlind  air  that,  you  te" 
in  your  last,  you  b.ive  rwoked  lu  give  a 
to  in  ^DT  book.  I  have  thii  momtnl  fii 
theaong;  ioyou  have  ilglowingfi-omthe 
It  it  anit  yon,  well !  if  not,  'lia  alw  veil ! 


(.ffeleU  (fa  hnr  th*  loot  arriBU,  p.  193.) 


No-XLL 
,  MB.  TaOUSO?f  TO  THE  POET. 


'  of  giiing  it  a  tnne  an  totally  devoid  of  Intvreat 
or  grandrur  ai  Hif  lutlit  laitit,  AamnSlj 
your  partiality  lor  thii  tune  mutt  ariat  fraoa  IIh 
idea*  atKciated  in  yoar  miod  by  Ibt  traditiaa 
coDcerning  it,  for  I  never  heard  any  iniaw'i, 
md  1  have  convened  again  and  again  with  tba 
greaCett  entbuaitatt  for  Seottith  aire, — I  lay  I 
never  heard  any  on*  tpeak  of  it  aa  woctlly  af 


I  have  been  mnninic  over  the  wbole  baadtd 

airi,  uf  wh 

ch  1  lately  tent  yon  the  liat ;  ud  1 

bi-ki™ 

t  GoHlo.,  i)  m«t  happily  aiUptal 

to  your  ode 

;  at  ImM  with  a  ray  •Umht  nrU- 

tion  of  the  fburlh  line,  which  1  ihall  pnndr 

atly  when 

it  »  tung  with  a  dtgTM  of  apiric. 

which  you 

wordt  would  oblige  lb.  ainier  to 

give  it.     I 

trould  have  no  tcrupl.  .boot  «b.<i. 

uting  your 

ode  in  the  room  of  ie»«   Gatxiam, 

Whifh    hQ< 

neilber  Ibe   intereat,  the  pudew. 

nor  the  poetry  that  characteriae  your   mia 

N»w,  the  V 

nation  I  have  to  niggeat  upoa  th* 

a>t  lint  of 

e«^b  vene,  the  only  Ho*  too  abM 

or  the  air. 

13  aa  fbllowi  :— 

Vtne  1,1, 

Sd, 

S(l, 

Ut  him,  fat  him  turn  and  Aia. 

ilh 

Lei  him  frniK/y  fbllow  m. 

bih 

But  ^y  (Adfl,  they  ahiU  bt  bM. 

m 

Let«.ie(Mdo,ordi.! 

Ifynuc 

nneet  eleh  line  with  ila  own  rtlie.  I 

do  0  .t  ihii. 

you  will  find  that  ettbtr  tbt  antU 

mcut  or  Ih 

exprfl-ion  loaea  any  of  ibi  tettn. 

The  only  1 

ce  tvhich  I  di.)ik.  in  th.  wbd«%l 

ihe  aoDg  it,  "  Welcome  to  your  nry  bod.' 
Would  not  aoolher  word  be  preferable  to  wot 
come  t  In  yanr  next  t  will  expect  to  be  ia 
furmcd  wiieiher  you  tgm  to  what  I  baT*  pro- 
povd.     Thne  linle  altcratiooa  I  anbtait  witk 


oouiJi^o^eNtE. 


I 


HWXLlt 

t«B  MtT  to  MR.  THOMSON. 

SqiUmher,  179S. 
I SATS^  rMdftd  your  Ikk,  my  cbtr  Sr,  and 

go  Wf  bbnrTAtioiis  on  it>^ 
.  limm  tki  hmrm  Ikivie,     I  btve  tiiit  mo- 
BfMt  triid  uk  alttntion,  Imting  mit  the  hit 
kalf  of  Um  third  ttaim,  ud  the  ink  half  of  th« 
Itfl  itAiixay  thtt»  :— 


At  down  the  barn  they  took  tfatir  way* 
fRoi':    AmA  ikn*  the  flowwy  dale ; 
Hb  cheek  to  hen  he  aft  did  hy. 
And  love  waa  aye  the  tale. 

■With  **  Mary,  when  ahall  we  retnmt 
Sic  pleaaore  to  renew  ?** 
. .  Quoth  Blary,  **  Love,  I  like  the  bonig 
AMlayeahaUlbUowyou.**t 

'  Thro^  tk§  wood  taddii — I  am  decidedly  of 
"•^um,  that  both  in  thie,  and  There'll  never  be 
'  ptmee  tiU  Jemde  comee  Kame,  the  lecond  or  high 
part  of  the  tune  being  a  repetition  of  the  first 
part  an  octave  higher,  is  only  for  inetrumeutal 
BBueic,  and  would  be  much  better  omitted  in 
ibging. 

Omdem-Jknowa.  Bemember  in  your  index 
that  the  loog  in  pure  Engliab  to  thia  tune,  be- 
ginning 

**  WiMn  Manner  eoace,  the  awaina  on  Tweed/* 


>  ia  the  prodnetion  of  Crawford  :  Robert  waa  hia 
Gkrietian  name. 

Laddie  Ne  near  ma,  moat  Ue  hy  me  for  aome 
time.  I  do  not  know  the  air ;  and  until  I  am 
complete  maater  of  a  tune,  in  my  own  linging, 
(mik  aa  it  ia)»  I  can  never  compoae  for  it. 
My  way  is :  I  conaider  the  poetic  sentiment 
correspondent  to  my  idea  of  the  muaical  ezpres- 
•aion ;  then  ehooee  my  theme  ;  begin  one  sun- 
•a;  when  that  is  composed,  which  is  generally 
the  meet  dillicult  part  of  the  buaioess,  I  walk 
nnt,  ait  down,  and  then  look  out  for  objects  in 
■atnre  around  roe,  that  are  in  unison  or  har- 
•Mony  with  the  cogitations  of  my  fancy,  and 
-iforkinga  of  my  bosom ;  humming  every  now 
•and  then  the  air,  with  the  verws  I  have  fra- 
'wed.  When  I  feel  my  muse  beginning  to  jade, 
I  retire  to  the  solitary  fireside  of  my  study,  and 
there  eonmit  my  rifusions  to  paper ;  swinging 
^  intervals  on  the  hind  legs  of  my  elbow-chair, 
^  way  of  calling  forth  my  own  critical  strio- 
^ores,  aa  my  pen  goes  on.  Serioosly,  this,  at 
home,  is  almost  invariably  my  way. 
■    What  cursed  egotism  ! 

.  o  Mr.  Thomeon't  tisc  of  songs  fbr  hit  puMleatioii. 
I^his  rsesarks,  die  bard  procewb  in  order,  and  goes 
tfmagh  the  whotet  but  on  raanv  of  them  he  merelj 
ItgDiflM  his  apfMbstioo.  All  Msrsroarksorany  im* 
■ertanee  are  prsMBted  to  the  reader. 
^  ThtaaltMioo  Mr.  Thomsoo  has  adopted,  (or  at 
iMit  InisuilH  to  adopi).  Instead  eC  the  latt  smnas  ef 


out  MoHee  I  am  for  lea^rfog  odt  If'li  • 
pUguey  length;  the  air  itself  ia  ncvfrmng; 
and  its  place  can  well  be  supplied  by  one  or-two 
songs  for  fine  airs  that  are  not  in  your  liat.  for 
instance,  Craigi^fum'wood  and  J?oy*a  Wife* 
The  firet,  beside  its  intrinsic  merit,  has  novdty ; 
and  the  last  has  high  merit,  as  w^  aa  great  ce- 
lebrity. I  have  the  original  worda  of  a  song 
for  the  last  air,  in  the  haml>writing  of  the  hdy 
who  composed  it ;  and  they  are  superior  to  any 
edition  of  the  song  which  the  pnblie  haft  yet 
eeen. 

HighloMd  Laddie.  The  old  set  wiB  plertft  n 
mere  Scotch  ear  best ;  and  the  new  An  ItaU 
ianiaed  one.  There  is  a  third,  and  wh4\  Oa- 
waki  calla  the  old  Highland  LaddU,M\(ve^ 
pleaaes  me  more  than  either  of  them.  It  ia 
somettmee  called  Oinglan  Johnnie  jM  being 
the  air  of  an  oM  humoroua  tawdry  aotig'  <^  ^utt 
name.  You  will  find  it  in  the  M^um,  JT'Aae 
been  at  Croohie-den,  Ice  I  would  advise  yooy 
in  this  musical  quandary,  to  offer  up  your  pray* 
era  to  the  muses  for  inspiring  direction^;  ^d  in 
the  meantime,  waiting  for  this  direction,  bealow 
a  libation  to  Bacchus ;  and  there  is  not  a  doubt 
but  you  will  hit  on  a  judiciona  choice.  ,  ^^^ 
batum  est 

Auld  Sir  Simon,  I  must  beg  yon  to'letvc 
out,  and  put  in  its  place.  The  Quaker' e-wfem 

JBljfthe  hae  I  been  o*er  the  hUl,  is  one  of  ^ 
finest  songs  ever  I  made  in  my  life  ;  andbeajt^ 
ia  oompooed  on  a  young  lady,  poaidvclv .  the 
moat  beautiful,  lovely  woman. in  the  world,  .Aa 
I  purpoee  giving  you  the  names  and  deaigOA- 
tions  of  all  my  heroines,  to  appear  in  some  fu- 
ture edition  jof  your  work,  perhaps  half  a  cen- 
tury hence,  you  must  certainly  include  the  lion- 
nieet  lose  in  a*  the  world  in  yotur.  collection. 

Daiatie  Davie,  I  have  heard  tung,  nineteen 
thousand  nine  hundred  and  nmety-nine  timea, 
and  alwaya  with  the  chorua  to  the  low  part.cf 
the  tune ;  and  nothing  haa  surpriicd  aao  ao  amch 
as  your  opinion  on  thia  subject. .  If  it  will  not 
suit,  aa  I  proposed,  we  will  lay  two  of  the  ataa- 
aas  together,  and  then  make  the  chorua  follonf. 

Fee  him  father-^l  encloee  you  Fraaer'a.Mt 
of  thia  tune  when  he  plays  it  slow ;  in  fiKt» 
he  makes  it  the  language  of  despair.  I  ahtll 
here  give  yoii  two  ataoaaa  in  that  style ;  menlf 
to  try  if  it  will  be  any  improvement.  Were  .it 
possible,  in  singing,  to  give  it  half  the  pathca 
which  Fraser  gives  it  in  plajriog,  it  .woukl  make 
an  admirable  pathetic  song.  I  do  not  give  theee 
veraea  for  any  merit  th^  have.  I  compoead 
them  at  the  time  in  which  PaHnAiMe  mir' 
j  ther  died,  thai  wa$  aboni  the  baeh  o'  ^tid>dffh4j 
'  and  by  the  leeside  of  a  bowl  of  pimch,  w 
had  overset  every  mortal  in  company, 
the  hautboia  and  the  rouee. 


WK^fflp™' 


WHt  nhMiliciiMlanablelBveiMtcr 


(  Thou  haet  left  me  ever,  Jamie,  p.  2S9.) 

« 

Joekie  and  Jenny  I  would  dncard,  and  ia 
ita  place  woidd  put  71IUre*f  noe  huh  otenl 


.SSS. 


I  bnulifnl  than  sillwr,  ud  is  tb*  m 
itii  acbwDuif  nol 


THE  POET  TO  ¥R<  1 


&«  f«  ivJUUr,  i(  OH  of  nr  gnttMt  fi 
WriW*     Thi  (nai^  bafan  lul,  I  vudtrKl 
mi,  ud  bi|H  a  taadM-  lOBg  i  in  vhit  I  thi 
k  iM  oMlm  tjit.    1  mutt  pnaiM,  tW  i 
dd  way,  aod  tM  my  to  gin  auM  t&ct,  i» 
hm  M  Mutiv  DM*,  a  thi  fiddlm  sail 
k«  M  bunt  it  «Bca  iaW  tb*  patbat    Eieiy 
(•■Bbf  |iri  Hip— Saw  y*  mg/allHr,  Ire. 

iSy  n^  n  bMJut  btfoa;  aod  I  ibauld 
Kkc,  bdbn  I  pncMd,  ta  knaw  yoar  spiniu  o' 
U,  I  ban  apniiUcd  it  with  lb*  Sconkb  du 
belt  hot  it  Miar  h«  bwIt  tnraad  iato  csrtaci 


TtiBn'  lou.  Crbaol 
•rUi,wbidihiiIoii|b« 
b  bigblf  nurpptibte  of  pUha ;  accordingly, 
jat  will  BOD  baiT  him.  at  jvat  aacnt,  try  it 
ta  a  iDDg  of  mioa  in  tba  Unanun,    Yt  btmhi 


•d4  I  baTa  dona :  Auld  long  lyaa.  Tbt 
Ii  bat  mtdioetti  but  tba  bUowiog  amt,  i 
•Id  N^  of  tba  eldta  timo^  and  whicfa  I 
Hnr  ban  1b  print,  nor  t*tn  in  maDuicript,  i 
tU  I  look  it  dgwD  troio  an  old  man'i  liojing,  ii 


(,AMlamgiyM,p.  ISI.) 

Now,  I  npiiOM  I  Iiava  tired  four  palienci 
Wrtf-  Ysnmiu^aftfTaJI  Uonr,  hartanuni. 
bwofballaiKpioiKrlyHcalltd.  Gitt  Mo'lri. 
IV«bM  JIfair,  M'i^frwn'i  Famuli,  Bol, 
ttttfShaiff-mm.oi  W,  ran  a»H  Ihry  ran, 
(1  hnow  Ibt  lutbor  af  Ihii  cbiming  balliil, 
Md  bia  bialonr),  IlarHfhtMtt,  Barbara  Allan, 
(I  can  furnidi  a  Ddh-  art  of  thii  tuna  Ibui 
tmj  tbin|  that  ha)  jM  appaand)  ;  and  bmidcn, 
'  4b  mu  know  tfcit  I  raollj  h«ra  Ibt  iM  mat  (g 
wbiah  Tkt  Citrry  md  U(  Slal  vu  lung  ; 
aod  which  i)  mtntiDncd  aa  a  wet)  known  air  in 
■aotUod'i  CompltiDt,  a  book  publiibvd  bthrr 
•■or  llanr'a  daya.  It  wai  than  called  T/ii 
iwUt  o'  hdmit ,  an  old  poam  trbirb  Pinlccr- 
las  baa  brauahl  ta  llghL  Yoa  will  h«  all  thit 
)b  Tylkt'i  HiflorT  of  Scnllidi  Kluiic.  Tin 
but,  t«  a  kainad  ear,  nuy  hart  no  great  merit ; 
but  It  ia  a  gnat  cuiiuaitjr.     1  have  a  good  naaf 


lOaaa^  «a  wiU  M  ^  baa  MMd  M  it  ffc    I 
ban  (iHiad  tba  aoas  a*  Ulow*  i— 


A  eoapkt  warthf  of  Honar.  YmttrimT  Ji« 
kid  eoODgh  of  my  cMmpondtaca.  Tba  poti 
Roaa,  and  mj  haad  achat  miMnbljp,  OaaacB- 
'  1 1  I  tuScr  to  mgch,  jnti  now,  la  tUi  «m14 
W  Digbl'i joviality,  that  IthaB  illimm. 
irg*  ice  it  ia  Ibt  wotld  to  cenb    Aa*M  t 


UR.  THOMSON  TO  THB  POET. 

im  Svtmtm,  17M. 
A  TnoutAVD  thanki  to  rtm,  mj  dtar  Sir,  te 
ur  obtcrvitiani  on  tba  bat  of  n  aoi^     I 
I  bippy  10  find  your  ideaa  to  «ib^  ia  ttitm 
lb  niy  owe  rtaiMcling  ib*  gi        -■-      -    - 


',  but  then  ia  no  diapBtiai  aboal  hobhr- 
I  thajl  not  bit  M  proAl  by  Iba  itaita 
e  ;  and  to  n-eontidar  tba  wU»  vilh 


I  tbn  aaap  hi 


IngTlher,  and  tbia  tba  cbarua — ^  I 
«»y.     I  agtrt  wiib  j-ou,  that  tt 
lonwtliing  of  pthot,  o 

lilt  air  of  Ft4  him,  /  _  

iriib  feeling ;  but  a  tender  ctti  aiajr'  b*  ptwt 
almott  to  any  lively  air,  if  yo«  tiagil  vaijr  dow- 
\y,  rlprtiiively,  and  with  tcriout  war4h  I  m^ 
iiowevtc,  cleailyand  invarliibij  Ibtntainii^  At 
chMTful  (DDct  joined  ir  -■-"-  —    ' 


twetl  toog  fcr  Ftt  him,  falitr,  wbi^  j, 
in  about  Ihi  back  of  midnigbt,  1  will  ■ 
ta  an  addilionat  one.  Mr.  Jiam  Balfi 
king  of  good  Aflluin,  ud  Ibt  Uttt  Ba 


d  with  Todtin  kam  aha,  ta  1^ 


0  diiicud,     /y  faf  ■( 
ea.  ii  to  coarta  aod  ti 
At  aoly  la  ba  laaf  la  •  acN] 


■m 


BURNS*  WORKS. 


•  I 

1- 


m99  m  rffliplt  Hid  moim^  dU- 
Mii  fOB  at  hidicroiH  and  Um.  For  this  rtuon, 
J^i^  fk  wm  mi^  togfit,  ain^Fpt,  ktmta*  to 
lAcMK  vitliMTcnIollMnofthAtcMt,  art, 
to  Bit,  liif  hljr  plearing ;  whik,  Saw  jft  mjf  father, 
ft  siy  MotMtr,  daliftliti  me  with  ita  db- 


cripcira  aUnpla  pathoa.  Thiu,  my  aoog.  Km 
yt  what  Mtg  o^  the  miU  hat  gottem  f  pleaaca 
Bjadf  ao  mDcht  tkat  I  eaanot  try  my  band  at 
■BoUiar  ioof  to  tba  air ;  to  I  thall  not  attampt 
H.  I  know  yo«  will  langh  at  all  thia ;  but, 
"  Oka  Bun  woara  Ua  bait  Ua  aia  fait." 


Na.XLVn. 

TBB  SAlfB  TO  THE  SABfE. 

October,  1793. 

Toor  laat  latter,  my  dear  Tbomaoa,  was  in- 
deed ladm  with  heavy  newt.  Alaa»  poor  Era- 
Una  !*  The  raeolleciaoo  that  ha  waa  a  coadju- 
tor in  yonr  pnblicatioo,  haa,  till  now,  tcared  me 
from  writinf  to  you,  or  turning  my  thoughts  on 
,«0ApMMf  for  you. 

I  am  plaaaed  that  you  art  reconciled  to  the 
air  of  the  QmahMr't  Wifi,  though,  by  the  bye, 
an  old  Highland  gentleman,  and  a  deep  antiqua- 
rian, tells  me  it  it  a  Gaelic  «ir,  and  known  by 
the  name  of  Leiger  *in  chou.  The  fo.lowing 
▼ertea  I  hope  will  please  you,  as  an  English  song 
to  the  air: 

Thine  am  I,  my  faithful  fair. 
Thine,  my  lovely  Nancy,     (p.  2 1 4.) 

The  rtat  of  your  letter  I  shall  answer  at  aome 
opportnnity. 


Ko.  XLVm. 
MR.  THOMSON  TO  THE  POET. 

icr  oooD  aix.  7th  November,  1703. 

Amft  80  long  a  silence,  it  gives  roe  peculiar 
pleasore  to  recognise  your  well  known  hand, 
for  I  had  begun  to  be  apprehensive  that  all  was 
not  well  with  yon.  I  am  happy  to  find  however, 
that  your  silence  did  not  proceed  from  that  canar, 
and  that  yon  have  got  among  the  ballade  once 


I  hive  to  thank  yon  for  yooi^nglish  aong  to 
ZMgv  *M  cAow,  which  I  think  extremly  good, 
althoogh  the  colouring  ia  warm.  Your  friend 
Mr.  Tnnibull*a  songs  have  doubtless  consider- 
able  merit ;  and  as  yon  have  the  command  of 


•  TW  HoBoniafale  A.  Eisklne,  brother  to  Lord  Kd. 
If,  whose  meianehoiy  death  Mr.  Thomson  had  eommu- 
MM  to  m  asotllint  letter,  which  he  has  tuppitMd. 


hie  mannaeriptt,  I  kopt  fM  Sif  Ml 

thatwiU  ~       " 


Engttak  Migt  It  te  ito  |« 


Now  XLUL 
THE  POET  TO  MB.  THOMSON. 


Tbu.  ma  how  yon  lUm  the  IsltowiBf 
to  the  tune  of  Jo  JomL 

(  JTicabond,  h%uhamd,  etoat  pmr  tfMk^  p,  119^ 
{WUi  thorn  be  mg  Jottrkf  p.  Ut.) 


NoL. 


MR.  THOMSON  TO  THE  POET. 

MT  BiAR  aim,  Edinburgh  17<A  ApnS^  17M. 
OwiHO  to  the  datrett  of  our  friond  for  tb* 
lott  of  hit  child,  at  the  time  of  hia 
your  admirable  but  melancholy  letter,  I 
not  an  opportunity  *till  lately  of  pcnaiac  H.* 


H<nr  torry  sm  I  to  find  Burnt  aayioM^,  ** 
thou  not  minister  to  a  mind  discaaea  ?**  wUb 
he  n  delighting  othert  from  one  end  of  tie 
itiand  to  the  other.  Like  the  lijpnrTmndriat 
who  went  to  consult  a  physician  upon  his  caaa: 
Go,  says  the  doctor,  end  see  the  fiunona  Cailivb 
who  keeps  all  Paris  in  good  humour.  Alaa! 
Sir,  replied  the  patient,  I  am  that  iinhanay 
Carlini ! 

Your  plan  for  our  meeting  together 
me  greatly,  and  I  trust  that  by  am 
other  it  will  soon  take  place;  but  your 
chanalian  challenge  almost  frightena  mc^  fori 
am  a  miserable  weak  drinker ! 

Allan  n  much  gratified  by  yoar  good  opii 
of  hia  taknta.  He  baa  just  becna  a 
from  your  Cotter's  Saturdsy  Night,  ami  if  k 
pleaws  himself  in  the  desifrn,  he  will  |iiobaklT 
etch  or  engrave  it.  In  subjecta  of  tht  pnslani 
or  humorous  kind,  he  is  perhapa  nBrivallnd  by 
any  artist  living.  He  fiiila  a  little 
beauty  and  grace  to  his  females,  and 
ing  is  eombre,  otherwise  his  paintings  and  drav* 
ings  would  lie  in  greater  request. 

I  like  the  musio  of  the  Sutor^o 
and  will  consider  whether  it  shall  bo 
the  last  volume ;  your  verses  to  it  are  Jft^itfj 
but  your  hummious  English  aong,  ta  anit  Jk 
Janet,  ia  inimitable.  What  think  yoa  of  tht  ak^ 
'<  Within  a  mile  of  Edinburgh  ?*'  It  haa  alw^ 
struck  me  aa  a  modern  Engliak  imitatioa  i  kit 
is  said  to  be  OswaM's,  and  ia  ao  mncb  likad»  thrt 
I  believe  I  must  include  it.     Tba  VOTatn  are  lil- 


a  A  letter 
la  p.  379* 


to  Ma  CmmlnghMB,  in  ba 


CORABSPONDENCE. 


M 


Hi  Wmr  Hun  wamh§ 

itWBitki 


pMmbjfm      IJO   JOn 

or  two? . 


No.  LL 


THE  POET  TO  BfR.  THOMSON. 

•IT  DBAE  tiiiy  Jtfby,  1794. 

I  EKTURir  yoa  the  pUtet,  with  which  I  am 
lugbly  planed ;  I  would  humbly  propcee,  in- 
oleod  of  the  younker  knitting  itockings,  to  put 
%  elock  and  horn  into  his  hands.  A  friend  of 
■rino,  who  is  positively  the  ablest  judge  on  the 
•alijtot  I  have  ever  met  with,  and  though  an 
wnknown,  is  yet  a  soperior  artist  with  the  Bu- 
Wn,  is  quite  charmed  with  Allan's  manner.  I 
fit  him  a  peep  of  the  Gentle  Shepherd ;  and 
hi  pronounces  Allan  a  most  original  artist  of 
great  excellence. 

For  my  part,  k  look  on  Mr.  Allan's  ehoosing 
ny  liivourite  poem  finr  his  subject,  to  be  one 
of  the  highest  compliments  I  have  ever  re- 
ceired. 

I  am  quite  vexed  at  Pleyers  being  cooped  up 
in  Franc«.  as  it  will  put  an  entire  stop  to  our 
work.  Now,  and  for  six  or  seven  months,  / 
Matf  be  quite  in  tong^  as  you  shall  see  by  and 
by.  I  got  an  air.  pretty  enough,  composed  by 
Laffy  Elisabeth  Heron  of  Heron,  which  she 
«aUs  7%e  Banks  of  Crte,  Cree  is  a  beautiful 
nimantic  stream :  and  as  her  Ladyship  is  n  par- 
ticuhr  friend  of  mine,  I  have  written  the  ful- 
fewing  song  to  it. 


(  The  Bantu  of  Cree,  p,  226.) 


No.  LII. 


THE  SAME  TO  THE  SAME. 

July,  1794. 
It  there  no  news  yet  of  Pleyel  ?  Or  is  your 
to  be  at  a  dead  stop,  until  the  allies  set 
•or  modern  Orpheus  at  liberty  from  the  sa- 
vage thraldom  of  democratic  discords?  Alas 
■the  day !  And  woe*s  me !  That  auspicious 
ytnodj  pregnant  with  the  happiness  of  mil- 


I  have  presented  a  copy  of  your  songs  to  the 
.dkMghter  of  a  much-valued,  and  much>honoured 
flrieod  of  mine,  Mr.  Graham  of  Fmtry.  I  wrote, 
.••  Ike  bUnk  aide  of  the  title  page,  the  following 
to  the  young  lady. 


Hbri,  where  the  Soottiah  qmn  lantrtil  lHt% 
In  sacred  straina  and  tuneful  nambere  joia'^'  ] 

Accept  the  gift ;  though  humUe  he  who  gitH^ 
Rich  is  the  tribute  of  the  grateful  nuad. 

So  may  no  ruffian  feeling  in  thy  briaal» 

Diaoocdant  jar  thy  boaom-chonb 
But  peace  attune  thy  gendt  aool  to 

Or  k>ve  eeilatic  wake  kit  aeraph 


; 


Or  pity*8  notes,  ia  lozory  of  tean» 

Aa  modest  want  the  tab  of  woi 
While  eonaciooa  virtue  all  the  stram  eadean^ 

And  heaven-bom  piety  her  aanetkm  aoik. 


No.  Lin. 


MR.  THOMSON  TO  THE  POET. 

MT  DBA  a  SIR,  Edinburgh,  \M  Amg,  1794. 
I  owB  you  an  apology  for  having  to  long  de- 
layed to  acknowledge  the  fevoor  of  yov  last 
I  fear  it  will  be  as  you  say,  I  shall  havt  no 
more  songs  from  Pleyel  till  France  and  we  are 
friends ;  but,  nevertheless,  I  am  vary  deMfOoa 
to  be  prepared  with  the  poetry,  and  as  the  sen* 
son  approaches  in  which  your  muse  of  GMla  vi» 
sits  you,  I  trust  I  shall,  as  formerly,  be  frequent* 
ly  gratified  with  the  result  of  your  amoront  and 
tender  interviews ! 


No.  LXV. 


*   •  A  portion  of  tMf  letter  has  been  left  out,  for  m- 
fOM  that  wUl  be  eaiUy  tBisgieed— Ccaaia. 


THE  POET  TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

SOM  Auguti,  1794. 

Thk  last  evening,  as  I  was  straying  ont  and 
thinking  of,  O^er  the  hilU  and  far  oten,  I 
spun  the  following  stanxa  for  it ;  but  whether 
my  spinning  will  deserve  to  be  laid  op  in  ttori 
like  the  precious  thread  of  the  ailk-wonn,  or 
brushed  to  the  devil,  like  the  vile  mannfaetart 
of  the  spider,  I  leave,  my  dear  Sir,  tojroor  oioal 
candid  criticism.  I  was  pleased  with  eereral 
lines  in  it  at  first ;  but  I  own,  that  now,  it  ap- 
pears rather  a  flimsy  business. 

This  is  just  a  hasty  sketch,  until  I  tee  whe- 
ther it  be  worth  a  critique.  We  have  many 
sailor  songs ;  but,  as  &r  as  I  at  prcaent  recol- 
lect, they  are  mostly  the  effusiona  of  the  jovial 
sailor,  not  the  waiUngs  of  his  love-lorn 
tress.  I  must  here  make  one  sweet  ezoepi 
— Sweet  Annie  fra§  the  Sea^-beaeh  aa 
Now  for  the  song. 

(On  the  tcof  and  far  mwojf,  p*  tl9.) 


f»f 


BURNS'S  WORKS^. 


'    I  ijtnjon  Ictfv  to  abate  tliit  ton^  bat  do  it 
It  tb»  ipmt  of  chrittian  nwekneM. 


No.LV. 


ML  THOMSON  TO  THE  POET. 

KT  DKAft  ni,     JSdhhttryht  \(Uh  8ept»  1794. 

You  bave  anticipated  my  opinion  of,  On  the 
§eai  and  far  awaff ;  I  do  not  think  it  one  of 
your  very  bippy  prodoetwot,  though  it  cer- 
tainly eoataini  ataona  that  are  worthy  of  all  ac- 
cepteCioD. 

The  Kcood  it  the  least  to  my  WVxn^t  pirti- 
cularly  "  Bullets,  spare  my  only  joy.'*  Con- 
found the  bullets !  It  might  perhaps  be  object- 
ed to  the  third  verse,  *•  At  the  »tarless  mid- 
night hour,"  that  it  has  too  much  grandeur  of 
imagery,  and  that  greater  simplicity  of  thought 
would  have  better  suited  the  character  of  a  ttai- 
lor*s  sweetheart.  The  tone,  it  roust  be  re- 
membered, is  of  the  brisk,  cheerful  kind.  Upon 
fbo  whole,  therefore,  in  my  humble  opinion,  the 
•tof  would  be  better  adapted  to  the  tuue,  if  it 
COMsieted  only  of  the  first  and  last  verses,  with 


(  Cb*  th»  yotem  to  A$  Umm,  jk  1M.> 


..•» 


I  shall  give  yoa  wy  opiaSM  «f 
newly  adopted  eongt  my  first  eeribbUog  ftL 


No.  LVL 


THE  POET  TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

Sept.  1794. 

I  SHALL  withdraw  my.  On  the  seas  and  far 
awatft  altogether :  it  is  unequal,  and  unworthy 
the  work.  Making  a  poem  is  like  begetting  u 
son :  you  cannot  know  whether  you  have  a  wi>e 
man  or  a  fool,  until  you  produce  him  to  the 
world  and  try  him. 

For  that  reason  I  rend  you  the  of!«prinir  of 
my  brain,  abortionx  and  all  ;  und,  as  such,  pray 
look  over  them,  and  forgive  them,  and  bum 
them.*  I  am  flattered  at  your  adopting,  Cu 
th$  you!€M  to  the  knowett  as  it  wa^  owing  to  me 
that  ever  it  saw  the  light  About  seven  yeni-9 
ago  I  was  well  acquainted  with  a  worthy  little 
fellow  of  a  clergyman,  a  Mr.  Clunie,  who  sung 
it  charmingly  ;  and,  at  my  request,  Mr.  Clarke 
took  it  do%vn  from  his  singing.  When  I  gave 
it  to  Johnson,  I  added  some  stuntas  to  the  song, 
and  mended  others,   but  still  it  will  not  do  lor 

{ou.  In  a  solitary  »troll  whieh  I  took  to-day, 
tried  my  hand  on  a  few  pastoral  linest,  follow- 
ing up  the  idea  of  the  choru»,  which  I  would 
preeeive.  Here  it  i«,  with  all  its  crudities  and 
imperfections  on  its  head. 


•  1  his  Virgilian  order  of  thennet  ihnuUI,  I  think. 
be  disobeved  with  re«>|tect  to  tne  sonf;  m  questiun, 
the  Kcond  stania  exeeiiicil. — Xote  by  Mr.  Thuintun. 

Doctor*  difllr.  I'he  objection  tu  Ihu  kcuuU  itauza 
doei  net  ftnke  tbe  Siliiov.— Ctaauu 


No.  VHL 


THE  8ABIE  TO  THE 


Do  yon  know  a  blackguard  Iriek  aoog^ 
Omagk*M  water-fallf  The  air  ia 
and  I  have  often  regretted  the  want  of 
verses  to  it.  It  is  too  much,  at  knit  iar 
humble  rustic  muse,  to  expect  that  every 
of  hers  shall  have  merit ;  atill  I  think  that  it  m 
better  to  have  mediocre  venee  to  a  fisYOurili 
air,  than  none  at  all.  On  this  prindple  I  ham 
all  along  proceeded  in  the  Scots  Musical  If^ 
seum,  and  as  that  publication  is  in  ita  laat  to. 
lume,  I  intend  the  following  eoof^  to  tlio  «ir 
above  mentioned,  for  that  work. 

If  it  does  not  suit  you  u  an  editor,  pm  BHif 
be  pleased  to  have  verses  to  it  that  yon  cm  aaf 
before  ladies. 

(  Sa9  flaxen  were  her  rimgUttf  p.  88S.) 

Not  to  compare  small  things  wiUi  great,  mf 
taste  in  music  is  like  the  mighty  Frederick  it 
Prussia's  taste  in  painting :  we  are  told  tkat  he 
frequently  admired  what  the  connoitura  do- 
cried,  and  always  without  any  hypocrisy  eai^ 
fessed  his  admiration.  I  am  sensible  that  taf 
taste  in  mu«ic  mudt  be  inelegant  and  Tnlgar, 
because  people  of  undisputed  and  cultivated  tasle 
can  find  no  merit  in  my  favourite  tnaea.  Stil^ 
bccauye  I  am  cheaply  pleased,  is  that  any  rea- 
son why  I  should  deny  myself  that  plesMure? 
Many  of  our  strathspeys,  ancient  and  modera. 
give  me  the  moxt  exquisite  enjoyment,  where 
you  and  other  judges  would  probably  be  ahow- 
ing  disgubt.  For  instance,  I  am  just  now  mak- 
in<;  verses  for  JRothemurcke*9  JRaut^  an  air 
wliich  puts  me  in  raptures ;  and  in  fiict,  unless 
I  be  pleased  with  the  tune,  I  never  can  make 
verves  to  it.  Here  I  have  Clarke  on  waj  mda, 
who  is  a  judge  that  I  will  pit  sgainst  any  of 
you.  •*  Rothemurche**  he  says,  **  ia  an  air 
both  original  and  beautiful  ;*'  and  on  bis  recao»> 
mendation  I  h.ivc  taken  the  first  part  of  te 
tune  for  a  chorus,  and  the  fourth  or  last  part 
fur  the  song.  I  am  but  two  stanzas  deep  in  tki 
work,  and  ])o«8ibly  yon  may  think,  and  JQsdy, 
that  the  piM'try  is  as  little  worth  your  attoMM 
as  the  music* 

I  have  be^un  anew.  Let  me  in  iAh  «estfdML 
Do  you  think  that  wt>  ought  to  retain  the  oM 
chorus  ?     1  tliiui^  xve  om^t  retain  both  the  eld 


*  In  theorictPAl  follow  here  two 
••  Losiio  wi'  the  huUwhito  lockst" 


of  the 


Hh 


SOENS*  WORK& 


l»  the  crai  wlitii  they  wne  eompoted,  it  men 
&aqr  tnd  ooojecturr.  On  John  Pinkerton,  Esq. 
hi  has  no  merqr ;  but  cootigns  him  to  darona- 
tioo  !  Ht  Miaria  at  my  publication,  on  the  score 
9i  Pinilar  being  engaged  to  write  aong*  fur  it ; 
MBCindidly  and  unjustly  leaving  it  to  be  inferred, 
that  the  aooga  of  Scottish  writers  had  been  sent 
•-IMtdiing  to  make  room  for  Peter's !  Of  you  he 
apeaks  with  some  respect,  but  gives  you  a  pass- 
iof  hit  or  two,  for  daring  to  dress  up  a  little 
■omc  old  foolish  soon  for  the  Museum.  His 
■eli  of  the  Scottish  airs  are  taken,  he  says,  from 
the  oldest  collections  and  the  best  authorities : 
many  of  them,  however,  have  such  a  strange  as- 
pect, and  are  so  unlike  the  sets  which  are  sung 
by  every  perMO  of  taste,  old  or  young,  in  town 
€r  country,  that  we  can  scarcely  recognize  the 
fiatnres  of  our  fisvourites.  By  going  to  the  oldest 
collecdoos  of  our  music,  it  does  not  follow  that 
wt  find  the  melodies  in  their  original  state. 
These  melodies  had  been  preserved,  we  know 
Bot  how  long,  by  oral  communication,  before  be- 
iof  collected  and  printed  ;  and  as  different  per- 
tpos  sing  the  same  air  very  differently,  occord- 
iqg  to  ^eir  accurate  or  confused  recollection  of 
it,  10  even  supposing  the  first  collectors  to  have 
poieesacd  the  industry,  the  taste  and  discernment 
to  choose  the  best  they  could  hear,  (which  is  far 
finom  certain),  still  it  must  evidently  be  a  chance, 
whether  the  collections  exhibit  any  of  the  me- 
lodies in  the  state  they  were  first  composed. 
la  selecting  the  melodies  for  my  own  collection, 
I  have  been  as  much  guided  by  the  living  as  by 
the  dead.  Where  these  differed,  I  preferred  the 
Mis  that  appeared  to  me  the  most  simple  and 
beautiful,  and  the  most  generally  approved  ; 
and,  without  meaning  any  compliment  to  my 
•wn  capability  of  choosing,  or  speaking  of  the 
paina  I  have  taken,  I  flatter  myself  that  my  sets 
win  be  found  equally  freed  from  vulgar  errors  on 
tbt  ont  kaod*  and  affected  graces  on  the  other. 


N0.LX. 


THB  POET  TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

KT  SBAft  rmUKD,  I9ih  October,  1794. 

Bt  thia  moming'a  poat  I  have  your  list,  and, 
im  gencralt  I  highly  approve  of  it.  I  shall,  at 
■Mm  Idsvre,  give  you  a  critique  on  the  whole. 
Clarke  goea  to  your  town  by  to-day*8  fly,  and 
I  wbh  you  would  call  on  him  and  take  his  opi- 
BitB  in  general :  you  know  his  taste  is  a  stand- 
ard. He  will  return  here  again  in  a  week  or 
two ;  80,  please  do  not  miss  asking  for  him.  One 
thing  I  hope  he  will  do,  persuade  you  to  a^ 
dopt  my  fovourite,  Craiyie-6«ni-iP00£f,  in  your 
adcctioo  :  It  is  as  great  a  fiivourite  of  his  as  of 
■sine.  The  lady  on  whom  it  was  made  is  one 
of  the  finest  women  in  Scotland  ;  and,  in  fact, 
(eaire  nous)  ia  in  a  manner  to  me  what  Sterne's 
ESh  waa  to  him-— a  mistress,  a  friend,  or  what 
m  wiHv  in  thi  |iiiklefe  limplicity  of  Pktonic 


love.  (Now  den  t  pot  iay  e#  yoi»  ■qiiiWtiy 
constructions  on  thia,  or  have  any  eKdwincliiynr 
about  it  aoKWg  our  aequaintaneaa.)  I  mmmtm 
you  that  to  my  lovdy  firiend  you  are  iwdebtod  far 
many  of  your  beat  aooga  of  mine.  Do  yma  thank 
that  the  aober  gin-horae  routine  of  exiet— ne» 
could  in^ra  a  man  with  life,  and  lov%  mad  jny 
—could  fire  him  with  enthuaiaam,  or  mdt  him 
with  pathos,  equal  to  the  geniua  of  yonr  book  f 
— No !  no  !— Whenever  I  want  to  be  nwfo  thm 
ordinary  in  Mong :  to  be  in  some  degrao  eqnni 
to  your  diviner  airs-— do  you  imagine  I  laet  and 
pray  for  the  celestial  emanation?  Tami  mm 
eoAtraire  !  I  have  a  glorious  redpe ;  tbo  ipory 
one  that  for  his  own  use  waa  invented  by  Um<I^ 
vinity  of  healing  and  poetry,  when  cist  bn  jnped 
to  the  flocks  of  Admetoa.  I  put  myeeif  in  n  ns» 
gimen  of  admiring  a  fine  woman  ;  and  aa 
tion  to  the  adorability  of  her  channa,  in 
tion  you  are  delighted  with  my  veraesi  Tholag^i^ 
ning  of  her  eye  is  the  godhead  of  PamnanM^  and 
the  witchery  of  her  amile  the  divinity  of  Udi* 
con  ! 

To  descend  to  business  ;  if  yon  like  my  idcn 
of,  When  the  earn  hen  the  boUnl,  the  fellowic^ 
stanzas  of  mine,  altered  a  little  from  what  they 
were  formerly  when  aet  to  another  air,  may  per* 
haps  do  instead  of  worse  staosas. 

SAW  YE  MY  PHELY. 

(  Quasi  dieat  PkUHs,) 

Tune—**  When  she  came  ben  she  bokbit.* 

O  saw  ye  my  dear,  my  Phely  ? 
O  saw  ye  my  dear,  my  Phely  } 
She's  down  i*  the  grove,  wi*  a  new  lovog 
She  winna  come  hame  to  her  Willacw 

What  says  she,  my  dearest,  my  Phely  ? 
What  sa\-s  she,  my  dearest,  my  Phely  ? 
She  lets  thee  to  wit  that  idxe  has  thai 
And  for  ever  disowns  thee  her  Wlllio. 

O  had  I  ne*er  leen  thee,  my  Phely ! 
O  had  I  ne'er  seen  thee,  my  Phely ! 
As  light  as  the  air,  and  fouse  aa  thott*s  fiui^ 
Thou's  broken  the  heart  o*  diy  Willit. 


Now  for  a  few  misoellaneooa  remarks.  Tbt 
Posie  (in  the  Museum),  b  my 
the  air  waa  taken  down  from  BfnC 
voice.  It  is  well  known  in  the  Weat  Oan* 
try,  but  the  old  words  are  trash.  By  tbo  byo^ 
take  a  look  at  the  tune  again,  and  tsU  me  tfjroo 
do  not  think  it  is  the  original  finom  whicb  Jceo» 
lin  Castle  is  composed.  The  second  port,  m 
particular,  for  the  first  two  or  three  bersy  in  esE* 
actly  the  old  air.  SiratkaUan*s  Tamumi  is 
mine ;  the  music  is  by  our  right-tnioty  nad  de- 
servedly well-beloved,  Allan  Maalerton.  J^^m. 
nocht-headf  is  not  mine:  I  wonld  gifvo  Sea 
pQuada  it  were*    It  appesnd  dral  m  %kt 


tt§ 


B0RM3*  WORItS. 


No.  Lxn. 


THE  POET  TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

NovemJter^  1794. 
MAltr  tbaakt  to  yoa,  my  dmir  Sir,  for  yoiir 
pmmt :  it  it  B  book  of  tb«  utinont  importance 
t*  «•.  I  have  realerd<y  begun  my  aiierdotea, 
Im.  for  your  work.  I  intend  drawing^  it  up  in 
tW  form  of  a  letter  to  you,  which  will  tive  me 
ftmn  the  tedious  dull  business  of  ^tematic  ar- 
rangement. Indeed,  as  all  I  have  to  say  con- 
eista  of  unconnected  remarks,  anecdotes,  Kcraps 
of  old  songs,  Su".  it  would  be  imposiiible  to  give 
the  work  a  b^inning,  a  middle,  and  an  eod  ; 
which  the  critics  insist  to  l>«  ab>oiut«ly  neces- 
■ary  in  a  work.  In  my  last,  I  told  you  my 
objections  to  the  song  you  had  selected  fur  My 
lodging  h  oh  tht  cold  ground.  On  my  visit 
the  other  day  to  my  fair  Chloris,  (that  is  the 
poetie  name  of  the  lovely  goddess  of  my  inspi- 
ittion),  she  aoggested  an  i<iea,  which  I,  in  my 
ratum  from  the  visit,  wrought  into  the  foUow- 
iif  toof  :— 


been  set  to  music,  I  think  the  %\xtit  a  ttir 
A  song,  which,  under  the  same  first  vem.  Mi 
will  find  in  Ramsay's  Tea- table  MiaoclUny*  1 
have  rut  down  for  an  Elagliah  dfcaa  to 
Dainty  Davie,  ts  foUowt  .— 

(Chlo€, p.  i9&.') 

You  may  think  meanly  of  thii,  bat 
look  at  the  bombast  original,  and  yo«  will  W 
surprised  that  I  have  luiade  so  m»ch  of  it.  1 
have  finished  my  song  to  Bothtmwtho^a  Rmmi  § 
and  you  have  Clarke  to  eooauU»  M  to  tho  Ml  m 
the  air  for  singing. 

(^LasM  wV  th€  Htd'Whi^  lockt,  p.  fOS.) 

This  piece  has  at  Ictat  the  merit  of  Wqg  • 
regular  pastoral :  the  vernal  moroi  Ao  iiMir 
noon,  the  autumnal  evening,  and  tbo  viaMt 
night,  are  regularly  rounded.  If  you  liko  it* 
well :   if  not,  I  will  insert  it  in  the  Mi 

I  am  out  of  temper  that  yoa  should  i 
sweet,  so  tender  an  air,  ts  DoU  iak  ikt 
to  the  foolish  old  veraea.     You  talk  of  tlM  mllU 
ness  of  Saw  y  mg  father  g  by 


(^Chloris,  p.  197.) 

How  do  you  like  the  simplicity  and  tenderness 
of  this  pastoral  .^     I  think  it  pretty  well. 

I  like  you  for  entering  so  candidly  and  so 
kindly  into  the  story  of  Ma  there  Asnie,  I  as- 
tore  you,  I  was  never  more  in  earnest  in  my 
lifie,  than  in  the  account  of  that  affair  which  I 
■ent  you  in  my  last.  Conjugal  love  is  a  passion 
which  I  deeply  feel  and  highly  venerate ;  but, 
■tmthow,  it  does  not  make  such  a  figure  in 
poeey  aa  that  other  species  of  the  passion, 


odds  is,  goki  to  brass  !     Beiidca,  tko  old  m^ 
though  now  pretty  well  rooderniied  ioto  fSm 


Scottisdi  language^  is  originally,  aod  ia  tho 
ly  editions,   a  bungling  low  imitotiou  of  tki- 
Scottish  manner,  hy  that  genitu  Tom  D*Uriiy  ( 
so  has  no  pretensions  to  be  a  Scottish  piod— 
tion.     There  is  a  pretty  English  aouf  by 
ridan  in  the  Duenna^  to  thit  air,  w] 
of  sight  superior  to  D'Urfey'a.    It 


"  Where  Love  ia  liberty,  and  Nature  bw< 


•« 


Mtttically  speaking,  the  first  is  an  instrument 
of  which  the  gamut  is  scanty  and  confined,  but 
the  tones  inexpressioly  sweet ;  while  the  list 
has  powers  equal  to  all  the  intellectual  modula- 
tiona  of  the  human  soul.  Still,  I  am  a  very 
poet  in  my  enthusiasm  of  the  passion.  The 
welfiire  and  happiness  of  the  beloved  object  is 
the  firtt  and  inviolate  sentiment  that  pervades 
my  soul ;  and  whatever  pleasures  I  might  wish 
for,  or  whatever  might  be  the  raptures  they 
would  give  roe,  yet,  if  they  interfere  with  that 
first  principle,  it  is  having  these  pleasures  at  a 
dishonest  price  ;  and  justice  forbids,  and  geue- 
roiity  disdains  the  put  chase ! 

Deqiairing  of  my  own  powers  to  give  you 
Ytriety  enough  in  English  songs,  I  have  been 
turning  over  old  collections,  to  pick  out  songs 
of  which  the  measure  is  something  similar  to 
what  I  want ;  and  with  a  little  alteration,  so  u 
to  suit  the  rhyme  of  the  ch>  exactly,  to  give  you 
them  for  your  work.  Where  the  songs  have 
been  bat  little  noticed,  nor  have  ever 


«  When  sable  night  each  droopiag  plaal  wm 
storing.*' 

The  air,  if  I  understand  the  ezprMMi  of  it 
properly,  is  the  very  native  language  ef  einipK- 
city,  tendcmess,  and  love.  I  have 
over  my  song  to  the  tune  aa  foUowa.* 

Now  for  my  English  soog  to  Nam^fa  §9  ill 
Greenwood,  &c 


(^Maria*M  Dweilimg,  p,  290.) 

There  is  an  air,  The  CaledonioM  Humf»  db> 
light,  to  which  I  wrote  a  ioog  the!  jmm  wl 
find  in  Johnson.  Ye  hanlu  amd  b^um  •' 
JDoon  ;  this  air,  I  think,  might  fiud  a 
moog  your  hundred,  as  Lear  says  of  hie  ^T*if****- 
Do  you  know  the  history  of  the  air  ?  It  ie  e»> 
rious  enough.  A  good  nuny  yaera  ttgo,  Hrw 
James  Miller,  writer  in  your  good  towng  *  §i»* 
tleman  whom  possibly  you  know,  wee  im  mm* 
pany  with  our  friend  Clarke  ;  ami.  *MiWf  if 
Scottish  music,  Miller  expressed  an  ardent  •»• 
bition  to  be  able  to  compose  a  Sooli  ear.     Mb 


■MtoiAtel 


*«M# 


•  ScetheM)oglBUsflrrtaBdtaitdiemin|(,liA 


4M 


BURNS*  WORKS. 


(  OPkiBy,  happy  U  thtU  day,  p.  220.) 


T«n  Be  bonettly  how  yott  like  it ;  and  point 
cot  whatever  you  think  faulty. 

I  am  much  pleaied  with  your  idea  of  tinging 
oar  eongs  in  alternate  •tanaas,  and  n^rct  that 
yoo  did  not  hint  it  to  me  toooer.  In  those  that 
rtmain,  I  shall  have  it  in  my  eye.  I  remember 
yoar  objections  to  the  name  Philly ;  but  it  ia 
tht  oommon  abbreviation  of  Phillia.  Sally,  the 
oofy  other  name  that  Miitt,  has,  to  my  ear,  a 
Tii%arity  about  it,  which  unfits  it  for  any  thing 
eiecpt  burlesque.  The  legion  of  Scottish  poe- 
tartera  of  the  day,  whom  your  brother  editor. 
Bin  Ritton,  ranks  with  mc,  as  my  coevals,  have 
aWrap  mutaken  vulgarity  for  simplicity ;  where- 
as, nmpKcity  is  as  much  ehignit  from  vulgarity 
OB  the  one  hand,  as  from  affected  point  and  puer- 
ile^  cooceit  on  the  other. 

I  agree  with  you  a^  to  the  air,  Craigie-hurn- 
woodf  that  a  chorus  would  in  some  degree  spoil 
the  eflect,  and  shall  certainly  have  none  in  my 
jprojectcd  rang  to  it  It  is  not  however  a  case 
in  point  with  Ritthieruurehie  ;  there,  as  in  Rojf^t 
Wift  of  Aidivuiiwh,  a  chorus  goes,  to  my  taste, 
wall  enough.  As  to  the  chorus  going  fintt,  that 
ia  tht  case  with  Rttyn  Wife,  as  well  as  Rtahie- 
mwrcAie.  lu  fact,  in  the  first  ]Mirt  of  both  tunes, 
the  rhyme  is  so  peculiar  and  irregular,  and  on 
that  irregularity  depends  so  much  of  their  beau- 
ty, that  we  must  e*en  take  them  with  all  their 
wildotM,  and  humour  the  verse  accordingly. 
Ltavii^  out  th«  starting  note,  in  both  tunes,  has, 
I  think,  an  effect  that  no  regularity  coaki  coun- 
tarbalance  the  want  of. 


-.  5  O  Roy'f  wife  of  Aldi 

^^  I  O  Uwsie  wi*  the  lint.i 

and 


Aldivalloch. 
white  lockt. 


Ompof      C  Roy*8  wife  of  Aldivalloch. 
wiA  I  Lassie  wi*  the  lint-white  locks. 

Doca  not  the  tameneas  of  the  prefixed  syllable 
■trika  you?  In  the  last  case,  with  the  true 
faror  of  genius,  you  strike  at  once  into  the  wild 
originality  of  the  air  ;  whereas  in  the  first  insi- 
pid method,  it  is  like  the  grating  screw  of  the 
pina  before  the  fiddle  is  brought  into  tune.  This 
M  my  taste ;  if  I  am  wrong,  I  beg  paidon  of  the 
eogwneenti. 

7%e  Caledonian  Hunt  is  so  charming,  that 
it  would  make  any  subject  in  a  song  go  down  ; 
but  pathos  is  cei  tainly  its  native  tongue.  Scot- 
tish Bacchanalians  we  certainly  want,  though  the 
hm  va  have  arc  excellent.  For  instance,  Tod-- 
tin  home  is,  for  wit  and  humour,  an  unparalleled 
oompeaikion  ;  and  Andrew  and  his  cutty  gvn  is 
the  work  of  a  master.  By  the  way,  are  you  not 
ouita  vexed  to  think  that  those  men  of  genius, 
ton  Mch  they  certainly  were,  who  compo^  our 
ina  Soottiah  lyrics,  should  be  unknown  !  It  has 
fiTCB  ma  many  a  heart-uche.  Apropos  to  Bac- 
chanalian  songs  in  Scottish ;  I  composed  one 
TNtcrdajr  lor  aa  air  I  like  much— Xangw  9*  pud 


ICmdadad  wC  Vttk,  and  tamik  wT  mnt^  |fc 

197.) 


Since  yiiterday's  penmanship,  I  have  fimi 
a  couple  of  Englbh  Stanaas,  by  way  of  aa  Roy 
lish  song  to  Royi  wife.     Yon  will  aUow  mo 
that  in  this  instance,  my  English  eormpooda  ia 
sentiment  with  the  Scottish. 

(  CaMMt  thou  leave  me  thut,  my  Katy  f  p,  196.) 


Well !  I  think  this,  to  be  done  in  two  or  th! 
turns  across  my  room,,  and  with  two  or  threo 
pinches  of  Irish  Blackguard,  is  not  ao  fiar  aaai*. 
Yon  see  I  am  determined  to  bare  my  qnaatvai 
of  applause  from  somebody. 

Tell  my  friend  Allan  (for  I  am  svra  diat  wm 
only  want  the  trifling  circnmstanca  of  beia^ 
known  to  one  another,  to  be  the  beat  frianda  on 
earth),  that  I  much  suspect  he  has^  in  kia  plitiai, 
niist^en  the  figure  of  the  stock  and  horn.  I 
have,  at  last,  gotten  one ;  but  it  ia  a  vctr  rado 
instrument.  It  is  compowd  of  three  parts ;  tka 
stock,  which  is  the  hinder  thigh-bone  of  a  eheep^ 
such  as  you  see  in  a  mutton-ham ;  tlie  Jtant^ 
which  is  a  common  Highland  cow's  bom,  cut 
off  at  the  amaller  end,  until  the  apertnn  be  larfo 
enough  to  admit  the  stock  to  be  poaiicd  up 
through  the  horn,  until  it  be  held  by  tbc 
end  of  the  thigh-bone  ;  and  las^,  an 
reed  exactly  cut  and  notched  like  tliat 
you  see  every  shepherd- boy  have,  wlien  the 
corn  stems  are  green  and  full-grown.  The  vee4 
M  not  made  £ut  in  the  bone^  bat  ia  hdd  bjr  tlM 
lips,  and  pla)'s  loose  in  the  smaller  cod  of  the 
stock  ;  while  the  stock,  with  the  horn  haagiiy 
on  its  larger  end.  is  held  by  the  handa  in  ptav* 
ing.  The  stock  has  six  or  seven  Ttntigei  on  the 
upper  side,  and  one  back-ventige,  like  Ae  cooi* 
mon  flute.  This  of  mine  was  made  by  a  aaaa 
from  the  braes  of  Athole,  and  is  eza^y  what 
the  shepherds  wont  to  use  in  that  conaUy. 

However,  either  it  is  not  quite  properly  hoifd 
in  the  holes,  or  else  we  have  not  the  art  of  blow- 
ing it  rightly ;  for  we  can  make  lilde  of  it.  If 
Mr.  Allan  chooees,  I  will  aend  him  a  eight  of 
mine ;  as  I  look  on  myself  to  be  a  kind  oif  bro- 
ther-brush with  him.  **  Pride  in  Foeta  ia  naa 
sin,*'  and,  I  will  say  it,  that  Ilook  en  Mr.  Al> 
Ian  and  Mr.  Bums  to  be  the  only  gtmuae  Mrf 
real  painters  of  Scottish  coetome  ia  tha  world. 


No.  LXV. 
MR.  THOMSON  TO  THE  1k)ST. 

SStJk  Kaecmher.  \*794. 
I  acKKOWLiDOB,  my  dear  ^*^»  If**  J^'JJ* 
only  the  most  punctuaU  Hut  t^  "*■*  ^^"^    _^ 
correspondent  I  ever   ia^«t  m'V^     ^^  w2£ 
flattering  you  never  aaat/^v«&  »1  ^""^i^fS^ 
^  I  look  bMk  with  vu^^  t»  VT 


4S0 


BORMS'  WOftK& 


^  if  OTigioal  wndog  in  a  fiamlMr  of  tflbrti,  io 
tne  ■inw  tt^rlc*  ttrika  mt  ttry  forcibly ;  tnd  it 
liM  afftin  aod  agmin  tscittd  my  tronder  to  ftod 
you  coatiaually  •urmountiog  this  difficulty^  in 
the  many  delightful  tongs  you  have  sent  me. 
Your  oi're  la  bagatelle  song,  For  a  t/tai,  shall 
vndoubtedly  bt  indndcd  in  my  list 


No.  LXIX. 

THE  POET  TO  MIt  THOMSON. 

FAruary,  1793. 
ttiits  it  another  trial  at  your  fkvourita  air. 

(^OUtmt  in  this  ae nigfit,  and  Anncer, 
p.  217.) 

I  do  not  know  whether  it  will  do. 


NO.LXX. 
THB  SAME  TO  THE  SAAIE. 

JSccUfechan,  7th  FA,  1795. 

>Cr  DKAR  TROMSOIf, 

You  cannot  have  any  idea  of  the  predica- 
ment in  which  I  write  to  you.  In  the  course 
of  my  duty  as  sopervisor  (in  which  capacity  I 
ha^  acted  of  late)  I  came  yesternight  to  this 
vnfbrtunate,  wicked,  little  village.  I  have  gone 
forward,  but  snows  of  ten  feet  deep  have  itn> 
pedcd  my  progress  :  I  have  tried  to  **  gae  back 
the  gate  I  rsm  again,"  but  the  same  ol>stacle 
has  shut  me  up  within  insuperable  bars.  To  udd 
to  tny  misfortune,  since  dinner,  a  scraper  has 
been  torturing  catgut,  in  eounds  that  would 
luve  insulted  the  dying  agonies  of  a  sow,  under 
the  hands  of  a  butcher,  and  thinks  himself,  on  I 
that  very  account,  exceeding  good  company.  In  i 
fact,  I  have  been  in  a  dilemma,  cither  to  get 
drunk,  to  forget  the«e  miseries  ;  or  to  hang  my- 
sel/|  to  get  rid  of  them :  like  a  prudent  man, 
(a  character  congenial  to  my  every  thought, 
word,  and  deed),  I,  of  two  evils  have  chosen 
the  least;  and  am  very  drunk,  at  your  service  !* 

I  wrote  you  yesterday  from  Dumfries.  I 
liad  not  time  then  to  tell  you  all  I  wanted  to 
aay ;  and  heaven  knows,  at  present,  I  have  not 
capacity. 

Do  you  know  an  air — I  am  sure  you  must 
know  it,  Wt*ll  gang  nae  mair  to  yon  town  :  1 
think,  in  slowish  time,  it  would  make  an  excel- 
lent song.  I  am  highly  delighted  with  it ;  and 
if  you  sbtilld  think  it  worthy  of  your  attention, 
J  have  a  fair  dame  in  my  eye  to  whom  I  would 
it. 


•  Hit  tani  mmt  havo  beeu  tipsy  indeed^ 
atthiiiat«i 


At  I  aa  J«l|dfltl*lil,  IwiillfMft|tttf 
Bight 

Ko.  LXU 
JiR.  THOMSON  TO  THE  PQIT. 

S6M  FAtmmy,  IT96. 

I  RATI  to  thank  yoo,  my  dear  Siiv  ibr  br* 
epistles,  one  containing  Lei  mt  iu  fAit  «#  m^ki  / 
and  the  other  from  Eeelefechaii,  prorii^,  ^hat 
drunk  or  tober,  your  "  mind  ii  ncrtr  mnddy.'* 
You  hare  displayed  great  addrca  ia  tke  alwri 
song.  Her  answer  it  excellent,  and  at  tb*  aaint 
time  takes  away  the  indelicacy  that  otktrwiMI 
would  hare  attached  to  bis  entreatin.  I  likt 
the  song  a^  it  now  stands  very  much. 

I  had  hopes  you  would  be  arretted  tnmt  dm 
at  Ecclefechan,  and  be  obliged  to  bcgvilt  to* 
tedious  forenoons  by  song  makii^.  It  wQI 
give  me  pleasure  to  reeeire  the  rerMi  J9m  ki» 
tend  for,  O  wai  y  whe^t  ih  ffoti  tomm  f 


No.  LXXIL 
THE  POET  TO  MR.  THOMSOK. 

Mat,  17M. 

(  The  Woodlark,  p,  SS7.) 

Let  me  know  your  very  firat  ItitMia  h&w  fova 

like  this  song. 

(Lang,  long  the  night,  jk  tO^.) 

How  do  you  like  the  foregoing  ?  Tka  ItmIi 
air,  Humoure  of  G^ni,  is  a  great  IsvMirite  ti 
mine,  and  as,  except  the  silly  atdf  m  tiia  Aor 
Soldier,  there  are  not  any  deoeot  tin«  for  i^ 
I  have  written  for  it  as  foUows  :— 


(  Their  grovu  •'  eweei  myrtle  lei  fireifm 
reehon,p.  196.) 


(*TwaM  na  her  bonnie  blue  #*#  wma  Mf 

|>.837.) 

Let  me  hear  from  yoo. 


No.  LXXUL 
MB.  THOMSON  TO  THE  POST. 


You  motl 
havtujiai 


not 
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O  «Uiik»  and  m  cone  to  jre,  my  lad ; 
O  vlutllc^  and  FU  come  to  ye,  my  kd  ; 
Tbo'  irthcr,  and  mother,  and  a*  ahonld  gae  mad, 
Thy  Jaany  wiU  TeBtara  wi*  yc^  my  Ud. 

In  fiwt,  a  £ur  dame  at  whoae  ehriiie  I,  the 
Pricak  of  the  Nine,  offer  ap  the  incenae  of  Par- 
UMaua ;  a  dame  whom  the  Graces  hare  attired 
in  witeheraft,  and  vhom  the  Lotm  have  arm- 
od  with  Bghtnini^,  a  Fair  One,  henelf  the  he- 
Toine  if  the  aonf  ,  inrnta  on  the  amendment ; 
aad  diipiite  her  commande  if  you  dare ! 

(  O  tkii  it  mo  my  «n  ia$ne,  p,  8S8.) 

Do  yon  know  that  yon  have  ronaed  the  tor- 
pidity of  Clarke  at  last?  He  has  requested  me 
to  write  three  or  limr  songs  for  him,  which  he 
Is  to  aet  to  mnaic  himself.  The  enclosed  sheet 
^mntaini  two  aongs  for  him,  which  please  to 
present  to  my  ▼aluMsd  friend  Cunningham. 

I  encloee  the  sheet  open,  both  for  your  in- 
spection»  and  that  you  may  copy  the  soog,  O 
homuig  wot  jfon  rosie  brier.  I  do  not  Imow 
whether  I  am  right ;  but  that  song  pleases  me, 
and  aa  it  ia  extremely  probable  that  Clarke's 
newly  ronaed  celestial  spark  will  soon  be  smoth- 
ered ia  ^  fogs  of  indolence,  if  you  like  the 
aoog,  it  may  go  as  Scottish  verses,  to  the  air  oC 
JwUh  my  love  was  in  a  mire;  and  poor  £r- 
akine's  English  lines  may  follow. 

I  enclose  you  JPor  a*  that  and  a*  thai,  which 
waa  nerer  in  print :  it  is  a  much  superior  song 
to  mine.  I  have  been  told  that  it  waa  com- 
poaed  by  a  hMly. 


(Now  Spring  hat  dad  the  grove  in  green^  p, 

SU.) 
(  O  honmie  wot  yon  roey  hrier,  p,  216.) 

Written  on  the  blank  leaf  of  a  copy  of  the  last 
edition  of  my  poem»,  presented  to  the  lady,  whom, 
in  so  many  fictitious  reTcries  of  passion,  but  with 
the  most  ardent  sentiments  of  real  friendship,  I 
have  80  often  aung  under  the  name  of  Chloris : 

*Tis  Friendship's  pledge,  my  young,  fiiir  friend, 

Nor  toou  the  gifi  refuse. 
Nor  witn  nnwilling  ear  attend 

The  moraliting  muae. 

Since  thou,  iq  all  thy  youth  and  charms^ 

Mmt  bid  the  world  adieu, 
(A  world  *gainat  peace  in  constant  arms) 

To  join  Uie  friendly  few. 

fiiaee  thy  gay  mom  of  life  o*ereast^ 

Chill  came  the  tempoRt's  lour ; 
(And  ne'er  misfortune's  eastern  blast 

Did  nip  a  feirer  flower). 

8bee  Iife*s  gay  acenea  must  charm  no  more, 
SliU  nneh  is  lefi  bihiiKl  s 


Still  nobler  wealth  haaC  thon  m 
The  eamfirtt  of  de  mind  I 


Thine  is  the  sdf-apprortng  ghnr* 
On  conscious  honour's  part ; 

And,  dearest  gift  of  heaven  bdow. 
Thine  frimdship's 


The  jjovs  refined  of  sense  and  taal% 
Wim  every  muae  to  rove ; 

And  dooUy  were  the  poet  UeaC 
These  joys  could  he  imiwovcw 


Unelagaidkde 


No.  LXXVnL 


MR.  THOMSON  TO  THE  POET. 


MT  DiAK  SIR,         fdk'n&nypft,  Sd  ^a;^.  1790. 

This  will  be  delivered  to  you  bjraDr. 
ton,  who  has  read  your  workst  and  Hots 
the  honour  of  your  acquaintance.     I  do 
know  the  gentleman,  but  hia  friend, 

to  me  for  this  introduction,  being , 

young  roan,  I  have  no  doubt  he  is  worthy  of  all 
acceptation. 

My  eyes  have  just  been  ghiddenad*  and  my 
mind  feasted,  with  your  lait  packvt— fall  if 
pleasant  things  indeed.  What  aa  im^iaatioa 
is  yours  !  It  is  superfluous  to  tell  yon  thu  I 
am  delighted  with  all  the  three  aoiya,  aa  wcU  as 
with  your  elegant  and  tender  venea  to  Chloeiai 

1  am  sorry  you  should  be  indoeed  to  ater 
O  whittlf  and  Fll  come  to  ye,  my  lad,  to  the 
prosaic  line,  Thy  Jeany,  will  venture  wi'ymy 
lad,  I  must  be  permitted  to  aay,  that  I  do  aol 
think  the  latter  either  reads  or  sings  ao  well  aa 
the  former.  I  wbh,  therefore,  yon  would  in  my 
name  petition  the  charming  Jeany,  whoevor  ^ 
be,  to  let  the  line  remain  unaltered.* 

I  should  be  happy  to  aee  Mr.  Clarke  prodnca 
a  few  airs  to  be  joined  to  your  veraea.  Every 
body  regrete  his  writing  so  very  little,  ea  every 
body  acknowledgea  his  ability  to  write  welL 
Pray,  was  the  resolution  formed  ooolly  hefon 
dinner,  or  was  it  a  midnight  vow  »«wtf  or^  a 
bowl  of  pundi  with  the  bard  ? 

I  shall  not  fail  to  give  Mr.  Coaiuiirham  what 
you  have  sent  him. 

P.  &— The  Udy's  For  a*  thai  emd  «■  tkmt% 
sensible  enough,  but  no  more  to  be  eonpered  le 
yours  than  I  to  Herculea. 


•  The  Editor,  who  has  heard  the  hcmtesc^  tKk  •»« 
ting  it  her«elf  in  the  very  fplrlt  of  stririSinDliSJl  hS 
It  requires.  Uilnks  Mr.  l)wmson*s  peuSSrSSLSl? 
able— CuaaiB.  t—M««  i™* 
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■▼  frnnaintnf  toL  of  P.  Pindar.— Peter  is  a 
MHflitlul  kShWf  and  a  tnt  favourite  of  mine. 
I  am  ■lach  pleased  with  your  idea  of  publish- 
iof  a  collection  of  our  aooge  in  octaro  with 
•idUafS.  I  am  extremelj  willing  to  lend  eve- 
ffv  aaiiatance  in  my  power.  The  Irish  airs  I 
ahall  cheerfully  ondertake  the  task  of  finding 
▼elite  for. 

I  have  already,  yon  know,  equipt  three  with 
words,  and  the  other  day  I  atmng  up  a  kind  of 
rhapsody  to  another  Uiheraiaa  melody,  which  I 
admire  much. 

(ITor/br  a  hut  wC  a  tocher,  p,  S3S.) 

If  this  win  do,  you  have  now  four  of  my 
Irish  engagement  In  my  hy-past  songs,  I  dis- 
like one  thing ;  the  name  Chloris — I  meant  it 
M  the  fictitious  name  of  a  certain  lady ;  but, 
«■  eeeood  thoughts,  it  is  a  high  incongruity  to 
liare  a  Grade  appellation  to  a  Scottish  pastoral 
banad.— Of  this,  and  some  things  else,  in  my 
MXl :  I  have  more  amendments  to  propose. — 
What  you  once  mentioned  of  "  flixco  locks*' 
la  just  t  they  cannot  enter  into  an  elegant  do- 
ieription  of  beauty.  Of  this  also  again — God 
UeHyoui* 


Ko.  LXXXIV. 
BfR.  THOMSON  TO  THE  POET. 

YouE  Hey  for  a  lasg  wi'  a  tocher,  is  a  raont 
cicellent  eong,  and  with  you  the  suhject  is 
eomcthing  new  indeed.  It  \%  the  first  tiinu  I  hurc 
seen  you  debasing  the  goii  of  soft  desire,  into  an 
amateur  of  acres  and  guineas. — 

I  am  liappy  to  find  you  approve  of  my  pro* 
poeed  octavo  edition.  Allan  has  designed  and 
etelied  about  twenty  plates,  and  I  am  tu  have 
my  choice  of  them  fur  that  work.  Indepen- 
dently of  the  JJogarthian  humour  with  which 
they  abound,  they  exhibit  the  character  and 
costume  of  the  Scottish  peasantry  with  inimi- 
table felicity.  In  this  res|)ect,  he  himself  says, 
they  will  far  exceed  the  aquatiota  plates  he  did 
for  the  Gentle  Shepherd,  because  in  the  etching 
he  sec4  dearly  what  he  is  doing,  but  not  so 
with  the  aquatinta,  which  he  could  not  manage 
to  his  mind. 

The  Dutch  boors  of  Ostade  are  scarcely  more 
characteristic  and  natural  than  the  {Scottish 
figures  in  those  etchings. 


a  Our  Poet  ne^'cr  rxpUlncil  what  n.imc  he  wnuUl 
have  BUlistUutua  fur  Chloru.— A'ofr  by  Mr.  Tfiomsw. 


THE  POET  TO  MR.  THOMSON. 

AprO,  17M. 
Alas,  my  dear  Thooaon,  I  finr  it  will  bt 
some  time  ere  I  tuna  my  lyre  e^in !  '*  Bf 
Babel  streama  I  have  eat  and  wcpl/^  almoat  avw 
since  I  wrote  you  laat ;  I  have  ouly  kaowa  cs- 
istence  by  the  pressure  of  the  Imrw  kaad  of 
sicknesa,  and  have  oouoted  tine  bgr  UM 
cussions  of  pain !  Rhenmariaay  etddt  aai 
have  formed  to  me  a  terrible  eombinatioii.  I 
close  my  eyes  in  misery,  and  opaa  them  witli- 
out  hope.  I  look  on  the  Temal  day,  and  any* 
with  pow  Fergueoc 


*'  Say  wherefore  haa  an  all-indulgent  Heaven 
"  Light  to  the  comfortleas  and  wretched  gifw  ?** 

This  will  be  delivered  to  you  by  u  Mn,  Hj- 
slop,  landlady  of  the  Globe  Taverm  heti^  whiek 
for  these  many  ytan  has  been  my  komrff",  and 
where  our  friend  Clarke  and  I  have  had  mauy 
a  merry  squeen.  I  am  highly  deli^lod  vMi 
Mr.  AlUb's  etchinga.  Woord  amd  ■■iitfsif 
and  a'  is  admirable  f  The  grompimg  k  hs/ead 
all  praise.  The  exprsssion  of  the  figam^  coa- 
forniable  to  the  story  in  the  ballada  is  abeolntdy 
faultless  perfection.  I  next  admire  TVnsaas- 
tpike.  What  I  like  least  w,  Jamg  mid  i» 
Jncky.    Besides  the  female  being  ia  her  a^ 

l>earancc if  you  take  her 

ing  into  the  account,  ahe  is  at  leaat  twt 
taller  than  her  lover.  Poor  Clq^hora !  I 
cercly  oympaihize  with  him !  Happy  I 
to  think  that  he  yet  haa  a  weU^roaadcd 
hope  of  health  and  enjoyment  in  tbb  wvrld. 
As  for  me — but  that  is  a  *  *  *  * 
ject ! 


No  LXXXVI. 
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I  NKiD  not  tell  you,  my  good  Sir,  what 

rem  the  rcreipt  of  your  lost  gave  me^  fid ^ 

much  I  sympathize  in  your  aufferinga.  Bat 
do  not,  I  beseech  you,  give  yourself  up  to  do- 
spoiidcncy,  nor  speak  the  language  of  de- 
spair. The  vigour  of  your  constitution  I  trust 
will  soon  set  you  on  your  feet  again ;  aad  then 
it  is  to  be  hoped  you  will  see  the  wisdom  aod 
the  necessity  of  taking  due  care  of  a  lila  ao  t». 
luahlc  to  your  family,  to  your  firieadi^  and  to 
the  world. 

Trusting  that  your  next  will  bring  mwable 
accounts  of  your  convalcscenoek  and  iatarain» 
gou«l  spirits,  I  remain,  with  aiaoMa  ngard 
yours. 

1*.  S.  Mrs.  TT)ilop  I  doubt  not  dtliiwid  tka 
gold  seal  to  you  in  good  oondirinBi 


OLdSSARt. 


Datltg,  or  d»urk,  a  day*!  kbour 

DftToc,  David 

Dawd,  m  larse  piece 

Dawrit,  or  dawtet,  fondled,  careiaed 

Pearies,  diminutive  of  dean 

bearthfu*,  dear 

Deare,  to  deafen 

Deil-ma-care  !  no  natter  !  for  all  that ! 

Deleerit,  delirious 

Deicrive,  to  describe 

Dight,  to  wipe ;  to  clean  com  from  chaff 

Dight,  cleaned  from  chaff 

Uing,  to  worst,  to  push 

Dink^  neat,  tidjr,  trim 

Dinna,  do  not 

Dirl,  a  alight  tremulous  stroke  or  pain 

Uizen,  or  dixz'n.  a  dozen 

Doited,  stupified,  hebetated 

Dolt,  stupioed,  crazed 

Dottsic,  unlucky 

Dool,  sorrow ;  to  sing  dool,  to  lament,  to 

mourn 
Doofl^doTes 
Dorty,  saucy,  nice 

Douce,  or  douse,  sober,  wise,  prudent 
Douctljr,  soberly,  prudently 
Dought,  was  or  were  able 
Doup,  backside 

Doup^kel|>er,  one  that  strikes  the  tail 
Dour  and  din,  sullen  and  sliallow 
Doure,  stout,  durable ;  sullen,  stubborn 
Dow,  am  or  are  able,  can 
Dowff,  pithless,  wanting  force 
Dowie,  worn  with  grief,  fatigue,  &e.  half  a- 

deep 
Downa,  am  or  arc  not  able,  cannot 
Doylt,  stupid 

Dcnent,  stupified,  impotent 
Drap,  a  drop  ^  to  droj> 
Draigle.  to  sod  by  trailing,  to  draggle  among 

wet,  sc 
Drapping,  dropping. 

Draunting,  drawling ;  of  a  slow  eaondation 
Drcep,  to  ooze,  to  drop 
Dreigh,  tedious,  long  about  it 
Dribble,  drizzling ;  slaver 
Drift,  a  drove 
Dreddum,  the  breech 
Drone,  part  of  a  bagpipe 
Droop-rumpl*t,  that  dioopa  at  the  emppcr 
DfouVrit,  wet 
Drountinff,  drawling 
Drouth,  thirst,  drought 
Drucken,  drunken 
Drumly,  muddy 
Drummock,  meal  and  water  mixed  in  a  raw 

State 
Drunt,  pet,  sour  humour 
Dub,  a  small  pond 
Duds,  rags,  cbthes 
Duddie,  ragged 
Dong,  worsted ;  pushed,  driven 
Dunted,  beaten,  boxed 
Duah,  to  push  as  a  ram,  ite. 
Duiht,  pushed  by  a  ram,  ox,  &c 


£*E,  the  eye 
£*cnj  the  eyes 
|i*enmg,  evcniog 


B 


Eerie,  frighted,  dreading  spiifli 

£ild,  old  age 

Elbuck,  the  elbow 

Eldritch,  ghastly,  frightful 

Eller,  an  dder,  or  church  officer 

En*jbnd 

Enlmigh,  Edinburgh* 

Eneugn,  enough 

EspecuU,  espeoally 

Ettle,  to  try,  to  attempt 

Eydent,  diligent 


FA\  faU  ;  lot ;  to  fall 

Fa*s  does  fall ;  waterfalls 

FaddomU,  fathomed 

Fae,  a  foe 

Feam,  foam 

Faiket,  unknown 

Fairin*,  a  fairing ;  a  present 

Fallow,  feUow 

Fand,  did  find 

Farl,  a  cake  of  oatan  bread,  &e. 

Fash,  trouble,  care ;  to  trouble,  to 

Fasht,  troubled 

Fasteren^*en,  Fasten*s  Even 

Fauld,  afuld;  to  fold 

Faulding,  folding 

Faut,  fault 

Faute,  want,  lack 

Fawiont,  decent,  seemly 

Feal,  a  field ;  smooth 

Fearfu*.  frightful 

Feart,  frighted 

Feat,  neat,  spruce 

Fecht,  to  fight 

Fechtin*,  fighting 

Feck,  many,  plenty 

Fecket,  an  under  waistcoat  with 

Feckfu*,  large,  brawny,  stout 

Feckless,  puny,  weak,  silly 

Feckly,  weakly 

Feg,  a  fig 

Fetde,  feud,  enmity 

Feirrie,  stout,  vigorous,  healthy 

Fell,  keen,  biting;  the  fl^  immediatclj  in. 

der  the  skin ;  a  field  pretty  level,  oo  the  eide 

or  top  of  a  hill 
Fen,  successful  struggle ;  fight 
Fend,  to  live  comfortably 
Ferlie,  or  ferley,  to  wonder ;  a  wonder  |  a  — m 

of  contempt 
Fetch,  to  pull  by  fits 
Fetch*t,  pulled  mtermittently 
Fidge,  to  fidget 
Fiel,  soft,  smooth 
Fient,  fiend,  a  petty  oath 
Fier.  sound,  healthy ;  a  brother :  a  fW^^i4 
Fissie,  to  make  a  rustling  noise ;  to  fldcet  i  a 

bustle  •" 

Fit,  a  foot 

Fittie4an*.  the  nearer  horse  of  die  K^twii^ifrt 

pair  in  the  plou^ 
Fizz,  to  make  a  hissing  noise,  like 

tion 
Flainen,  fiannel 

Fleech.  to  supplicate  in  e  flattering 
Fleech*d,  suppliaited 
Fleechin*,  supplicating 
F)eesh,  a  fleece 


W 


GtOSSAKlr. 


Omndt,  moath 

Onithie,  thick ;  of  thriving  grOwUi 

Oude,  th«  fluprtOM  Btiog;  good 

Quid,  good 

Ouid-momin*,  good  monow 

Ouid^*ai,  goou  eyening 

OttiduMii  and  guidwife,  tbt  mtM&t  tod  mis* 

tren  of  the  nouM ;  young  giudouBy  a  Ban 

newljr  married 
Ouid-willie,  liberal ;  cordial 
Ouidfather,  guidmother,  fiithar>iaJaw»  and 

mothar-in-lair 
OttUr,  or  gullie,  a  laigt  knift 
Ourolic,  muddjT 
Chittjr,  tasteful 


HA%hali 

Ha*.Biblt,  tha  gieat  Ubk  that  li«  In  tbt 
haU 

Bae,  to  have 

Haen,  had.  the  participle 

Haet,  fint  haet,  a  petty  oath  of  negation  |  no- 
thing 

Haffet,  tha  temple,  the  aida  of  tht  head 

Hafflins,  nearly  half^  partly 

Nag,  a  acar,  or  gulf  m  moMea,  and  moora 

Haggis,  a  kind  of  pudding  boiled  in  the  sto- 
niach  of  a  cow  or  sheep 

Nain.  to  spare,  to  save 

Hain^d,  spared 

Hairst,  harvest 

Haith,  a  petty  oath 

liaivers,  nonsense,  speaking  witfaont  thought 

Hal*,  or  hald,  an  abiding  pUca 

Hale,  whole,  tight,  healthy 

Haly,  holy 

Hame,  home 

tiallun,  a  particular  partition-wall  in  a  cot- 
tage, or  more  properly  a  seat  of  turf  at  tha 
outside 

Hallowmas,  Hallow^ve,  the  Sltt  of  October 

Hamely,  homely,  affable 

Han*,  or  haun*,  band 

Hap,  an  outer  garment,  mantle,  plaid,  &e.  10 
wrap,  to  cover  {  to  hop 

Happer.  a  hopper 

Happin*,  hoppmg 

Hap  step  an*  loup.  hop  skip  and  leap 

Harkit,  hearkened 

Harn,  very  coarse  linen 

Hash,  a  fellow  that  neither  kaowi  how  10  dmi 
nor  act  with  propriety 

Hastit,  hastened 

Haud«  to  hold 

Haughs,  low  lying,  rich  landi ;  yall^ 

Haarlj  to  drac ;  to  peel 

Haurlm,  peeling 

Haverel,  a  half  witted  person ;  halfwitted 

Havins,  good  numnera.  decorum,  good  aenet 

Uawkie,  a  cow,  propetlj  ooo  wiin  a  whili  Act 

Heapit,  heaped 

Ueauome,  healthful,  wholwwna 

Hearse,  hoarse 

Hear*t,  hear  it 

Heather,  heath 

Hech  !  oh!  strange! 

Hecht,  promised ;  to  forMell  tOBMthinjI  dM  it 
to  be  got  or  given ;  foretold;  tilt  thug  !«•- 
told ;  ofierea 

Htckle,  a  board,  in  wfaidi  ait  laid  A 


of  ihaippiDiv  HmHi 

&c 
Heeze,  to  devate,  to  raise 
Helm,  the  rudder  or  hcha 
Hard,  to  trnd  floda  |  one  wba  t«idt 
Herrin,  a  herring 
Herry,  to  plundtf  t  motl  pnptdj  It 

biraa*neBta 
Herrymeat,  plundering,  dirasitlif 
Hersel,  herself;  also  a  benl  of  ctttlay  at 

sort 
Het,hot 

Heugh,  a  oaf,  a  eonlpil 
Hilch,  a  liobble ;  to  halt 
Hilchm,  halting 
Himsel,  Itimseu 
Hiney,  honey 
Hing,  tohanff 
Hirple,  to  wuk  crazily,  ta  i 
Hirsel,  so  manv  cattle  as  one  ^. 
Hastie,  dry ;  cnawped;  bamo 
Hitch,  a  loop,  a  knot 
Hiazic,  a  hussy,  a  yoang  girf 
Hoddin,  the  motion  of  a  aaM  ttMMQnMS  M* 

iog  on  a  cart-horse;  hitmku 
Hog-score,  a  kind  of  distance-liilBt  i*  'tlfflft 

drawn  across  the  rink  ^^ 

Ho^.shouther,  a  kind  of  hotitpityi  Ij JMN 

kng  with  the  shoulder  |  It  jastla 
Hool,  outer  skin  or  caae,  a  not-ehdl  t  ■ 

cod 
Hoolie,  slowly,  leisurely 
Hoolie !  take  leisure,  stop 
Hoord,  a  hoard ;  to  hoard 
Hoordit,  hoarded 
Horn,  a  t^poon  made  of  horn 
Homie,  one  of  the  manv  namet  of  tha  dUvB 
Hostj  or  hoast,  to  cougn ;  a  con^ 
llostm*,  coughing 
Hosts,  coughs 

Hotch*d,  turnM  topsyturvy ; 
Houffhmagandie,  lomication 
Houlot,  an  owl 
Housie,  diminutive  of  house 
Hove,  to  heuve,  to  swell 
Huved,  heaved,  swelled 
Howdie,  a  midwife 
Howe,  hollow ;  a  hollow  or  dell 
Howebackit,  sunk  in  the  back,  "pHkfn  af  a 

horse,  dtc 
Howff,  a  tippling  house ;  a  hautt  of  i 
Uowk}  to  dig 
Howkit,  digged 
Howkin,  digging 
Howlet,  an  owl 
Hoy,  to  urge 
Uoy*t»  urged 
Hoyse,  to  pull  upwarda 
Hoyte,  to  amble  crazilv 
Hughoc,  diminutive  or  Hagh 
Hurcheon,  a  hedgehog 
Hurdles,  the  loins :  the  auppet 
Haihioiif  acushioD 


r.in 

Icker,  aaearafetffa 


Icr-oe,  a  great-grandchild 
ilka,  eacn,  9t 


Ilk,  or 

lU-willie,  ill-natitttd, 

liifinc,  genitti,  ingeiMl^ 


(«» 


GLOSSARY. 


MAE,  more 

Miir,  more 

Maibt,  most,  almost 

MaUtly,  mostly 

Mak,  to  make 

Alakin*,  making 

Maileo,  a  (ami 

MaUie,  MoUy 

Mang,  among 

Manse,  the  parsonage  house}  where  the  minis- 
ter lives 

Manteele,  a  mantle 

Mark,  marks*  (This  and  sereral  other  nouns 
which  in  English  require  an  s  to  form  the 

Slural,  are  in  Scotch,  like  the  words  sheep, 
eer,  the  same  in  both  numbers.) 

Marled,  variegated ;  spotted 

Mar*s  year,  the  year  1715 

Mashlum,  meslin,  mixed  com 

Mask,  to  mash,  as  malt,  &c< 

Alaskin-pat,  a  tea-]>ot 

Maud^  maad,  a  plaid  worn  by  ihepberda,  &c. 

Maukm,  a  hare 

Maun,  must 

Mavis,  the  thrush 

Alaw,  to  mow 

Mawin*,  mowing 

Meerc,  a  mare 

Meikle.  meickle,  much 

Melancnolious,  mournful 

Melder,  com,  or  grain  of  any  kind,  sent  to 
the  mill  to  be  ground 

Mell,  to  meddle.  Also  a  nuillet  for  pounding 
barley  in  a  stone  trough 

Mehie,  to  soil  with  meaJ 

Men*,  to  mend 

Mense,  good  manners,  decorum 

Menselns,  ill-bred,  rude,  impudent 

Messin,  a  small  dog 

Midden,  a  dunghill 

Midden-hole,  a  gutter  at  the  bottom  of  a  dung- 
hill 

Mim,  prim,  affectedly  meek 

M in*,  mind ;  resemblance 

Mind*t,  mind  it ;  resolved,  intending 

Minnie,  mother,  dam 

Mirk,  mirkest,  dark,  darkest 

Misca*,  to  abuse,  to  call  i^imcs 

Misca*d,  abused 

Mislear'd,  mischievous,  unmannerly 

Misteuk,  mistook 

Mither,  a  mother 

Mixtie-maxtie,  confusedly  mixed 

Moistify,  to  moisten 

Monv,  or  monie,  many 

Moots,  dust,  earth,  the  earth  of  the  gmre ;  to 
rake  i*  the  mools ;  to  lay  in  the  dust 

Moop,  to  nibble  as  a  sheep 

MoorUn',  of  or  belonging  to  moon 

Mom,  the  next  day,  to-morrow 

Mou,  the  mouth 

Aloudiwort,  a  mole 

Mousie,  diminutive  of  mouse 

Muckle,  or  mickle,  great,  big,  much 

Musie,  dinvinutive  of  muse 

M  uslin-kail,  broth,  composed  amply  of  witir, 
shelled  barley,  and  greens 

Mutchkin,  an  FingUsh  pint 

Mysel,  myself 

(8) 


NA,  no,  not,  nor 

Nae,  no,  not  any 

Naethinff,  or  naithing,  nothiof 

Naig,  aliHDrse 

Nane,  none 

Nappy,  ale ;  to  be  tipsy 

Negieckit,  neglected 

Neuk,  a  nook 

Niest,  next 

Nieve,  the  fist 

Nievefu%  handful 

Niffer,  an  exchange;  to  exchangs,  to  btfttr 

Niger,  a  negro 

Nine-tailM-cat,  a  hangman^a  whip 

Nit,  a  nut 

Norland,  of  or  belonging  to  the  nordi 

Notic*t,  noticed 

Nowte,  black  cattle 


0\of 

Ochils,  name  of  a  range  of  rooantaiiiB  m  Glidk* 

mannon  and  Kinross-shiret 
O  haith,  O  faith !  an  oam 
Ony,  or  onie,  any 
Or,  is  often  used  for  ere,  before 
Ora,  or  orra,  supemumerary,   tint  cui  be 

spared 
0%ofit 

Ourie,  shivering ;  drooping 
Oursel*,  or  oursels,  ourselves 
Ou  tiers,  cattle  not  housed 
Owre,  over ;  too 
Owre-hip,  a  way  of  fetcfalDg  a  blow  widk  Av 

hammer  over  the  arm 


PACK,  intimate,  familiar;  twdve  Mont 

wool 
Painch,  paunch 
Paitiick,  a  partridge 
Pang,  to  cram 
Parle,  speech 
Parritch,  an  oatmeal  poddinCi  a 

Scotch  dish 
Pat,  did  put ;  a  pot 
Pattle,  or  pettle,  a  plough-staff 
Paughty,  proud^  haughty 
Pftuky,  or  pawkie,  cunnmg,  slj 
Pay*t,  paid ;  beat 
Pech,  to  fetch  the  breath  short,  tf  In  ■ 

ma 
Peehan,  the  crop,  the  stomMih 
Peelin*,  peeling,  the  rind  of  fhdt 
Pet,  a  oomesticated  sheep,  &c* 
Pettlci  to  cherish ;  a  plough  atiff 
Philabegs,  short  petticoats  w«n  1^  tfat 

landmen 
Phraise,  fair  speehes,  flatltiy  |  to 
Phraisin*,  ilattery 
Pibroch,  Highland  war  mxadc 

bagpipe 
Pickle,  a  small  quantity 
Pine,  pain,  uneasiness 
Pit,  to  put 
PlaottO,  pnbKc  prochmfww 


GLOSSARY 


Servan*,  senran) 

SettHn\  settling;  to  get  a  settlin*,  to  be  fright- 
ed into  quietness 

Sets,  sets  off,  goes  ear&v 

Shachled,  distorted ;  Bnapeless 

Shaird,  a  tthzed,  a  shard 

Shangan,  a  stick  cleft  at  one  end  for  putting 
tlie  tail  of  a  dog,  &c.  into,  by  way  of  mis- 
chief, or  to  frighten  him  away 

Shaver,  a  humorous  wag ;  a  barber 

Shaw,  to  show  ;  a  ^mall  wood  in  a  hoUow 

Sheen,  bright,  shining 

S))eep-shank ;  to  think  one^v  srlf  nae  sheep- 
shank, to  be  conceited 

SherrH'inoor,  sherifT-moor,  the  famous  battle 
fought  in  the  rebellion,  A.  D.  l7\o 

Sheugh,  a  ditch,  a  trench,  a  sluice 

Shicl,  a  ditch,  a  trench,  a  sluice 

bhiel,  a  shed 

Shill,  shrill 

Shog,  a  shock ;  a  push  off*  at  one  aide 

^hool,  a  shovel 

Shoon,  bhoes 

Shore,  to  offer,  to  threaten 

Shor'd,  offered 

Shouther,  the  shoulder 

Shurc,  did  shear,  shore 

Sic,  such 

Sicker,  bure,  steady 

Sidelins,  sidelong,  slanting 

Siller,  silver ;  money 

Simn)er,  summer 

Sin,  u  son 

Sin\  since 

Skaith,  sec  scaith 

Skelluni,  a  worthless  fellow 

Skelp,  to  strike,  to  slap ;  to  walk  witn  a  smart 
tripping  step ;  a  smart  stroke 

Skcl])ie-branier,  a  reproachful  term  in  female 
scolding 

Skelpin*,  stepping,  walking 

Skiegh,  or  skeigh,  proud,  nice,  highmettled 

Skinklin,  a  small  portion 

Skirl,  to  shriek,  to  cry  ahrilly 

Skirling,  shrieking,  crying 

Skirl't,  shrieked 

Sklent,  slant ;  to  run  aslant,  to  deviate  from 
truth 

Sklented,  ran,  or  hit,  in  an  oblique  direction 

Skouth,  freedom  to  converse  without  restraint ; 
range,  scope 

Skricgh,  a  scream  ;  to  scream 

Skyrin\  shining ;  making  a  groat  ahow 

Skyte,  force,  very  forcible  motion 

Slae,  a  sloe 

Slade,  did  slide 

Slap,  a  gate ;  a  breach  in  a  fence 

Slaver,  ttaliva ;  to  emit  saliva 

Slaw,  slow 

Sice,  sly ;  sleest,  sliest 

Sleekit,  sleek ;  sly 

Sliddry,  slippery 

Siyoe,  to  fall  over,  as  a  wet  furrow  from  the 
plough 

Slypet,  feU 

Sn)u\  small 

Smeddum,  dust,  powder;  mettle,  sense 

Smiddy,  a  smithy 

Smoor,  to  smother 

SmnorM,  smothered 

Suioutie,  smutty,  obscene,  ugly 

Sniythe,  a  numezous  CQllfrtion  of  mall  indi- 
indnali 

(10) 


Snapper,  to  ttnmble,  a  itumUe 
Snash,  abuse,  BiDing^gate 
Snaw,  snow ;  to  snow 
Snaw-broo,  melted  snow 
Snawie,  snowy 

Sneck,  snick,  the  latch  of  a  door 
Sned,  to  lop,  to  cut  off 
Sneeshin,  snuff' 
Sneeshin-mill,  a  snuff'-box 
Snell,  bitter,  biting 

Snick-drawing,  trick-contriving,  craftj 
Snirtlc,  to  laugh  restrainedly 
'  Sno(Ml,  a  nbbon  for  binding  the  hair 
'  S:io{)l,  one  whose  spirit  in  broken  with 

sivc  slavery ;  to  submit  tamely,  to  vnt 
Snoove,  to  go  smoothly  and  constantly  ;  l» 

sneak 
Snowk,  to  scent  or  snuff*,  as  a  dog,  && 
Snowkit,  scented,  snuffed 
Sonsie,  having  sweet,  engaging  looks  ;  ImAf 

joUy 
Soom,  to  iwun 
Sooth,  truth,  a  petty  oath 
Sough,  a  heavy  sigh,  a  sound  dyiiif  on  tht 

ear 
Souple,  flexible ;  swift 
Souter,  a  shoemaker 
Sowens,  a  dish  made  of  oatmeal ;  the  seeds  o 

oatmeal  soured,  &c  flummery 
Sttwp,  a  spoonful,  a  small  quantity  of  on 

thing  liquid 
Sowth,  to  try  over  a  tune  with  a  low  wfaaotlt 
.Sowthcr,  solder ;  to  solder,  to  cement 
S))ae,  to  prophesy,  to  divine 
Spaul,  a  limb 

Spairgc,  to  dash,  to  soil,  as  with  mire 
Spaviet,  having  the  spavin 
Spean,  spane,  to  wean 
Speat,  or  spate,  a  sweeping  torrent,  sftcr  nda 

or  thaw 
Speel,  to  climb 
Spence,  the  country  parlour 
Spier,  to  ask,  to  inquire 
Spicr*t,  inquired 
Splatter,  a  splutter,  to  splutter 
Spleughan,  a  tobacco-pouch 
Splore,  a  frolic ;  a  noise,  riot 
Sprackle,  sprachle,  to  clamber 
Sprattle,  to  scramble 
Sprcckled,  spotted,  speckled 
Spring,  a  quick  air  in  music ;  a  Scottish  led 
Sprit,  a  tough-rooted  plant,  something  Wfcf 

rushes 
Sprittie,  full  of  spirits 
Spunk,  fire,  mettle ;  wit 
Spunkie,  mettlesome,  fiery ;  will-o^wispi,  or  fs> 

nis  fatuus 
^purtle,  a  stick,  used  in  makiag  oatmeal  pod* 

ding  or  porridge 
Squad,  a  crew,  a  party 
Squatter,  to  flutter  in  water  as  a  wild  dock 
Squattle,  to  sprawl 

Squecl,  a  scream,  a  screedi|  to  acreem 
Stacher,  to  stagger 
Stack,  a  rick  of  com,  hay,  Ac 
Staggie,  the  diminutive  of  stag 
Stalwart,  strong,  »tout 
Stan*,  to  stand ;  8tan\  did  stand 
Stane,  a  stone 
Stang,  an  acute  pain  ;  a  twinge  ;  to  tting 

Stank,  did  stiok;  a  pool  of  fUading 

Stap,  stop 
Stark,  slout 


GLOSSARY. 


Startle,  to  ran  tf  cattle  itung  by  the  gad>fly 

Staumrel,  a  blockhead  ;  half-witted 

Staw,  did  Kteal ;  to  xurfeit 

Siech,  to  cram  the  belljr 

Stechin,  cramming 

Steek,  to  shut ;  a  stitch 

Steer,  to  molest ;  to  stir 

Steeve,  firm,  compacted 

Stell,  still 

Sten,  to  rear  as  a  horse 

Sten*t  reared 

Stenu,  tribute ;  dues  of  any  kind 

Stey,  steep ;  steyest,  steepest 

Stiuble,  stubble;  stibble-rig,  the  reaper  in 
harvest  who  taken  the  lead 

Stick  an*  stow,  uitally,  altogether 

Stile,  a  crutch  ;  to  halt,  to  limp 

Stimpart,  the  eighth  part  of  a  Winchester 
bushel 

Stirk,  a  cow  or  bullock  a  vear  old 

Stock,  a  plant  or  root  or  colewort,  cabbage, 
&«. 

Stockin,  a  stocking ;  Throwing  the  stockin, 
when  the  bride  and  bridegroom  are  put  into 
bed,  and  the  candle  out,  the  furmer  throws 
a  stocking  at  random  arnon^^  the  company, 
and  the  person  whom  it  strikes  is  the  next 
that  will  be  married 

Stotter,  to  stagger,  to  stnmmcr 

Stooked,  made  up  in  shocks  as  com 

Stoor,  sounding  hollow,  strong,  and  hoarse 

Stot,  an  ox 

Stoup,  or  stowp,  a  kind  of  jug  or  dish  with  a 
handle 

Stour,  dust,  more  particularly  dust  in  mo- 
tion 

Stowlins,  by  stealth 

Stown,  stolen 

Stoyte,  to  stumble 

Strack,  did  strike 

Strae,  straw ;  to  die  a  fair  strae  heath,  to  die 
in  bed 

Straik,  did  strike 

Straikit,  stroked 

Strappin*,  tail  and  handsome 

Straught,  straight,  to  straighten 

Streek,  stretched,  tight ;  to  siretch 

Striddle,  to  stradfile 

Stroan,  to  spout,  to  piss 

Studdie,  an  anvi) 

Stumpie,  diniinutivf  of  Ktump 

Strunt,  spirituous  I'quui-  cf  any  kind;  to  walk 
sturdily ;  huff',  suileiii:css 

StuiT,  corn  or  pulse  ot  any  kir.d 

Sturt,  trouble  ;  to  ii;oUst 

Sturtin,  flighted 

Sucker,  sugar 

Sud,  should 

Sugh,  the  continued  rushing  noise  of  wind  or 
water 

Southron,  southern ;  an  old  n.imc  for  the  Eng- 
lish nation 

Swaird,  sward 

Swaird,  swelled 

Swank,  stately,  jolly 

Swankie,  or  swanker,  a  tight  strappin  young 
fellow  or  girl 

Swap,  an  exchange ;  to  barter 

Swarf,  to  swoon  ;  a  swoon 

Swat,  did  sweat 

Swatch,  a  sample 

Swats,  dxink ;  good  ale 

(") 


Sweaten,  sweating 

Swecr,  lazy,  averse ;  dead-sweer,  extremely  a* 

verse 
Swoor,  swore,  did  swear 
Swinge,  to  beat ;   to  whip 
Swill,  a  curve  ;  an  edifying  blast,  or  pool  ;  A 

knot  in  wood 
Swirlie,  knug^ic,  full  of  knots 
Swith,  gel  away 
Swither,  to  hesitate  in  choice;  an  irresolute 

wavering  in  choice 
Syne,  since,  ago  ;  then 


TACKETS,  a  kind  of  nails  for  driTing  Into 

the  heals  of  shoes 
Tac,  a  toe ;    three  tac*d,  having  three  prongs 
Tairge,  :i  target 
Tak,  to  take ;   takin,  taking 
Tamtallan,  the  name  of  a  mountain 
Tangle,  u  sea- weed 
Tap,  the  top 

Tapetless,  heedless,  foolish 
Tarrow,  to  nuinimr  at  one*s  allowance 
Tarrow't,  murmured 
Tarry-brccks,  a  sailor 
Tauld,  or  uld,  (old 

Taupie,  a  foolish,  thoughtless  young  person 
Tante.l,  or  tautie,  matte:l  together ;   spoken 

ol  hair  or  worl 
Tawie,  that  allows  itself  peaceably  to  be  hand* 

led  ;  spoken  of  a  iiorse,  cow,  && 
Tout,  a  small  quantity 
Teen,  to  provoke ;  provocation 
Tedding,  spreading  after  the  mower 
Tcn-hours  bite,  a  slight  feed  to  the  honet 

whilj  in  the  yoke,  in  the  forenoon 
Tent,  a  field-pulpit ;  heed,  caution ;  to  take 

heed  ;  to  tend  or  herd  cattle 
Tcntie,  heedful,  cautious 
Tentloss,  heedless 
Teugh,  tough 

Thack.  thatch ;  thack  an*  rape,  clothing  ne- 
cessaries 
That-,  these 

Thairms,  small  guts ;  fiddle-stringt 
Thankit,  thaiked 
Thetki*,  thatched 
Thi'githcr,  to'^cther 
'1  lieiii>el,  iheiiiselves 
Thick,  iiitimatc,  familiar 
ThieveK-ss.  cold,  dry,  spited  ;    spoken  of  a 

person's  dcn:canour 
Thir,  these 
Thii I,  thrill 

'i'hirl  d,  thrilled,  vibrated 
Thole,  to  sutler,  to  endure 
'i'howL',  a  thiiw  ;  to  thaw 
Thowle>«',  flick,  lazy 
Thranj,'.  throng  ;  u  crowd 
'i'iuapfile.  throat,  windpipe 
'J'liravti,  iwei'.ty-four  sheaves  or  two  shocks  of 

corn  ;  a  considerable  number 
Thraw,  to  sprai;^,  to  twist;  to  contradict 
I  hrawin,  twisting,  &c. 
Thrawn,  sprained,  twisteil ;  contraJicted 
Threap,  to  maintain  by  dint  of  assertion 
Thrcshin,  thrat.hing 
Thretcen,  thirteen 
'1  hrts  Ic,  ihisile 
Tluougb,  to  go  on  with  i  ID  matai  out 
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Throuther,  pell-mell,  confuiedly 

Thud,  to  make  a  loud  intermittent  noise 

Thumpit,  timmped 

Thysel,  tliyself 

Tiirt,  to  it 

Timmer,  timber 

Tine,  to  lose ;  tint,  lost 

Tinkler,  a  tinker 

Tii.t  the  gate,  lost  the  way 

Tip,  a  ram 

Tippence,  twopence 

1  iri,  to  njke  aa  light  noise ;  to  unoorer 

Tirlin,  uncovering 

Tither,  the  other 

Tittle,  to  whisper 

Tiulin,  whi^I>e^i^.g 

Tocher,  marriage  {K>rtion 

Tod,  a  fox 

Toddle,  to  totter,  like  the  walk  of  a  child 

Toddlin,  tottering 

Tooni,  empty,  to  empty 

Toop,  a  ram 

Toun,  a  hanOet ;  a  farm-houte 

Tout,  the  blast  of  a  horn  or  trumpet;  to  blow 
a  horn,  &c. 

Tow,  a  rope 

'J'owmond,  a  twelvemonth 

Towzie,  rough,  sha^^gy 

Toy,  a  very  old  fashion  of  female  head-dress 

Toyte,  to  totter  like  old  age 

Transmugrified,  transmigrated,  metimoiphos- 
ed 

Trashirie,  trash 

Trews,  trowsers 

Trickie,  full  of  tncks 

Trig,  spruce,  neat 

Trimly,  excellently 

Trow,  to  believe 

Trowth,  truth,  a  petty  oath 

Tryste,  an  appointment ;  a  fair 

Trysted,  appointed ;  To  tryste,  to  make  an 
appointment 

Try*t,  tried 

Tug,  raw  hide,  of  which  in  old  times  plough- 
traces  were  frequently  made 

Tulzie,  a  quarrel ;  to  quarrel,  o  f'gV'. 

Twa,  two 

Twa- three,  a  few 

'Twad,  it  would 

Twal,  twelve;  twal-pennie  worth,  a  small 
quantity,  a  penny-worth 

N.B  One  penny  English  is  12d  Scotch 

Twin,  to  part 

Tyke,  a  dog 

U 

UNCO,  strange,  uncouth ;  Teiy,  very  great, 

prodigious 
Uncos,  news 
Unkenn'd,  unknown 
Unsicker,  unsure,  unsteady 
Unskaith'd,  undamaged,  unhurt  ^ 
Unwecting,  unwittingly,  unknowingly 
Upo*j  upon 
Urchin,  a  hedgehog 


VAP'RIN,  vapouring 

Vera,  very 

Virl,  a  ring  round  a  column,  &«• 

^"       com  of  all  kinds,  food 


Vittie, 


W 

WA\  wan ;  wa*s,  wiUs 

Wabster,  a  weaver 

Wad,  would  ;  to  bet;  abet,  apkdg* 

Wadna,  would  not  • 

Wae,  wo ;  sonowful 

Waefu",  woftil,  sorrowful,  waQing 

M'^aesucks  t  or  waes  me  !  alas !  O  the  pit^ 

Wafi,  the  cnNS  thread  that  goes  from  the  ibaU 

tie  through  the  web ;  woof 
Wair,  to  lay  out,  to  expend 
Wale,  choice ;  to  choose 
Waled,  chose,  chosen 
Walie,  ample,  large,  joUy ;  also  mn  inteijce- 

tion  of  distress 
Wame,  tht  belly 
Wamefu%abellv-full 
Wanchande,  unlucky 
Wanrestfu*,  restless 
Wark,  work 

Wark-lume,  a  tool  to  work  with 
M'arl,  or  warld,  world 
Warlock,  a  wizard 

Warly,  worldly,  eager  on  amsMing  weiJtfa 
Warran,  a  warrant ;  to  warrant 
Warst,  worst 

Warstrd  or  warsPd,  wrestled 
Wastrie,  prodigality 
Wat,  wet ;  1  wat,  I  wot,  I  know 
Water- brose,  brose  made  of  meal  and  water 

simply,  without  the  addition  of  nulk,  bnu 

ter,  &c« 
WatUe,  a  twig,  a  wand 
W'auble,  to  swing,  to  reel 
Waught,  a  draught 
W^aukit,  thickened  as  fullers  do  cloth 
Waukxife,  not  apt  to  sleep 
W^aur,  worse ;  to  worst  ^ 

Waur't,  worsted 
M'ean,  or  weanie,  a  chQd 
Wearie,  or  weary ;  many  a  weary  bod  j,  maaj 

a  different  person 
Wcasor .  weasand 

W  3arir  £«  the  stockins.    See  Stocking 
IV  >e,  uti*e ;   Wee  tnings,  little  ones ;   Wee 

bitla  small  matter 
Weel,  well ;  Wcelfiire,  weliare 
Weet,  rain,  wetness 
Weird,  fate 
We*Be,  we  shalli 
W^ha,  who 
M'liaizle,  to  wheeze 
Whalpit,  whelped 
Whang,  a  leainem  string ;  a  piece  of  cheac, 

bread,  &,& ,  to  give  the  strappado 
Whare,  where ;  \Vhare*er,  whererer 
Wheep,  to  fly  nimbly,  jerk ;  penny-wheep, 

small  beer 
Whase,  whose 
Whatreck,  nevertheless 
W' hid,  the  motion  of  a  hare,  runDing  but  not 

frighicd ;  a  lie 
W^hiddiii .  runnine  as  a  hAre  or  cony 
Whigmeleeries,  wnims,  fancies,  crotchets 
Whingin',  crying,  complaining,  fretting 
Whirhgigi'Tos,  useless  ornaments,  trifling  ap- 

pendlaijes 
Whissle,  a  whistle ;  to  whistle 
Whist,  silence;  to  hold  oneV  whisht^  tobt 

silent 
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